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r\  F  tbof-fewfooh  who  with  iffars  arecu 

Sure  fcribblitig  fools,  call'd  poets,  fare  the  ivorji 
Fsr  they're  afet  of  faols  ivbicb  Fortune  makti, 
And  after  Jbc  has  made  'em  fools,  forfakes. 
With  Natures'*  oafs  'tis  quite  a  d'ff'rent  cafe, 
For  Fortune  favours  all  her  ideot-race  : 
In  her  own  reft  the  cuckow-eggs  we  find, 
O'er  "which  fit  broods  to  batch  the  changling-kind. 
No  portion  for  her  oiun  Jhe  has  to  fpjre, 
His  vntib  Jbe  dotes  on  ber  adopted  care. 

Poets  are  bubbles,  by  the  town  drawn  in, 
Suffer  d  atfrjlf'jme  trifling  flakes  to  win  .' 
Hut  tvhat  unequal  hazards  do  they  run  ! 
Each  tin:e  they  •write,  they  -venture  all  they've  won: 
Tbt  '{quire  that's  butter"  dftill,  is  fur  e  to  be  undine. 
Tbis  autbor,  heretofore,  has  found  your  favour  ; 
B.ut  pleads  no  merit  from  bis  paft  behaviour. 
1o  build  on  that  might  prove  a  vain  prefur:\tki, 
Xbou'd  grants,  to  poets  made,  admit  rerumpiiott  : 
And  in  Parnalius  he  muft  lofe  bis  feat, 
Jf  tbzt  be  found  a  forfeited  eft  ate. 

lie  oic  n  s  ici:b  toil  be  wrought  tbe  filhwirg  fcents  ; 
But,  if  tbffrc  naiigbt,  ne'er  fpare  bin  fcr  bis  pains  ; 
Damn  him  tic  more  j  have  no  commijcratitn 
For  dulr.ej's  on  mature  deliberation. 

Ilef-iucanbellnotrefcnt  ene  bifi'd-  off  f  cent,  • 

Nor,  like  tbtfe  pccvijh  ivits,  bis  piny  maintain, 
Who,  to  ajjii-t  their  fenfe,  your  tafte  arraign  . 
Son.e  p  'ot  tiv  tbink  be  has,  and  fame  new  thought  i 
Sam  humour  too,  no  fane  ;  but  that's  a  fault. 
Satire,  be  thinks,  you  ought  not  to  expefr  ; 
Forfo  reform  d  a  to<zvm,  labo  dares  corrcfJ  ? 
Topleafs,  this  time,  has  been  bis  fole  practice, 
He'll  fict  injiruff,  left  it  Jhtui  d  gi-ve  cffence. 
Sbau'd  he  by  chance  a  knave  or  fiol  expefr, 
,  That  hurts  none  here,  fure  here  are  nine  of   tbofe. 
Jnfaort,  our  play  (hall  (with  your  leave  to  fkeitit) 
Give  you  one  inftar.ce  of  a  pajjivepoet, 
Who  to  your  judgments  yklJs  all  rejignation; 
Te  fave  or  damn,  aflir  yc:ir  t<wn  dif:retitn. 
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ACT         I. 
SCENE,   a  Cbocolate-Houfe. 

Mirabell  and  Fainall.    \kifng  from    CarJt.}    Betty 
iu  ait  in?, 

Mira^ \T  O U  are  a  fortunate  man,  Mr.  Fainall. 
j.       Fain.  Have  we  done? 

Mir  a.  What  you  pleafe.  I'll  play  on  to  entertain  you. 

Fain.  No,  I'll  give  you  your  revenge  another  time, 
when  you  are  not  ib  indifferent,  you  are  thinking  of 
Something  elfe  now,  and  play  too  negligently;  the- 
coldnefs  of  a  lofing  gamefter,  leflens  the  pleafure  of 
the  winner.  I'd  no  more  play  with  a  man  that  flighted 
his  ill  fortune,  than  I'd  make  love  to  2.  woman  who 
undervalu'd  the  lofs  of  her  reputation. 

Mira.  You  have  a  tafte  extremely  delicate,  and  are 
for  refining  on  your  pleafures. 

Fain.  Pr'ythee,  why  fo  referv'd  ?  fomething  has 
put  you  out  of  humour. 

Mira.  Not  at  all  ;  I  happen  to  be  grave  to  day ; 
and  you  are  gay  ;  that's  all. 

Fain.  Confefs,  Millamant  and  you  quarrell'd  laft 
night,  after  I  left  you;  my  fair  coufin  has  fome  humours 
that  would  tempt  the  patience  of  a  Stoick.  What,  fome 
coxcomb  came  in,  and  was  well  receiv'd  by  her,  while 
you  were  by. 

Mira.  Witofftofd  and  Petulant  !  and  what  was  worfe, 

her  aunt,  your  wife's  mother,  my  evil  genius ;  or  to 
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fum  up  all  in  her  own  name,  my  old  Lady  Wififnn 
came  in- 

Fain.  O  there  it  is  then She  has  a  lafting  paflirm 

for  you,  and  with  reafon What,  then  my  wife  was 

there  ? 

Mira.  Yes,  and  Mrs.  Mar-ivood  and  three  or  four 
more,  whom  I  never  faw  before  ;  feeing  me,  they  ail 
put  on  their  grave  faces,  whifper'd  one  another ;  then 
camplain'd  aloud  of  the  vapours,  and  after  fell  iiita 
a  profound  filence. 

Fain.   They  had  a  mind  to  be  rid  of  you. 

Mira.  For  which  reafon  I  refolv'd  not  to  Air.  At 
lalt  the  good  old  lady  brek-:  through  her  painful  taci- 
turnity, with  an  invcclive  again  ft  long  vifits.  .1  would 
not  have  underilood  her,  but  Millamanl  joining  in  the 
argument,  I  rofe,  and  with  a  conftrain'd  fmile  told 
her,  I  thought  nothing  was  fo  eafy  as  to  know  when 
a  vifit  began  to  be  troublefome  ;  fhe  reddcn'd  and  I 
vi'hdrew,  without  expecting  her  reply. 

Fain.  You  were  to  blame  to  refent  what  fhe  fpeke 
only  in  compliance  with  her  aunt. 

Mira.  She  is  more  miftrefs  of  herfclf  than  to  be  un- 
der the  neceflity  of  fuch  refignation. 

Fain.  What !  tho'  half  her  fortune  depends  upon 
her  marrying  with  my  lady's  approbation  f 

Mira.  I  was  then  in  fuch  a  humour,  that  I  fhou'd 
have  been  better  pleas'd  if  me  had  been  lefs  difcreet. 

Fain.  Now  I  remember,  I  wonder  not  they  were 
weary  of  you  ;  lalt  night  was  one  of  their  cabal  nights ; 
they  have  'em  three  times  a  week,  and  meet  by  turns, 
at  one  another's  apartments,  where  they  come  toge- 
ther like  the  coroner's  inqueft,  to  fit  upon  the  murder'd 
reputations  of  the  week.  You  and  I  are  excluded  ; 
and  it  was  once  propos'd  that  all  the  male  fex  Ihou'd 
be  excepted  ;  but  fomebody  mov'd,  that  to  avoid  fcan- 
dal  there  might  be  one  man  of  the  community  ;  upon 
which  motion  Witiuou'd  and  Petulant  were  enrolled 
members. 

Mira.  And  who  may  have  been  the  foundrefs  of  this 
fcft  ?  My  Lady  Wijhfort,  I  warrant,  who  publishes  her 

delegation 
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detestation  of  mankind  ;  and  full  of  the  vigour  of 
fifty-five,  declares  for  a  friend  and  Ratafia;  and  let 
pofterity  fhifc  for  itfelf,  '  ihe'll  breed  no  more.' 

Fain.  The  difcovery  of  your  lham  addrefles  to  her 
to  conceal  your  love  to  her  niece,  has  provok'd  this 
fcparation :  had  you  diflembl'd  better,  things  might 
have  continu'd  in  the  Hate  of  nature. 

Mira.  I  did  as  much  as  man  cou'd,  with  any  rea- 
fonabie  confcience;  I  proceeded  to  the  very  lait  aft  of 
flattery  with  her,  and  was  guilty  of  a  fong  in  her 
commendation.  Nay,  I  got  a  friend  to  put  her  into  a 
lampoon,  and  compliment  her  with  the  addrefles  of 
'  an  affair  with'  a  young  fellow,  '  which  I  carried  fo 
'  far,  that  I  told  her  the  malicious  town  took  notice 

*  that  ft\e  was  grown  fat  of  a  fudden  ;  and  when  fhc 
'  lay  in   of  a  dropfy,  perfuaded  her  (he  was  reported 
'  to  be  in  labour.'     The  devil's  in't  if  an  old  woman 
is  to  be  fiatter'd  farther,   *  unlefc  a  man  ihou'd  endea- 
4  vour  downright  perfonally  to  debauch  her  ;  and  that 

*  my  virtue  forbad  me.'     But  for  the  difcovery  of  this 
amour,  I  am  indebted  to  your  friend,  or  your  wife's 
friend,  Mrs.  Marwood. 

Fain.  What  fhou'd  provoke  her  to  be  your  enemy, 
unlefs  fhe  has  made  you  advances  which  you  have 
flighted  ?  Women  do  not  eafily  forgive  omiflions  of 
that  nature. 

Mira.  She  was  always  civil  to  me,  till  of  late ;  I 
confefs  I  am  not  one  of  thofe  coxcombs  who  are  apt  to 
interpret  a  woman's  good  manners  to  her  prejudice; 
and  think  that  me  who  does  not  refule  'em  ev'ry  thing, 
can  refufe  Jem  nothing. 

Fain.  You  are  a  gallant  man,  Mirabell\  and  tho' 
you  may  have  cruelty  enough,  not  to  anfwer  a  lady's 
advances,  you  have  too  much  generofity,  not  to  be 
tender  of  her  honour.  Yet  you  fpeak  with  an  indif- 
ference which  feems  to  be  aftefted  j  and  confefles  you 
are  confcious  of  a  negligence. 

Mira.  You  purfue  the  argument  with  a  diftruft  that 
feems  to  be  unaffected,  and  confefles  you  are  confcious 
of  a  concern  for  which  the  lady  is  more  indebted  to 
you,  than  is  your  wife. 

A  4  Fain. 
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Fain.   Fy,  fy,  friend,    if  you   grow    ccnforious,  r 

muit  leave  you; I'll  look  upon  the  gameiters  in 

i he  next  room. 

Mira.  Who  are  they  ? 

Fain.  Petulant  and  'Witiviu'd — Bring  me  fomc  cho- 
colate. [Exit. 

Mira.  Betty,  what  fays  your  clock  > 

Sti.  Turn'd  of  the  fait  canonical  hour,  fir, 

Mira.  How  pertinently  the  jade  anfwers  me!  ha? 
almoft  one  a  clock  !  [Locking  on  hit  watch.]  O,  y'ara 
come——— 

Enter  Footman- 

Well ;  is  the  grand  affair  over  ?  You  have  been 
fomething  tedious. 

Foct.  Sir,  there's  fuch  coupling  at  Pancrast  that 
they  ftand  behind  one  another,  as  'twere  in  a  country 
dance.  Ours  was  the  laft  couple  to  lead  up  ;  and  no 
hopes  appearing  of  difpatch,  befides,  the  parfon  grow- 
ing hoarfe,  we  were  afraid  his  lungs  wou'ci  have  fail'd 
before  it  came  to  our  turn ;  fo  we  drove  round  to 
Duke's  Place ;  and  there  they  were  rivetted  in  a  trice. 

Mira.  So,  fo,  you  are  fure  they  are  married. 

Foot.   "  lucontrjlibh,  Jir :"  I  am  vvitnefs. 

Mira.   Have  you  the  certificate  ? 

Foot.   Here  it  is,  fir. 

Mira.  Has  the  taylor  brought  JWaitwett-a  cloaths 
horn-,  and  the  new  liveries  I 

Foot.  Yes,  f:r. 

Mira.  That's  well.  Do  you  go  home  again,  d'ye 
lu-nr,  '  and  adjourn  the  confummation  'till  farther 
*  order ;'  bid  Wait^wtll  fhake  his  ears,  and  dame 
Partlet  rnftle  up  her  feathers,  and  meet  me  at  one 
o'clock  by  RcfameniTs  pond  ;  that  I  may  fee  her  before 
Ihe  returns  to  her  lady :  and  as  you  tender  your  ears 
be  fecret.  [Exit.  Footman. 

Enter  Fainall. 

Fain.  Joy  of  your  fuccefs,  Mirabel!-,  you  look 
pleas'd, 

Mira.  Ay  ;  I  have  been  engag'din  a  matter  of  fome 
fort  of  mirth,  which  is  not  yet  ripe  for  difcovery.  I  am 
glad  this  is  not  a  cabal-night.  I  wonder,  Fainall, 

that 
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that  you  who  are  married,  and  of  confequence  fhould 
be  difcreet,  will  fuffer  your  wife  to  be  of  fuch  a  party. 

Fain.  Faith,  I  am  not  jealous.  Befides,  molt  who 
are  engag'd,  are  women  and  relation^  ;  and  for  the 
men,  they  are  of  a  kind  too  contemptible  to  give 
fcandal. 

Mir  a.  I  am  of  another  opinion.  The  greater  the 
coxcomb,  always  the  more  the  fcandal :  for  a  woman 
who  is  not  a  fool,  can  have  but  one  reafon  for  aflbci- 
:uing  with  a  man  who  is  one. 

Fain.  Are  you  jealous  as  often  as  you  fee  9%tatarV 
entertain'd  bv  Millamant  ? 

Mira.  Of  her  underitandirsg  I  am,  if  not  of  her 
perfon. 

Fain.  You  do  her  wrong  ;  fcr  to  give  her  her  due, 
Hie  has  wit. 

Mira.  She  has  beauty  enough  to  make  any  man 
think  fo ;  and  complaifance  enough  not  to  contradict 
him  who  mall  tell  her  fo. 

Fain.  For  a  paffionate  lover,  methinks  you  are  P. 
man  fomewhat  too  discerning  in  the  failings  of  your 
miilrefs. 

Mira.  And  for  a  difcerning  man,  fomewhat  too  p.if- 
fionate  a  lover  ;  for  I  like  her  with  all  her  faults ;  nay 
like  her  for  her  faults.  Her  follies  are  fo  natural,  or 
fo  artful,  that  they  become  her;  and  thole  atfeclations 
which  in  another  woman  wou'd  be  odious,  ferve  but 
to  make  her  more  agreeable.  I'll  tell  thet,  Fahiail, 
ihe  once  us'd  me  with  that  infolencc,  that  in  revenge 
1  took  her  to  pieces  ;  fifted  her,  and  feparated  her 
filings;  I  fl.ud.ied  'em  and  got  :em  by  rote.  rl  he 
catalogue  was  fo  large,  that  1  was  net  without  hope?, 
one  day  or  other,  to  Irate  her  heartily  :  to  which  end  I 
fo  us'd  mvfelf  to  think  of 'era,  that  at  length,  contrary 
to  my  defign  and  expectation,  they  gave  me  ev'ry 
hour  lefs  disturbance  ;  "'till  in  a  few  days  it  became  ha- 
bitual to  me,  to  remember  'em  without  being  dil- 
pleas'd.  They  are  no\v  grown  as  familiar  tome  as  my 
own  frailties ;  and  in  all-  probability  in  a  little  time 
longer  I  fhall  like  'em  as  well. 

Fain.  Marry  her,  marry  her;  be  half  as  well  ac- 
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quainted  with  her  charms,  as  you  are  with  her  defefts, 
and  my  life  on't  you  are  your  own  man  again. 
j\ftra.  Say  you  fo  ? 

Pain.  I,  I,  I,  have  experience :  I  have  a  wife  and 
fo  forth. 

Enter  MefTenger. 

MeJT.  Is  one  Squire  Witnuoifd  here  ? 
Bet.  Yes  ;  what's  your  bufmeis  ? 
Meffl  I  have  a  letter  for  him,  from  his  brother  Sir 
Wilful,  which  I  am  charg'd  to  deliver  into  his  o\vn 
hands. 

Bet.  He's  in  the  next  room,  friend That  way. 

[Exit  Me  (longer* 

Mira.  What  is  the  chief  of  that  noble  family  in 
town,  Sir  Wilful  Wh-iuoii'd? 

Fain.  He  is  expected  to  day.     Do  you  know  him  ? 
Mira.  I  havefeen  him,  he  promifes  to  be  an  extra- 
ordinary perfon  ;  I  think  you  have  the  honour  to  be 
related  to  him. 

Fain.  Yes ;  he  is  half  brother  to  this  Witivcu'd  by  a 
former  wife,  who  was  fifter  to  my  Lady  Wijhfirt,  my 
Wife's  mother.  If  you  marry  Millamant,  you  mull 
call  ccufms  too. 

Mira.  I  had  rather  be  his  relation  than  his  ac- 
quaintance. 

Fain.  He  comes  to  town  in  order  to  equip  himfelf 
for  travel. 

Mira.  For  travel !  Why  the  man  that  I  mean  is 
above  forty. 

Fain,  l^o  matter  for  that ;  'tis  for  the  honour  ofEng- 
land ,  i  hat  all  Europe  mould  know  we  have  blockheads 
of  all  rges. 

Mira.  I  wonder  there  is  not  an  a5t  of  parliament  to 
five  tlic  credit  of  the  nation,  and  prohibit  the  expor- 
tation of  fools. 

Faia.^  By  no  means,  'tis  better  as  'tis ;  'tis  better  to 
trade  v.i'h  a  little  lofs,  than  to  be  quite  eaten  up  with 
beiiiti  c  \  erilock'd 

Mira.  Pray  are  the  follies  of  this  knight-errant,  and 
thole  c  i  the  f.juire  his  \  rother,  a;iy  tiling  related  r 
ftfiff,  Not  at  all;  Witwu'ti  rro\\s  by  the  knight, 

hke 
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like  a  medlar  grafted  on  a  crab.  One  will  melt  in 
your  mouth,  and  t'other  fet  your  teeth  on  edge  ;  one 
is  all  pulp,  and  the  other  all  core. 

Mira.  So  one  will  he  rotten  before  he  be  ripe,  and 
the  other  will  be  rotten  without  ever  being  ripe  at  ail. 

Fain.  Sir  Wilful\%  an  odd  mixture  of  bafhfulnefs  and 
obftinacy. — But  when  he's  drunk,  he's  as  loving  as  the 
moniter  in  the  Tempeft ;  and  much  after  the  fame 
manner.  To  give  t'other  his  due,  he  has  fomething 
of  good-nature,  and  does  not  always  want  wit. 

Mira.  Not  always  ;  but  as  often  as  his  memory  fails 
him,  and  his  common-place  of  comparifons.  He  is  a 
fool  with  a  good  memory,  and  fome  few  fcraps  of  other 
folks  wit.  He  is  one  whole  converfation  can  never  be 
approv'd,  yetit  is  now  and  then  to  be  endur'd.  He  has 
indeed  one  good  quality,  he  is  not  exceptious ;  for  he 
fo  paffionately  affecls  the  reputation  of  underftanding 
raillery,  that  he  will  conftrue  an  affront  into  a  jeft ; 
and  call  downright  rudenefs  and  ill  language,  farire 
and  fire. 

Fain.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  finifh  his  picture,  you 
have  an  opportunity  to  do  it  at  full  length.  Behold! 
the  original. 

Enter  Witwou'd. 

Wit.  Afford  me  your  companion,  my  dears;  pity 
me  Fainall ;  MirateU,  pity  me, 

Mira.   I  do  from  my  foul. 

Fain.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Wit.  No  letters  for  me,  Betty  ? 

Bet.  Did  not  a  meflenger  bring  you  one  but  now, 
fir  ? 

Wit.  Ay,  but  no  other  ? 

Bet.  No,  fir, 

Wit.  That's  bard,  that's  very  hard  ; a  meflen- 
ger, a  mule,  a  beaft  of  burden,  he  has  brought  me  a 
ktter  from  the  fool  my  brother,  as  heavy  as  a  pane- 
gyrick  in  a  funeral  fermon,  or  a  copy  of  commenda- 
tory verfes  from  one  poet  to  another.  And  what's 
worfe,  'tis  as  fure  a  forerunner  of  the  author,  as  an 
epiftle  dedicatorv. 

Mira.  A  fool/ and  your  brother,   intwu'J! 

Wit. 
9.44 
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Wit,  Ay,  ay,  my  half  brother.  My  half  brother 
he  is,  no  nearer  upon  honour, 

Mira.  Then  'tis  poflible  he  may  be  but  half  a  fool. 

Wit.  Good,  good,  Mirabell,  le  Drole  !  Good,  good; 
hang  him,  don't  let's  talk  of  him  : — Fainall,  how 
does  your  lady  ?  gad,  I  fay  any  thing  in  the  world  to 
get  this  fellow  out  of  my  head.  I  beg  pa/don  that  I 
Ihould  aflc  a  man  of  pleafure,  and  the  town,  a  queilion 
at  once  fo  foreign  and  dornelUck.  But  I  talk  like  an 
old  maid  at  a  marriage  ;  I  don't  know  what  I  fay  :  but 
(he's  the  beft  woman  in  the  world. 

Fain.  'Tis  well  you  don't  know  what  you  fay,  or 
elle  your  commendation  wou'd  go  near  to  make  me  ei- 
ther vain  or  jealous. 

Wit.  No  man  in  town  lives  well  with  a  wife  but 
Fainall.  Your  judgment,  Mirabtll? 

Mira.  You  had  better  Hep  and  ail  his  wife,  if  you. 
wou'd  be  credibly  inform'd. 

Wit.  Mirabell. 

Mira.   Ay. 

Wit.  My  dear,  I  afk  ten  thoufand  pardons  ;•  •  ••  • 
gad  I  have  forgot  what  I  was  going  to  fay -to  you. 

Mira.  I  thank  you  heartily,  heartily. 

Wit.  No,  but  prythee  excufe  me,~ — my  memory 
is  fuch  a  memory. 

Mira.  Have  a  care  of  fuch  apologies,  Witwou'd; — 
for  I  i.ever  knew  a  fool  but  he  affefted  to  complain, 
either  of  the  fpicen  or  his  memory. 

Fain.   What  have  you  done  with  Petulant  ? 

Wit.  He's  reckoning  his  money, — my  money  it  was 

*  •     -1  have  no  luck  to  day. 

Fain.  You  may  allow  him  to  win  of  you  at  play  ; — 
for  you  are  fure  to  be  too  hard  for  him  at  repartee  : 
Since  you  monopolize  the  wit  that  is  between  you,  the 
iortune  rr.uft  be  his  ofccurfe. 

Mira.  I  don't  find  that  Petulant. confeftes  the  fupe- 
cf>it  to  be  your  talent,  WitvuJd, 

////.  Come,  come,  you  are  malicious  now,  and 

won  d  breed  debates— Petulant'*  my  friend,  aud 

a  very  pretty  fellow,  and  a  very  honeft  fellow,  and  h?s 
tiering— faith  and  troth  a  pretty  deal  of  ?n 

•  •      •  rt  of  a  fmall  wit :   nay,  I  do  him  julHce,  I'm  his 

friend,, 
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friend,  I  won't   wrong  him.-         And  if  he  had  any 

judgment  in  the  world, he  would  not  be  altogether 

contemptible.     Come,  come,   don't  detract  from  the 
merits  of  my  friend. 

Fain.  You  don't  take  you  friend  to  be  over-nicely 
bred. 

Wit.  No,  no,  hang  him,  the  rogue  has  no  manner* 

at  ail,  that  I  mull:  own No  more  breeding  than  a 

bum-baily,  that  I  grant  you 'Tis  pity  ;  the  fellow- 
has  fire  and  life. 

Mir  a.  What,  courage  ?• 

K'it.  Hum,  faith  I  don't  know  as  to  that, —  I  can't 

fay  as  to  that. Yes,  faith,  in  controverfy,  he'll 

contradict  any  body. 

Mira.  Tho'  'twere  a  man  whom  he  fear'd,  or  a 
woman  whom  he  lov'd. 

Wit.  Well,  well,  he  does  not  always  think  before 
he  fpeaks ; — we  have  all  our  failings  :  you  are  too 
hard  upon  him,  you  are  faith-.  Let  me  excufe  himy 
— — I  can  defend  molt  of  his  faults,  except  one  or  two  : 
ene  he  has,  that's  the  truth  on't ;  if  he  were  my  bro- 
ther, I  could  not  acquit  him — that  indeed  I  could  wiflr 
were  otherwifc. 

Mira.  Ay  mrjry,  what's  that,  Wifwoifd? 

Wit.  O  pardon  me — expofe  the  infirmities  of  my 
friend.  —  No,  my  dear,  excufe  me  there. 

Fain.  What  I  warrant  he's  inilncere,  or  'tis  fome 
fuch  trifle. 

Wit.  No,  no,  what  if  he  be  ?  'tis  no  matter  for 
that,  his  wit  will  excufe  that :  a  wit  mould  no  more 
be  fincere,  than  a  woman  conftant ;  one  argues  a  de- 
!.<:•/  cf  parts,  as  t'other  of  beauty. 

Mira.   May  be  you  think  him  too  pofitive  ? 

Wit,  No,  no,  his  being  poutive  is  an,  incentive  to 
argument,  and  keeps  up  converfation. 

Fain.   Too  illiterate. 

Wit.  That  \  that's  his  happinefs — his  want  of 
learning  gives  him  the  more  opportunity  to  mew  his 
natural  parts. 

Mira.  He  wants  words. 

Wit.  Ay  :  but  I  like  him  for  that  now ;  for  his  ' 

want 

.cb,'i 
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want  of  words  gives  me  the  pleafure  very  often  to  ex- 
plain his  meaning. 

Fain.  He's  impudent. 

Wit,  No,  that's  not  it. 

Mir  a.  Vain. 

Wit.  No. 

Mira.  What,  he  fpeaks  unfeafonable  truths  fome- 
times,  becaufe  he  has  not  wit  enough  to  invent  an  eva- 
fion. 

Wit.  Truth !  ha,  ha,  ha !  No,  no  ;  fmce  you  will 
have  it — I  mean,  he  never  fpeaks  truth  at  all, — that's 
all.     He  will  lye  like  a  chambermaid,  or  a  woman  of 
quality's  porter.     Now  that  is  a  fault. 
Enter  Coachman. 

Coach.  Is  mailer  Petulant  here,  miftrefs  ? 

Bet.  Yes. 

Coach.  Three  gentlewomen  in  a  coach  wou'd  fpeak 
with  him. 

Fain,   O  brave  Petulant  !  three  ! 

Bet.  I'll  tell  him. 

Coach,  You  mufl  bring  two  diflies  of  chocolate  and 
a  glafs  of  cinnamon-water. 

[Exeunt  Coachman  and  Betty. 

Wit,  That  fhou'd  be  for  two  failing  bona  rol/as, 
and  a  procurefs  troubled  with  wind.  Now  you  may 
know  what  the  three  are. 

Mira.  You  are  very  free  with  your  friend's  acquaint- 
ance. 

Wit.  Ay,  ay,  friendfhip  without  freedom  is  as  dull 
as  love  without  enjoyment,  or  wine  without  toafiing  ; 
but  to  tell  you  a  lecret,  thefe  are  trulls  whom  he  al- 
lows ccach-hire,  and  fomething  more,  by  the  week, 
to  call  on  him  once  a  day  at  pubiick  places. 

Mira.  How! 

Wit.  You  mall  fee  he  won't  go  to  'em,  becaufe 
there's  no  more  company  here  to  take  notice  of  him. 
— Why  this  is  nothing  to  what  he  us'd  to  do  : — before 
he  found  out  this  way,  I  have  known  him  call  for 
himfelf- — 

Fain.  Call  for  himfelf!  what  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Wit.  Mean,  why  he  would  flip  you  out  of  this  cho- 
colate- 
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colate-houfv.',  juft  when  you  had  been  talking  to  him 
— As  foon  as  your  back  was  turn'd — whip  he  was 
gone  ; — then  trip  to  his  lodging,  clap  on  a  hood  and 
fcarf,  and  a  mafk,  flap  into  a  hackney-coach,  and 
drive  hither  to  the  door  again  in  a  trice ;  where  he 
would  lend  in  for  himfelf,  that  is,  I  mean,  call  for 
himfelf,  wait  for  himfelf,  nay,  and  what's  more, 
not  finding  himfelf,  fometimes  leave  a  letter  for  him- 
felf. 

Mira.  I  confefs  this  is  fomething  extraordinary — 
I  believe  he  waits  for  himfelf  now,  he  is  fo  long  a 
coming  :  O  I  afk  his  pardon. 

Enter  Petulant  and  Betty. 

Set.  Sir  the  coach  Hays. 

Pet.  Well,  well ;  I  come  ; — 'Sbud  a  man  had  as 
good  be  a  profefs'd  midwife,  as  a profefs'd  gallant,  at 
this'  rate  ;  to  be  knock'd  up  and  rais'd  at  all  hours, 
and  in  all  places.  Duce  on  'em,  I  won't  come — D'ye 

hear,  tell  'em  I  won't  come Let  'em  fnivel  and 

cry  their  hearts  out.  [Exit  Betty. 

Fain.  You  are  very  cruel,  Petulant. 

Pet.   Ail's  one,  let  it  pafs 1  have  a  humour 

to  he  cruel. 

Mira.  I  hope  they  are  not  perfons  of  condition  that 
you  ufe  at  this  rate. 

Pet.   Condition,  condition's  a  dry'd  fig,    if  I  am 

net  in  humour By  this  hand,  if  they  were  your— 

a — a — your  what-d'ye-call-'ems  themfelves,  theymufr. 
wait  or  rub  oiT,  if  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

Mira.  What-d'ye-call-'ems  !  what  are  they,  Wit" 
•Kou\i? 

-    Wit,  Empress,  my  dear By  your  what  d'ye- 

call-'ems  he  means  Sultana  queens. 

Pet.    Ay,   Roxolanas. 

**•        /•? 

J,Lira.   Cry  you  mercy.  .-'dr^ib 

Fain.  Witwoid  fays  they  are • 

Pet.  What  does  he  fay  th'are  ? 
//'/•/.   I  ?  fine  ladies  I  fay. 

Pet.  Pafs  on,  Wiiwoitd Harkee,  by  this  light 

his  relations — Two   co-heircfTcs  his  coufir.?,  nud   an 

old 
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old  aunt,  who  loves  intriguing  better  than  a  conven- 

Wit.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  had  a  mind  to  fee  how  the 
rogue  would  come  off— Ha,  ha,  ha  !  gad  I  can't  be 
angry  with  him,  if  he  had  laid  they  were  my  mother 
and  my  fitters. 

Mir  a.   No. 

Wit.  No ;  the  rogue's  wit  and  readinefs  of  inven- 
tion charm  me,  dear  Petulant. 

Enter  Betty. 

Set.  They  are  gone,  fir,  i.    great  anger. 

Pet.  Enough,  let  'em  trundel.  Anger  helps  com- 
plexion, faves  paint. 

Fain,  This  continence  is  all  diffembled  ;  this  is  in 
order  to  have  fomething  to  brag  of  the  next  time  he 
makes  court  to  Millamant,  and  fwear  he  has  abandon'd 
the  whole  fex  for  her  fake. 

Mira.  Have  you  not  left  off  your  impudent  preten- 
fions  there  yet  f  I  fhall  cut  your  throat,  fome  time  or 
other,  Petulant,  about  that  buiinefs. 

Pet.  Ay,    ay,    let    that   pafs There  are   other 

throats  to  be  cut 

Mira.  Meaning  mine,  fir  ? 

Pet.  Not  I — I  mean  no  body — I  know  nothing 

But  there  are  uncles  and  nephews  in  the  world — And 
they  may  be  rivals What  then  all's  one  for  that — 

Mira.  Now  harkee,  Petulant,  come  hither — Explain, 
or  I  fhall  call  your  interpreter. 

Pet.  Explain  ;  I  know  nothing -Why  you  have 

an  uncle,  have  you  not,  lately  come  to  town,  and 
lodges  by  my  Lady  Wijhfort\  ? 

Mira.  True. 

Pet.  Why  that's  enough  —  You  and  he  are  not 
friends ;  and  if  he  fhou'd  marry  and  have  a  chile?, 
you  may  be  difinherited,  ha  ! 

Mira.  Where  hafc  thou  itumbled  upon  all  this  truth  ? 

Pet.  All's  one  for  that;  why  then  fay  I  know  fome- 
thing. 

Mira.  Come,  thou  art  an  honeft  fellow, Petulant,  and 
(halt  make  love  to  thy  miftrefs,  thou  fha't  faith.  What 
haft  thou  heard  of  my  uncle  ? 

2  Pet 
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Pet.  I,  nothing  I.  If  throats  are  to  be  cut,  let 
fwords  clam;  fnug's  the  word,  I  fhrugand  am  iilent. 

Mira.  O  raillery,  raillery.    Come,  I  know  thou  art 

in  the  womens  fec'rets What,   you're  a  cabalift ;  1 

know  you  itaid  at  Mi/lamant's  laft  night,  after  I  wenr. 
Was  there  any  mention  made  of  my  uncle,  orrne?  tell 
me.  If  thon  hadft  but  good-nature  equal  to  thy  wit, 
Petulant,  Tony  Witnvotfeiy  who  is  now  thy  competitor  in 
fame,  wou'd  mew  as  dim  by  thee  as  a  dead  whiting's 
eye  by  a  pearl  of  orient ;  he  would  no  more  be  feen 
by  thee,  than  Mtrcury  is  by  the  fun.  Come,  I'm. fare 
thou  \vo't  tell  me. 

Pet.  If  I  do,  will  you  grant  me  common  fenfe  then, 
for  the  future  ? 

Mira.  Faith  I'll  do  what  I  can  for  thee,  and  I'll  pray 
that  it  may  be  granted  thee  in  the  mean  time. 

Pet.  Well,  harkee.  {they  talk  apart. 

Fiiin.Petulatit  and  you  both  v,  ill  iind  Mirabell  as  warm, 
a  rival  as  a  lover. 

j  //';V.'P(haw,'pfhaw,that  me  laughs  ttPttulcmt  is  plain. 
And  for  my  part — But  that  it  is  almoft  a  faftiion  to  ad- 
mire her,  I  ftou'd — Harkee — To  tell  you  a  fecret,  but 
let  it  go  no  farther — Between  friinds,  I  mail  never 
break  my  heart  for  her. 

Fain.  How  ! 

Wit.  She's  handfome;  but  Die's  a  fort  of  an  uncer- 
tain woman. 

Fain.  I  thought  you  had  dy'd  for  her. 

Wit.  Umph No 

Fain.  She  has  wit. 

Wit.  'Tis  what  flic  will  hardly  allow  any  body  elfe — 
Now,  I  mou'd  hate  that,  if  me  were  as  handfome  as 
Cleopatra.  Mirabdl  is  not  fo  fure  of  her  as  he  thinks- 
for. 

Fain.  Why  do  you  think  fo  ? 

Wit.  We  liaid  pretty  late  there  laft  night;  and  heard 
Something  of  an  uncle  to  MiraMl,  who  is  lately  come 
to  town,— and  is  between  him  and  the  bed  part  of  his 
eftate  ;  M/ra^//andhc  are  atfome  diftance,  as  my  lady 
Wijbfort'\m  been  told  ;  and  you  know  (he  hates  Mira- 
lell  worfe  than  a  quaker  hates  a  parrot,  or  thnn  a  fifh- 

monger 
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monger  hates  a  hard  froft.  Whether  this  uncle  has 
feen  Mrs.  Millamcf.t  or  not,  I  cannot  fiy  ;  but  there 
were  items  of  filch  a  treaty  being  in  embryo  ;  and  if 
it  mould  come  to  life,  poor  MiraleHwou.'d  be  in  Ibme 
fort  unfortunately  fobb'd  i'faith. 

Fain.  'Tis  impofiible  Millaniant  fhou'd  hearken  to  it. 

Wit.  Faith,  my  dear,  I  can't  tell  ;.  ihe's  a  woman, 
and  a  kind  of  a  humourifh 

JVJirti.  And  this  is  the  fum  of  what  you  cou'd  collect 
laft  night. 

Pet.The  quinteflence.-May  be  Wit-woifd knows  more, 

he  ftay'd  longer Befides,  they  never  mind  him  j 

they  fay  any  thing  before  him. 

Mirer.  I  thought  you  had  been  the  greateil  favourite. 

Pet.  Ay,  tete  a  tete  j  but  not  in  pubiick,  becauie  I 
make  remarks. 

Mir  a.  You  do  ? 

Pet.  Ay,  ay;  I'm  malicious,  man.  Now  he's 
foft,  you  know  ;  they  are  not  in  awe  of  him— —The 

fellow's  well  bred ;  he's  what  you  call  a What- 

dy'e-call'em,  a  fine  gentleman  :  but  he's  filly  withal. 

Mira.  I  thank  you,  I  know  as  much  as  mycuriofity 
requires.  Fainall,  are  you  for  the  Mall ? 

Fain.  Ay,  I'll  take  a  turn  before  dinner. 

Wit.  Ay,  we'll  ail  walk  in  the  Park  ;  the  ladies 
talk  of  being  there. 

Mira.  I  thought  you  were  obliged  to  watch  for  your 
brother  fir  Wi  I  full's,  arrival.. 

Wit.  No,  no  ;  he  comes  to  his  aunt's  my  lady  Wijb- 
fort :  plague  on  him,  I  lhall  be  troubled  with  him  too  ; 
what  ihall  I  do  with  the  fool  ? 

Pet.  Beg  him  for  his  eftate,  that  I  may  beg  you  after- 
wards; and  fo  have  but  one  trouble  with  you  both. 

Wit.  O  rare  Petulant ;  thou  art  as  quick  as  fire  in  a 
frofty  morning  ;  thcu  fhalt  to  the  Mall  with  us,  and 
we'll  be  very  ievere. 

Pet.  Enough,  I'm  in  a  humour  to  befevere. 

Mira.  Are  you  ?  Pray  then  walk  by  yourfelves — Le,  t 
net  qs  be  accefiary  to  you  putting  the  ladies  out  of 
countenance  with  your  fenfelefs  ribaldry,which  you  roar 
out  aloud  as  often  as  they  pafs  by  you  ;  and  when  you 

have 
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have  made  a  handfome  woman  blufh,  then  you  think 
you  have  been  ievere. 

Pet.  What,  what  ?  Then  let'em  either  fhew  their  in- 
n'ocenceby  not  underftanding  what  they  hear,  or  elfe 
fhew  their  difcretion  by  not  hearing  what  they  wou'd 
not  be  thought  to  underftand. 

Mii-a.  But  halt  not  thou  then  fenfe  enough  to  know 
(hat  thou  ouglu'it  to  be  moft  alham'd  tayfelf,  when  thou 
hart  put  another  out  of  countenance  ? 

Pet.  Not  I,  by  this  hand 1  always  take  bluih- 

ing  either  for  afign  of  guilt  or  ill-breeding. 

Mir  a.  I  confefs  you  ought  to  think  fo.  You  are  in 
the  right,  that  you  may  plead  the  error  of  your  judg- 
ment in  defence  of  your  practice, 

Where  modtjly' 's  ifl-ma>incrs,  'fis  but  fit 

That  impudence  and  malice  pafs  for  <v:it.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

S  C  E  N  E,  .St.  James's  Park. 
Enter  Mrs.  Fainall  and  Mrs.  Marwood. 
Mrs.  Fain.  \  Y,  ay,  dear  Mar--wood,  if  we  will  be 
j[\  happy,  we  muft  find  the  means  in 
ourfelves,  and  among  ourfelves.  Men  are  ever  in  ex- 
tremes ;  either  doating,  or  averfe.  While  they  are 
lovers,  if  they  have  fire  and  fenfe,  their  jealoufies  are 
infupportable  :  and  when  they  ceafe  to  love  (we  ought 
to  think  at  leaft)  they  loathe  ;  they  look  upon  us  with 
horror  and  diftafte;  they  meet  us  like  the  ghofts  of 
what  we  were,  and  as  from  luch,  fly  from  us. 

Mrs.  Mar.  True, 'tis  an  unhappy  circumftance  of  life, 
that  love  ihou'd  ever  die  before  us  ;  and  that  the  man  fo 
often  fhou'd  outlive  the  lover.  But  fay  what  you  will, 
'tis  better  to  be  left  than  never  to  have  been  lov'd.  To 
.pafs  our  youth  in  dull  indifference,  to  refufe  the  fweets 
of  life  becaufe  they  once  muft  leave  us,  is  as  prepofte- 
rous,  as  to  wifh  to  have  been  born  old,  becaufe  we  one 
day  mult  be  old.  For  my  part,  my  youth  may  wear 
and  walte,  but  it  mall  never  ruft  in  my  poiTeffton. 
.  Mrs.  Fnii.  Then  it  ieems  you diilemble  an  avej  fion  to 
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mankind,  only  in  compliance  to  my  mother'*  humour, 
Mrs.  Mar.  Certainly.  To  be  free ;  I  have  no  talle 
of  thofe  infipid  dry  difcourfes,  with  which  our  fex  of 
force  muft  entertain  themfelves,  apart  from  men.  We 
roay  affect  endearments  to  each  other,  profefs  eternal 
1'iiindiliips,  and  feem  to  doat  like  lovers  ;  but  'tis  not 
in  oar  natures  long  toperfevere.  Love  will  refumehis 
empire  in  our  brealts,  and  every  heart,  or  foon  or  late, 
receive  and  re-admit  him  as  its  lawful  tyrant. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Blefs  me,  how  have  I  been  deceived  I 
Why  you  profefs  a  libertine. 

Mrs.  Mar.  You  fee  my  friendmip  by  my  freedom- 
Come,  be  as  fincere,  acknowledge  that  your  fentimento 
agree  with  mine.. 
Mrs  Fain.  Never. 
Mrs.  Mar.  You  hate  mankind? 
Mrs.  Fain.  Heartily,  inveterately. 
Mrs.  Mar.  Your  hu&and  ? 

Mrs,  Fain.  Moil  tranfcendently  j  ay,  tho'  I  fay  ity 
meritorioufly. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Give  me  you  hand  upon  it. 
Mrs.  Fain.  There. 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  join  with  you ;  what  I  have  faid  hay 
been  to  try  you. 

Mrs ../«/».  Is  itpoffible  ?  doft  thou  hate  thofe  viper* 
men? 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  have  done  hating  'em,  and  am  now  come 
to  defpife  'em  ;  the  next  thing  I  have  to  do,  is  eter- 
nally to  forget  'em, 

Mrs.  Fain.  There  fpoke  the  fpirit  of  an  Amazon,  a 
Pentbejtlea. 

Mrs.  Mar.    And  yet  I  am  thinking  fometimes  to- 
carry  my  averfion  farther. 
Mrs.  Fain.  How  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.   By  marrying  ;  if  I  could  but  find  one 
t   lov  d  me  very  well,  and  would  be  thoroughly 
fenfible  of  ill  ufage,  I  think  I  mould  do  mvfelf  ther 
violence  of  undergoing  the  ceremony. 

Mrs.  Fain.  You  would  not  difhonour  him, 
Mrs.  Mar.  No  :  but  I'd  make  him  believe  I  did, 
and  that  s  as  bad. 

Mrs.  Fain*. 
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Mrs.  Fain,  Why  had  you  not  as  good  do  it  ? 
Mrs.  Mar.  O  if  hefhould  ever  diicover  it,  he  wou'd 
then  know  the  worft,  and  be  out  of  his  pain  ;  but  I  wou'd 
have  him  ever  to  continue  upon  the  rack  of  fear  and 
jealoufy. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Ingenious  mifchief !  wou'd  thou  wert 
married  to  Mirabfll. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Wou'd  I  were. 
Mrs.  Fain.  You  change  colour. 
Mrs.  Mar.  Becaufe  I  hate  him.. 
Mrs.  Fain.  So  do  I;  but  I  can  hear  him  nam'd.    But 
what  reaibn  have  you  to  hate  him  in  particular  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  never  lov'tl  him  ^  he  is,  and  always 
was  infufferably  proud. 

Mrs.  Fain.  By  the  reafon  yougive  for  your  averfion 
one  wou'd  think  it  diflembled  ;  for  you  have  laid  a  fault 
10  his  charge,  of  which  his  enemies  mail  acquit  him. 

Mrs.  Mar.  O  then  it  feems  you  are  one  of  his  favour- 
able enemies.  Methinks  you  look  a  little  pale,  and 
now  you  fluih  again. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Do  I  ?  I  think  I  am  a  little  fick  o'  the 
the  fuddeu. 

Mrs.  Mar.  What  ails  you? 

Mrs.  Fain.  My  hufband.  Don't  you  fee  him?  He 
.turn'd  fhort  upon  me  unawares,  and  has  aimoft  over- 
come me. 

,  Ejcter  Faiaall  and  Mirabell. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  he  comes  opportunely  for 
you. 

Mrs.  Fain.  For  you,  for  he  has  brought  MiraleU 
with  him. 

Fain.  My  dear. 
Mrs.  Fain.   My  foul. 
Fain.  You  .don't  look  well  to  day,  child. 
Mrs.  Fain.  D'ye  think  fo  ? 
Mir  a.  He's  the  only  man  that  does,  madam. 
Mrs.  Fain.   The  only  man  that  would  tell  me  fo  at 
leait;  and  the  only  man   from  whom  I  cou'd  hear  it 
without  mortification. 

Fain.  O  my  dear,  I  am  fatisfy'd  of  your  tendernefs ; 

J.  know 
. 
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I  know  you  cannot  refent  any  thing  from  me;  efpe- 
cially  what  is  an  effect  of  my  concern. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Mr.  Mirabell,  my  mother  interrupted 
you  in  a  pleafant  relation  lait  night,  I  would  fain  hear 
it  out. 

Mira.  The  perfons  concern'd  in  that  affair,  have 

yet  a  tolerable  reputation. 1  am  afraid  Mr.  Fainall 

will  be  -ceii furious 

Mrs.  Fain.  He  has  a  humour  more  pre\railing  than 
his  curiofity,  and  will  willingly  difpenfe  with  the  hear- 
ing of  one  fcandalous  ftory,  to  avoid  giving  an  occa- 
fion  to  make  another,  bv  being  feen  to  walk  with  his 
wife.  This  way,  Mr.  Mirabell,  and  I  dare  promife 
you  will  oblige  us  both. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Fainall  and  Mirabell. 
Fain.  Excellent  creature  !  well,  lure  if  I  Ihou'd  live 
to  be  rid  of  my  wife,  I  ihould  be  a  miferable  man. 
Mrs.  Mar.  Ay? 

Fain.  For  having  only  that  one  hope,  the  accom- 
plifhment  of  it,  of  confequence  muft  put  an  end  to  all 
nay  hopes;  and  what  a  wretch  is  he  who  muft  furvive 
his  hopes !  nothing  remains  when  that  day  comes,  but 
to  fit  down  and  weep  \\\&  Alexander,  when  he  wanted 
other  worlds  to  conquer. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Will  you  not  follow  'em? 
Fain.  No !  I  think  not. 
Mrs.  Mar.  Pray  let  us;  I  have  a  reafon. 
Fain.  You  are  not  jealous  ? 
Mrs.  Mar.  Of  whom? 
fain.   Of  Mirabell. 

Mrs.  Mar.  If  I  am,  is  it  inconfiftent  with  my  love 
to  you,  that  I  am  tender  of  your  honour  ? 

Fain.  You  wou'd  intimate  then,  as  if  there  were  a 
particular  underilanding  between  my  wife  and  him  ? 
Mrs.  Mar.  I  think  (he  does  not  hate  him  to  that  de- 
gree ihe  wou'd  be  thought. 

Fain.  But  he,   I  fear,  is  too  infenfible. 
Mrs.  Mar.  It  may  be  you  are  deceived. 
Fain.  It  may  be  fo.     I  do  not  now  begin  to  appre- 
hend it. 

Mis. Mar.  What? 

1  Fain.  '• 
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Tain.  That  I  have  been  deceiv'd,  madam,  and  you 
are  fa  He. 

Airs,  Mar.  That  I  am  falfe!  What  mean  you  ? 
Fain.  To  let  you  know,  I  fee  through  all  your  little 
arts — Come,  you  both  love  him ;  and  both  have  equal- 
ly diflembled  your  averfion.     Your  mutual  jealoufies 
of  one  another,  have  made  you  clam  till  you  have  both 
flruck  fire.     I  have  feen  the  warm  confeffion  red'ning 
on  your  cheeks,  and  fparkling  from  your  eyes. 
Mrs.  Mar.   You  do  me  wrong. 
fain.  I  do  not— — 'Twas  for~my  eafe  to  overfee  and 
wilfully  negleft  the  grofs  advances  made  him  by  my 
wife  ;  that  by  permitting  her  to  be  engag'd,    I  might 
continue  unfufpefted  in  my  pleafures ;  and  take  you 
oftner  to  my  arms  in  full  fecurity.     But  cou'd  yon 
think,  becaufe  the  nodding  iiufband  wou'd  not  wake, 
that  e'er  the  watchful  lover  flept  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  And  wherewithall  can  you  reproach  me? 
Fain.  With  infidelity,  with  loving  another,  with 
love  of  Mirabell. 

Mrs.  Mar.  'Tis  falfe.  I  challenge  you  to  mew  an 
inftance  that  can  confirm  your  groundlefs  accufation* 
I  hate  him. 

•Fain.  And  wherefore  do  you  hate  him  ?  He  is  in- 
fenfible,  and  yoar  refentment  follows  his  neglect.  An 
inftance  !  The  injuries  you  have  done  him  are  a  proof: 
your  interpofing  in  his  love.  What  caufe  had  you  to 
make  difcoveries  of  his  pretended  pailion  ?  to  undeceive 
the  credulous  aunt,  and  be  the  officious  obftacle  of  his 
match  with  Millamant  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  My  obligations  to  my  lady  urg'd  me  : 
I  had  profefs'd  a  friendihip  to  her ;  and  cou'd  not  fee 
her  eafy  nature  fo  abus'd  by  that  diflembler. 

Fain.  What,  was  it  confcience  then  ?  Profefs'd  a 
friendfhip  !  O  the  pious  friendships  of  the  female  fex  ! 
Mrs.  Mar.  More  tender,  more  fincere,  and  more 
enduring,  than  all  the  vain  and  empty  vows  of  men, 
whether  profeffing  love  to  us,  or  mutual  faith  to  one 
another. 

Fain.  Ha,  ha,   ha  !  you  are  my  wife's  friend  too. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Shame  and  ingratitude !  Do  you  reproach 

me  \  You,  you  upbraid  me !  Have  I  been  falfe  to  her 

thro' 
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thro'  drift  fidelity  to  you,  and  facrific'd  my  friendship 
to  keep  my  love  inviolate  ?  and  have  you  the  baleneis. 
to  charge  me  with  the  guilt,  unmindful  of  the  merk3 
To  you  it  fhou'd  be  meritorious,  that  I  have  been  vi- 
cious :  and  do  you  reflect  that  guilt  upon  me,  which. 
Jhou'd  lie  buried  in  your  bofom  ? 

Fain.  You  misinterpret  my  reproof.  I  meant  but 
to  remind  you  of  the  flight  account  you  once  cou'd 
make  of  ftri&eft  ties,  when  fet  in  competition  with 
your  love  to  me. 

Mrs.  Mar.  'Tis  falfe,  you  urg'd  it  with  deliberate 
maljce — 'Twas  fpoke  in  fcorn,  and  I  never  will  for- 
give.it. 

Fain.  Your  guilt,  not  your  refentment,  begets  your 
rage.  If  yet  you  lov'd,  you  cou'd  forgive  a  jealoufy : 
but  you  are  flung  to  find  you  are  difcover'd. 

Mrs.  Mar.  It  fliall  be  all  difcover'd.  You  too  fhall 
be  difcover'd  ;  be  fure  you  mall-.  I  can  but  be  expos'd 
—If  I  do  it  myfelf  I  fhall  prevent  your  bafeneis. 

Fain.  Why,  what  will  you  do  ?  f 

Mrs.  Mar.  Difclofe  it  to  your  wife ;  own  what  has 
pad  between  us. 

Fain.  Frenzy ! 

Mrs.  Mar.  J3y  all  my  wrongs  I'll  do't<  ••  I'll  pub- 
lifh  to  the  world  the  injuries  you  have  done  me,  both 
in  my  Fame  and  fortune  :  with  both  I  trufted  you,  you 
bankrupt  in  honour,  as  indigent  of  wealth. 

Fain.  Your  fame  I  have  preferv'd.  Your  fortune 
has  been  beftovv'd  as  the  prodigality  of  your  love  would 
have  it,  in  pleafures  which  we  both  have  fhar'd.  Yet, 
had  not  you  been  falfe,  I  had  e're  this  repaid  it—- ~ 
'Tis  true — had  you  permitted  Miracell  with  Millamant 
to  have  ftoll'n  their  marriage,  my  lady  had  been  in- 
-cens'd  beyond  all  means  of  reconcilement :  Millamant 
had  forfeited  the  moiety  of  her  fortune,  which  then 
would  have  defcended  to  my  wife ;— — And  wherefore 
did  I  marry,  but  to  make  lawful  prise  of  a  rich  widow's 
•wealth,  and  fquander  it  on  love  and  you? 

Mrs.  Mar.  Deceit  and  frivolous  pretence. 

Fain.  Death,  am  I  not  married ?  what's  pretence  ? 
Am  I  not  imprifyn'd,  fetter'd?  have!  not  a  wife? 

nay, 
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nay,  a  wife  that  was  a  widow,  a  young  widow,  a 
handfome  widow ;  and  wou'd  be  again  a  widow,  hut 
that  I  have  a  heart  of  proof,  and  fomething  of  a  con- 
ftitution  to  buftle  thro'  the  ways  of  wedlock  and  this 
world.  Will  you  be  reconcil'd  to  truth  and  me  ? 

Mrs.  Mat:  Impoffible.  Truth  and  you  are  incon- 
fiilent 1  hate  you,  and  fhall  for  ever. 

Fain.   For  loving  you? 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  loathe  the  name  of  love  after  fuch  ufage; 
and  next  to  the  guilt  with  which  you  wou'd  afperfe 
me,  I  fcorn  you  moft.  Farewell. 

Fain.  Nay,  we  muft  not  part  thus. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Let  me  go. 

Fain.  Come,  I'm  forry. 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  care  not Let  me  go Break  my 

hands,  do— ——I'd  leave  'em  to  get  loofe. 

Fain.  I  wou'd  not  hurt  you  for  the  world.  Have  I 
no  other  hold  to  keep  you  here ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  Well,  I  have  deferv'd  it  all. 

Fain.   You  know  I  love  you. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Poor  difleinbling !  O  that Well,  it 

is  not  yet 

Fain.  What?  what  is  it  not?  what  is  it  not  yet?  it 
is  not  yet  too  late • 

Mrs.  Mar.  No,  it  is  not  yet  too  late 1  ha*c 

that  comfort. 

Fain.  It  is,  to  love  another. 

Mrs.  Mar.  But  not  to  loathe,  deteft,  abhor  man- 
kind, myfelf,  and  the  whole  treacherous  world. 

Fain.  Nay,  this  is  extravagance — Come,  I  aflc  your 

pardon No  tears 1  was  too  blame,  I  cou'd  not 

iove  you  and  be  cafy  in  my  doubts — Pray  forbear— — 
I  believe  you;  I'm  convinc'd  I've  done  you  wrong; 

and  any  way,  ev'ry  way  will  make  amends; I'll 

hate  my  wife  yet  more,  damn  her,  I'll  part  with  her, 
rob  her  of  all  (he's  worth,  and  we'll  retire  fomewhere, 
anywhere,  to  another  world,  I'll  marry  thee — Bepr- 
cify'd — 'Sdeath  !  they  come,  hide  your  face,  your  tetirs 

You  have  a  mafk,  wear  it  a  moment.  This  war, 

thii  way,  be  perfuaded.  {Exwnt. 

B 
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Enter  Mirabel  1  and  Mrs.  Fainall. 
Mr?.  Fain.  They  are  here  yet. 

tot.  Tiiey  are  turning  into  the  other  walk. 
Mrs.  Fain.  While  1  only  hated  my  huibancl,  I  cou'd 
bear  to  fee  him ;  but  fince  I  have  defpis'd  him,  he's 
too  often  five. 

Mir  a.  O  you  fhou'd  hate  with  prudence. 
Mrs.  Fain.  Yes,  for  I  have  lov'd  with  indifcretion. 
'    Mira.  You  ftiou'dhave  juft  fo  much  difguil  ior  your 
hui.'ian-d,  as  may  be  fufficient  to  make  you  relifh  your 
lover. 

Mrs.  Fain.  You  have  been  .the  caufe  that  I  have 
lov'd  without  bounds ;  and  wou'd  you  jet  limits  to 
that  averfion,  of  which  you  have  been  the  occasion  ? 
fyhy  did  you  make  me  marry  this  man  ? 

Mira.  Why  do  we  daily  commit  difagreeable  and 
.TOUS  actions  ?  To  fave  that  idol  reputation.  If 
the  familiarities  of  our  loves  had  produc'd  that  confc- 
quence,  of  which  you  were  apprehensive,  where  cou'd 
you  have  fix'd  a  father's  name  with  credit,  but  on  a 
hufband?  I  knew  Fainall  to  be  a  man  laviihofhis 
morals,  an  interested  and  profefling  friend,  a  fal.e 
a  defigning  lover  ;  yet  one  whofe  wit  and  outvvaid 
fair  behaviour  have  gain'd  a  reputation  v/ith  the  town, 
enough  to  make  that  woman  itand  e.vcu,s'd,  who  has 
iuffer'd  herfelf  to  be  won  by  his  adHrelfe.fi  A  better 
man  ought  not  to  have  been  facriric'd  -to  the  occafion  ; 
a  woiie  had  not  anfvver'd  to  the.puj-pofe.  When  you 
are  weary  cf  him,  who  know  ycur  remedy. 

Mrs.  Fain.  I  ought  to  itand  in  feme  degree  .of  cre- 
dit with  y«u,  Mirabell, 

•  f.  tn  juftice  to  you,  I  have  mr.de  you  privy  to 
my  whole  ddign,.  and  put  it  in  your  power  to  ruin  or 
advance  my  fortune. 

Mrs.. Fain.  Whom  have  you  inrtrudted  to  repreieat 
«your  pretended  uncle  r 
•    Mira.  Wail^dl,  my  fervant. 

Mrs.^Fain.  He  is  an  humble  f:rvant  to  F-cible  my 
mother's  woman,  and  may  win  h?r  to  your  intereiL 

Mira..  Care  is  taken  for  that — '  me  is  won  and  worn 
'  by  this  time.'  They  were  married  this  mornino-. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Fain.   Who? 

Mira.  IVnit^.-ell  and  Foible.  I  would  not  tempt  my 
fervant  to  betray  me  by  trailing  him  too  far.  If  your 
mother,  in  hopes  to  ruin  me,  ihou'd  confe.it  to  marry 
my  pretended  uncle,  he  might,  like  Mo/ca  in  the 
Fcxy  ftand  upon  terms  ;  fo  I  made  him  fure  before- 
hand. 

Mrs.  Fain,  So,  if  my  poor  mother  is  caught  in  a 
contrail,  you  will  dilcover  the  impofture  betimes  ; 
and  releafe  her,  by  producing  a  certificate  of  her  gal- 
lant's former  marriage. 

Mira.  Yes,  upon  condition  that  me  confent  to  my 
marriage  with  her  neice,  and  furreader  the  moiety  cf 
her  fortune  in  her  pofleffion. 

Mrs.  Fain.  She  talk'd  lafl  night  of  endeavouring  at 
a  match  between  MiHamarit  and  your  uncle. 

Mira.  That  was  bv  Foible's  direction,  and  my  in- 
ftruction,  that  {he  might  feem  to  carry  it  more  pri- 
vately. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Well,  I  have  an  opinion  of  your  fuo- 
cefs ;  for  I  believe  mv  lady  will  do  any  thing  to  get  an 
huiband  ;  and  when  Ihe  has  this,  which  you  have  pro- 
vided fur  her,  I  fuppc  fe  me  will  fubmit  to  any  tiling 
to  get  rid  of  him. 

Mira.  Yes,  I  think  the  good  lady  would  marry  any 
thing  that  refemblf  d  a  man,  though  'twere  no  more 
'than  what  a  butler  could  pinch  out  of  a  napkin. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Female  frailty!  we  mull  all  come  to  it, 
if  we  live  to  be  old,  and  feel  the  craving  of  a-  falfe  ap- 
petite when  the  true  is  deeay'd. 

Mira.  An  old  woman's  appetite  is  deprav'd  like  that 
of  a  girl — 'tis  the  green-ficknefs  of  a  fecond  childhood ; 
and  like  the  faint  offer  of  a  latter  fpring,  ferves  but  to 
ulher  in  the  fall ;  and  withers  in  an  afre£led  bloom. 

Mr?.  Fain.  Here's  your  miflrefs. 

Enter  Mrs.  Millamant,  Witwou'd,  Mincing.     ^ 

Mira.  Here  me  comes  i'faith  full  fail,  with  her  fan 
fp;  ead  and  Itreamers  out,  and  a  flioal  of  fools  for  ten- 
ders—ha, no  ;  I  cry  her  mercy. 

Mrs.  Fain.  I  fee  but  one  poor  empty  fculler ;  and 
he  tows  her  woman  after  h:m. 

B  2  Mira, 


28         THE   WAY  •  OF   THE  WORLD. 

Mir  a.  You  feem  to  be  unattended,  madam. — You 
us'd  to  have  the  beau-mcnde  throng  after  you;  and  a 
flo:k  of  gay  fine  perukes  hovering  round  you. 

Wittu.  Like,  moths  about  a  candle— 1  had  like  to 
have  loft  my  comparifon  for  want  of  breath. 

Mill.  O  I  have  deny'd  myfelf  airs  to-day.  I  have 
walk'd  as  fait  through  the  croud — 

Wit<w.  As  a  favourite  juft  difgraced ;  and  with  as 
few  followers. 

Mill.  Dear  Mr.  Wipwou'd,  truce  v/Lth  your  fimili- 
tudes  :  for  I  am  as  fick  of  'em — 

Witiu.  As  a  phyfician  of  a  good  air — I  cannot  help 
it,  madam.,  though 'tis  againit  myfelf.  [his  wit. 

Mill.  Yet  again  !  'Mincing,  Hand  between  me  and 

Witnu.  Do  Mrs.  Mincing,  like  a  fcrecn  before  a  great 
fire.  I  confefs  I  do  blaze  to-day,  I  am  too  bright. 

Mrs.  'Fain.  But  dear  MiHamant,  why  were  you  fo 
long  ? 

Mill.  Long !  lud  !  have  I  not  made  violent  hafte  ? 
I  have  afk'd  every  living  thing  I  met  for  you  ;  I  have 
enquir'd  after  you,  as  after  a  new  faihion. 

Witna.  Madam,  truce  with  yourfimilitudes — no,  you 
met  her  hufband,  and  did  not  afk  him  for  her. 

Mir  a.  By  your  leave,  Witivot£.d*  they  were  like  en- 
quiring after  an  old  fafhion,  to  s.fk  a  hufband  for  his 
wife. 

Witiu.  Hum,  a  hit,  a  hit,  a  palpabk  hit,  I  con- 
fefs it. 

Mine.  You  were  drefs'd  before  I  came  abroad. 

Mill.  Ay,  that's  true — O  but  then  I  had— Mincing, 
what  had  I  ?  why  was  I  fo  long  ? 

Mine.  O  mem,  your  laihip  llaid  toperufe  a  pncquet 
of  letters. 

Mill.  O  ay,  letters — I  had  letters — I  am  perfecuted 
v/ith  letters — I  hate  letters — nobody  knows  how  to 
jvrite  letters  ;  and  yet  one  has  'em,  .one  does  not  know 
why — they  ferve  one  to  pin  up  ones  hair. 

Witvi.  Is  that  the  way  ?  Pray,  madam,  do  you  pin 
up  vour  hair  with  all  your  letters  ?  I  find  I  mull  keep 
copies. 

MM.  Qnly  with  thofe  in  verfe,  .Mr.  J/'/Vit-oaV.     I 

never 
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r.rver  pin  up  my  hair  with  profe.     I  think  I  try'd 
Once,   Hunting. 

Nine.   O  rnem,  I  ihall  never  fdrget  it. 

Mill.  Ay,  poor  Mincing  tift  and  tift  all  the  morn- 
ing- 

Mine.  'Till  1  had  ihe  cramp  in  my  fingers,  I'll  vow 
mLTn,  and  ail  to  no  purpofb.  But  when  your  lafhijj 
pins  it  up  with  poetry,  it  Iit3  fo  pleafant  the  next  day 
as  any  thing,  and  is  ib  pure  and-  fo  crips. 

f-fit'w.  Indeed,  fo  crips  ? 

Mine.   You're  fuch  a  critic,    Mr.  7/7/wo«V. 

Mill.  Mirabell,   did  you  take  exceptions  laft  night  ? 

O  ay,  and  went  away Now  I  think  on't  I'm 

angry  ? No,  now  I    think   on't  I'm  pleas'd 

For  I  believe  I  gave  you  fome  pain. 

Mira.  Does  that  pleafe  you  -? 

Mill.  Infinitely  ;  I  love  to  give  pain. 

Mira.  You  wou'd  aftect  a  cruelty  which  is  nojt  irt 
your  nature  ;  your  trae  vanity  is  in  the  power  of 
pleafing. 

Mill.  O,  •!•  afk  your  pardon  for  that — One's 
cruelty  is  one's  power,  and,  when  one  parts  with  one's 
cruelty  one  parts  with  one's  power;  and  when  one 
lias  parted  with  that,  I  fancy  one's  old  and  ugly. 

Mira.  Ay,  ay,  fuffer  your  cruelty  to  ruin  the  ob- 
ject of  your  power,  to  deftroy  your  lover — And  then 
how  vain,  how  loft  a  thing  you'll  be  ?  Nay,  'tis  true  : 
you  are  no  longer  handfome  when  you  have  loft  your 
lover  ;  ^our  beauty  dies  upon  the  inftant :  for  beau- 
ty is  the  lover's  gift ;  'tis  he  beftows  your  charms-  •  • 
Your  glals  is  all  a  cheat.  The  ugly  and  the  old, 
whom  the  looking-glafs  mortifies,  yet  after  commen- 
dation can  be  flatter'd  by  it,  and  difcover  beauties  in 
it :  for  that  refleds  our  praifes,  rather  than  your  face. 

MilL  O  the  vanity  of  thefe  men  !  Fainall,  d'ye 
hear  him  ?  If  they  -did  not  commend  us,  we  were  not 
handfome  !  Now  you  muft  know  they  cou'd  not  com- 
mend one,  if  one.  was  not  handfome.  Beauty  the 

lover's  gift  ! Dear  me,    what  is  a    lover,  that  it 

can  give  ?  Why,  one  makes  lovers  as-faft  as  one  pleafes,- 

.and  they  live  as  long  as  one  pleafes,  and  they  die  as 

B  3  foon 
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icon  as   one  pleafes :    and  then  if  one  pleafes,  on« 
makes  more. 

Wifjo.  Very  pretty.  Why  you  make  no  more  of 
making  of  lovers,  madam,  than  of  making  io  many 
card  matches.  , 

Mill.  One  no  more  owes  one's  beauty  to  a  lover, 
than  one's  wit  to  an'  echo :  .they  can  but  reflect  what 
we  look  and  fay  ;  vain  empty  things  if  we  are  filent 
or  unfeen,  and  want  a  being. 

Mir  a.  Yet,  to  thofe  two  vain  empty  things,  you 
ewe  two  of  the  greateft  pleafures  of  your  life. 

Mill.  Howfo? 

Mira.  To  your  lover  you  owe  the  pleafure  of  hear- 
ing yourfelves  prais'd  ;  and  to  an  echo  the  pleafure  of 
hearing  yourfelves.  talk. 

Witiv,  But  I  know  a  lady  that  loves  talking  fo  incef- 
fantly,  me  won't  give  an  echo  fair  play  ;  ihc  has  than 
everlafting  rotation  of  tongue,  that  aiv  echo  mull 
wait  'till  me  dies,  before  it  can  catch  her  lait  words. 

Mill.   O  fiction  ;  Fainall,  let  us  leave  thefc  men. 

Mira.  Draw  off  WitwoiSd.    [jdjide  tp'Mrs.  Fainall. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Immediately  ;  I  have  a  word  or  two  for 
Mr.  Witiuoifd.  [Exeunt  Mrs.  Fainall  and  Witwou'd. 

Mira.  I  wou'd   beg  a   little  private  audience  too 

• You  had  the  tyranny  to  deny  me  laft  night ;  tho' 

jou  knew  I  came  to  impart  a  fecret  to  you  that  cou- 
cern'd  my  love. 

Mill.  You  faw  I  was  engag'd. 

Mira.  Unkind.  You  had  the  leifure  to  entertain  a 
herd  of  fools :  things  who  vifit  you  from  their  excef- 
five  idlenefs ;  beftowing  on  your  eafmefs  that  time, 
which  is  the  incumbrance  of  their  lives.  How  c;vu 
you  find  delight  in  fuch  fociety  ?  It  is  impofiible  they 
ihou'd  admire  you,  they  are  not  capable;  or  if  they 
were,  it  fhou'd  be  to  you  as  a  mortification  j  for  fure 
to  pleafe  a  fool  is  fome  degree  of  folly.  ' 

Mill.    I  pleafe    myfelf Befides,    fometimes    to 

converfe  with  fools  is  for  my  health. 

Mira.  Your  health  1  Js  there  a  worfe  difeafe  than 
the  converfation  of  fools  ? 

Mill* 
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Mill.    Yes,    the  vapours  ;  fools  are  phyfic  for  it, 
next  to  dj}a-faet>da. 

Mira.   You  are  not  in  a  courfe  of  fools  ? 
Will.    Mirabell,    if   you    perfitt    in    this   offenfive 
freedom — you'll  difpleafe  me — I  think  I  muft  relblve 

after  all,  not  to  have  you — ' We  Ihan't  agree. 

Mt'ra.  Not  in  our  phyfic  it  may  be. 
Mill.  And  yet  our  diltemper  in  all  likelihood  will 
be  the  fame  ;  for  we  mall  b?  fick  of  one  another.  I 
fhan't  endure  to  be  reprimanded,  nor  inflrucled ;  'tn 
fo  dull  to  aft  always  by  advice,  and  fo  tedious  to  be 
told  of  one's  faults — —I  can't  bear  it.  Well,  I  won't 

have  youjM/Vfl^?// I'm  refolv'd— —  I.think 

You  may  go Ha,  ha,  ha!  What  wou'd  you  give 

that  you  cou'd  help  loving  me  ? 

Mira.  I  wou'd  give  fomething  that  you  did  not 
know  I  cou'd  not  help  it. 

Mill.  Come,  don't  look  grave  then.     Well,  what 
do  you  fay  to  me  ? 

Mira.  I  fay  that  a  man  may  as  foon  make  a  frie-'d 
by  his  wit,  or  a  fortune  by  his  honeity,  as  win  a  wo- 

with  plain*dealing  and  fmcerity. 
Mill.  Sententious  Mirabtll !   Prithee   don't    look 
with  that  violent  and  inflexible  wife  face,  like  Solomon 
at  the  dividing  of  the  child  in  an  old  tapeftry  hanging. 
Mira.  You  are  merry,   madam,  but  I  would  per- 
fuade  you  for  a  moment  to  be  ferious. 

Mill.  What,   with  that  face  ?   No,   if   you   keep 
your  countenance,  'tis  impoflible  I  mould  hold  mine. 
•Well,  after  all  there  is  fomething  very  moving  in  a 
love-iick   face.    Ha,  ha,   hal — Well,  I  won't  laugh, 
don't   be    peevim Heigho!  Now  I'll  be  melan- 
choly as  a  watch-light.     Well,  Mirabell,  if  ever  you 
will  win  me  woo  me  now Nay,  if  you  are  fo  te- 
dious, fare  you  well  ?  I  fee  they  are  walking  away. 
Mira.   Can  you  not  find  in  the  variety  of  your  dif- 

pofitioji  one  moment 

Mill.  To  hear  you  tell  me  Foible's  married,  and 

your  plot  like  to  fpeed No. 

Mira.  But  how  you  come  to  know  it—— — 

B  Mitt. 
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Mill.  Without  the  help  of  conjuration,' you  can't 
imagine  ;  unlefs  fhe  mould  tell  me  herfeif.  Which 
of  the  two  it  may  have  been,  I  will  leave  you  to 
consider ;  and  when  you  have  done  thinking  of  that, 
think  of  me.  [Exeunt  Millamant^WMincing. 

Mra*  I  have  fomething  more — Gone Think 

r>f  you  !  to  think  of  a  whirlwind,  tho'  'twere  in  a 
whirlwind,  were  a  cafe  of  more  (teady  contempla- 
tion ;  a  very  tranquility  of  mind  and  raaniion.  A 
fellow  that  lives  in  a  windmill,  has  not  a  more  whim- 
iical  dwelling,  than  the  heart  of  a  man  that  is  lodg'd 
in  a  woman.  There  is  no  point  ©f  the  compafs  to 
which  they  cannot  turn,  and  by  which  they  are  not 
turn;d;  and  by  one  as  well  as  another;  for  motion 
not  method  is  their  occupation.  To  know  this,  and 
yet  continue  to  be  in  love,  is  to  be  made  wife  from 
the  didlaces  of  reafon,  and  yet  perlevere  to  play  the 
fool  by  the  force  of  inilinft— O  here  come  my  pair  of 
turtles— What,  billing  fo  fweetly  !  is  not  Valentine's 
thy  over  with  you  yet?  [Enter  Waitvvell  and  Fcible.] 
Sirrah,  Waitwell,  why  fure  you  think  you.  were 
my  marry'd  for  your  own  recreation,  and  not  for 
conveniency. 

Wait.  Your  pardon,  fir.  With  fubmifiion,  we 
have  indeed  been  billing  ;  but  ftill  with  an  eye  to  bn- 
finefs,  fir,  I  have  intruded  her  as  w«ll  as  I  could.  If 
ftie  can  take  your  directions  as  readily  as  my  inftrua- 
t:ons,  fir,  your  affairs  are  in  a  profperous  way. 
Mira.  Give  you  joy,  Mrs.  Fcible. 

Foi.  O-las,  fir,  I'm  fo  afham'd L'm  afraid   my 

lady  has  been  in  a  thoufand  inquietudes  for  me.     But 
I  proteft,  fir,  I  made  as  much  haile  as  I  could. 

If 'ait.  That  fhe  did  indeed,  fir.     «  It  was  my  fault 
'  that  fhe  did  not  make  more. 
'  Mira.  That  I  believe.' 

Foi.  1  told  my  lady  as  you  Inputted  me,  fir: 
that  I  had  a  profpeft  of  feeing  Sir  Rowland  y^t  un- 
*le  ;  and  that  I  wcu'd  put  her  ladylhip's  pidure  in 
my  pocket  to  ftiew  him  ;  which  I'll '  be  fure  to  fay  has 
made  him  fo  enamcur'd  with  her  beauty,  that  he  burns 

'•  with 
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with  impatience  toJie  at  her  lady fhip's  feet,  and- wor- 
Ihip  the  original.- 

Mir  a.  Excellent  Foitte  !  Matrimony  has  made  you 
eloquent  in  love. 

Wait.  I  think  me  has  profited,   fir,  I  think  Fo. 

Foi.   You  have  feen  madam  Miiiamant,  fir  ? 

Mi  fa.   Yes. 

Foi.  I    told  her,    fir,   beeaufe  I  did  not  know  that* 
you  might  find  an  opportunity  ;  fhe  had  fo  much  com- 
pany laft  night. 

Mira.  Your  diligence  will  merit  more — in  the  mean 
time——  [Gives  money. 

Foi..  O  dear  fir,  your  humble  fervant. 

l-f'ait.   Sponfe. 

Mira.  Stand  ofF,  fir,   not  a  penny-""-  -Go  on  ?.nd 

picfper,  Foible The  leafe  fhall  be  .made  good,  and  • 

the  'farm  liock'd,  if  we  fucceed.  . . 

Foi.  I  don't  queition  your  generofity,  fir:  and 
you  need  not  doubt  of  fuccefs.  If  you  have  no  more 
commands,  fir,  I'll  be  gone  ;  I'm  fure  my  lady  is  at 

her  toilet,  and  can't  drefs  'till  I  come. O  dear, 

I'm  fure  that  [looking  cut]  was  Mrs.  Mar-wood  that 
went  by  in  a  mafk ;  if  me  has  feen  me  with  you  I'm 
fure  me'll  tell  my  lady.  I'll  make  hade  home  and 
prevent  her.  Your  fervant,  fir.  B'w'y  Waitiuell.  [Exit.  ' 

Vt'ait.  Sir  Roland,-  if  you  pleafe.  The  jade's  fo 
pert  upon  her  preferment  me  forgers  herfelf. 

Mira.  Come,  fir,  will  you  endeavour  to  forget  your- 
felf — and  transform  into  Sir  Rowland. 

Wait.  Why,  fir,  it  will  be  impoffible  I  fhou'd  re- 
member myfdf. — [Exit  Mirabel  1]  Marry'd,  knighted 
and  attended  all  in  one  day!  'tis  enough  to  make 
any  man.  forget  himfelf.  The  difficulty  will  be  how 
to  recover  my  acqua;ntance  and  familiarity  with  my 
former  felf;  and  fallfrom  my  transformation  to  a 
reformation  into  Wint-iuelL  Nay,  I  fhan't  be  quite- 
the  fame  Waitedl  neither — for  now  I  remember  ! 
me,  I'm  married,  and  can't  be  my  own  again. 

//>',  fbere's  my  grief;  that's  the  fad  (Lange  of  life  ;    . 
:  my  title.,   and  yet  keep  my  ~jcife. 

B  5  ACT 
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ACT      III. 

S;C  E  N  E,    A  Rcom  in  Lady  Wiihfort's  K^f;. 

Lady  Wiftlfort  at  her  Toilet,   Peg  waiting. 
L.  Wijh.  ]\  /T  Erciful,  no  news  of  Foible  yet  ? 

iVl     Peg-  No,  Madam. 

L.  Wijh.  I  have  no  more  patience — If  I  have  not  fretted 
myfelf 'till  I  am  pale  again,  there's  no  veracity  in  me. 

Fetch  me  the  red the  red,   do  you  hear,  fweet- 

heart?  an  errant  afh-colour,  as  I'm  a  perfon.  Look 
you  how  this  wench  ftirs !  why  doft  thou  not  fetch  me 
a  little  red  ?  did'ft  thou  not  hear  me,  mopus  ? 

Peg.  The  red  ratafia,  does  your  lady  mean,  or  the 
cherry-brandy? 

L.  Wijh.  Ratafia,  fool,  no,  fool,  not  t\\e  ratafia,  foci 
— Grant  me  patience  !  I  mean  the  Spanifo  paper,  ideot ; 
complexion.  Darling  paint,  paint,  paint ;  doft  thou 
underftand  that,  changeling,  dangling  thy  hands  like 
bobbins  before  thee  ?  why  doft  thcu  not  ftir,  puppet  ? 
thou  wooden  thing  upon  wires. 

Peg.  Lord,  madam,  your  lady  (hip  is  fo  impatient — 
I  cannot  come  at  the  paint,  madam,  Mrs.  Foible  has 
lock'd  it  up,  and  carry'd  the  key  with  her. 

L.  Wijh.  Plague  take  you  both Fetch  me  the 

cherry-brandy  then:  [j£*»>P«g/j  l'm  as  pa]e  ancj  PiS 
faint,  I  lock  like  Mrs.  Qualmfick  the  curate's  wife, 

that's  always    breeding— Wench,   ccme,    come, 

wench,  what  art  thou  doing,  fipping?  taitino-?  lave 
thee,  doll  thou  «ot  know  the  bottle  ? 

Enter  Peg  iujtb  a  Btfttle  and  China  Cup. 

Pug.  Madam,  I  was  looking  for  a  cup. 

L.  l-f-'ijh  A  cup,  fave  thee,  and  what  a  cup  haft  thou 
brought !  deft  thou  take  me  for  a  Fairy,  to  drink  out 
of  an  pccrn?  why  didft  thou  not  bring  thy  thimble? 
haft  thou  ne'er  a  brafs- thimble  clinking  in  thy  pocket 
with  .1  bit  of  nutmeg  ?  I  warrant  thee"  Come,  fill, 

fijs Sc— again.     See  who  that  is—  [One  knocks."} 

£<-t  clown  the  bottle  firft.— Here,  here,  under  the 
^.bk— What,  woul'dft  thou  go  with  the  bottle  in  thy 
hand,  like  a  tapfter.  As  I'm  a  perfon,  this  wencli 
has  hv'd  in  an  inn  upon  the  road,  before  ihe  came  to 
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me,    '  like  Maritornes  the  AJiurian  in  Don  Quixote? 
No  Foible  yet  ? 

Peg.  No  madam,  Mrs.  Marwood. 

L.  IP'iJJ}.  O  Marwood,  let  her  come  in.  Come  in, 
good  Mar~MOod. 

Enter  Mrs.  Marwood. 

Mrs-  Mar.  I'm  furpriz'd  to  find  your  ladyihip  in 
dijhabille  at  this  time  of  day. 

L.  Wijb.  Foible 's  a  loft  thing ;  has  been  abroad 
fine?  morning,  and  never  heard  of  fince. 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  faw  her  but  now,  as  I  came  mafk'd 
thro'  the  park,  in  conference  with  Mirabell. 

L.  lf'i/j.  With  Mirabell!  you  call  my  blood  into 
my  face,  with  mentioning  that  traitor.  She  durft 
not  have  the  confidence.  I  fent  her  to  negotiate  an 
affair,  in  which  if  I'm  detected  I'm  undone.  If  that 
wheedling  villain  has  wrought  upon  Foible  to  detecl 
me,  I'm  ruin'd.  Oh  my  dear  friend,  I'm  a  wretch  of 
wretches  if  I'm  detected. 

Mrs.  Mar.  O  madam,  you  cannot  fufpecT;  Mrs. 
Foible^s  integrity. 

L.  ll'ijh.  O,  he  carries  poifon  in  his  tongue  that 
wou'd  corrupt  integrity  itfelf.  If  (he  has  given  him 
an  opportunity,  fhe  has  as  good  as  put  her  integrity 
into  his  hands.  Ah  dear  Mar<wocd,'  what's  integrity 
to  an  opportunity  r  —  Hark  !  I  hear  her — Dear  friend 
retire  into  my  clofet,  that  I  may  examine  her  with 
more  freedom — You'Jl  pardon  me,  dear  friend,  I 
can  make  bold  with  you — There  are  books  over  the 
chimney — Quarle;  and  Pryn,  and  the  Short  View  of 

the  Stage,  with  Banyan's  works,  to  entertain  you - 

[Exit  Mrs.  Marwopd. 

Go,  you  thing,  and  fend  her  in.  [Exit  Peg. 

Enter  Foible.  .'    _'  '. 

L.  WijTy.  O  Fsille,  where  haft  thou  been  ?  what 
haft  thou  been  doing  ? 

Foi.  Madam,  I  have  feen  the  party. 

'L.WiJh.  But  what  haft  thou  done '? 

Foi.  Nay,  'tis  your  ladyfhip  has  done,  '  and  are  $0 
'  do  ;'  I  have  only  promis'd.  But  a  man  fo  enamoured 
—  fo  tranfported  !  well,  -jf  -worshipping  of  pictures  be 
a  fm'-^Poor  Sir  Rowland,  I  fay.  L.  W'ijh. 
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L.  Wijb.  The  miniature  has  been  counted  like — 
But  haft  thou  not  betray'd  me,  Foible?  haft  thou  net 
detefted  me  to  that  faithlefs  Mirabel'?-  What  hadft 
thou  to  do  with  him  in  the  park  ?  anfvver  me,  has  he 
got  nothing  out  of  thee  ? 

Fei.  So,  mifchief  has  been  before-hand  witn  me  ; 
what  fliall  I  fay?— Alas,  madam,  could  I  help  it,  if 
J  met  that  confident  thing?  was  I  in  fault?  If  you 
had  heard  how  he  us'd  me,  and  all  upon  your  lady- 
fhip's  account,  I'm  fure  you  wou'd  not  fufpeft  my 
fidelity.  Nay,  if  that  had  been  the  worft,  I  coa'd 
have  borne :  but  he  had  a  fling  at  your  ladyfliip  too  ; 
and  thenlcould  nothold  :  but  i' faith  I  gave  him  his  own, 
I,.  Wifa.  Me!  what  did  the  filthy  fellow  fay  ? 
Fei.  O  madam  ;  "'tis  a  fhame  to  fay  what  he  faid 
— With  his  taunts  and  his  fleers,  toiling  up  his  nofc. 
HumlV(fays  he)  what  you  are  a  hatching  fome  plot 
(fays  he)  you  arc  fo  early  abroad,  or  catering  (fays  hej 
ferreting  for  fome  difbanded  eficer,  I  warrant — Half- 
pay  is  but  thin  fubfiftence,  (fays  lie) — Well,  what  peu- 
fion  does  your  ladypropcfe?  Let  me  fee;  (lays  he) 
what,  fhe  muft  corre  down  pretty  deep  now,  fhe's  fu- 
p-jranmiated  (fays  he)  and — 

L.  Wijh.  Odds  my  life,  I'  1  have  him,"  I'll  have 
him  murder'd.  I'll  have  him  poifcn'd..  Where  does 
he  eat  ?  I'll  marry  a  drawer  to  have  him  poifcn'd  in  his 
wine.  '  I'll  fend  for  Rolin  frcm  Locket's  immediately.' 
Fei.  Poifon  him!  poifoning's  too  good  for  him. 
Starve  him,  madam,  Itaive  him  ;  marry  Sir  Rcvjlxtu/,. 
and  get  him  difinherited.  O  you  wou'd  ble-fs  your- 
felf,  to  hear  what  he  faid. 

L.  Wijb.  A  villain  !  fuperannuated  \ 
FoL  riumh  (fays  he)  I  hear  you  are  laying  defign* 
againft  me  tco  (fays  he)  and  Mrs.  Millama-nt  is  to 
marrry  my  uncle ;  (he  dees  not  fufpeft  a  word  of 
your  lady/hip  ;)  but  (fays  he)  I'll  fit  you  for  that- 
I  warrant  you  (fays  he)  I'll  hamper  you  for  that 
(fays  he)  you  and  your  old  frippery  too  (fays  he)  I'll 
handle  you — 

L.  Y/ifi.  Audacious  villain  !  handle  me;  wou'd  he 
dttrft — Frippery!  old  frippery  1  Was  there  ever  fuch 

a  foul- 
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a  foul-mouth'd  ft  How?  I'll  be  marry'd  to-morr«w, 
I'll  be  contracted  to-night. 

Foi.   The  foor.cr  the  better,  madam. 

L.  // '//,:>.  \Vill  Sir  Re-m-lund  be  here,  fay'ft  thou  > 
when,  Foiw? 

Fci.  Incontinently,  madam.  No  new  Sheriff's  wife 
expccls  the  return  of  her  hufband  after  knighthood, 
with  that  impatience  in  which  Sir  Rta/oiatd  burns  for 
the  dear  hour  of  kifliag  your  ladyship's  hand  after 
dinner. 

L.  Tt'ifi.  Frippery  !  fuperannuated  frippery  1  I'll 
frippery  the  villain;  I'll  reduce  him  to  frippery  and 
rags  :  A  Uun%!em:\llion — I  hope  to  fee  him  hung 
with  tatters,  like  a  Long-Lar.c  pent-houfe,  or  a  gibbet 
thief.  A  iLvadcr-rnouiirdrailler  :  I  warrant  the  ipend- 
thrift  prodigal's  in  debt  as  much  as  the  million  lot- 
tery, 01  the  whole  cc-wrt  upon  a  birth-day.  I'll  fpoil 
his  credit  with  his  taylor.  Yes,  he  fhall  have  my 
niece  whit  h?r  f<  rtune,<he  mall. 

Fci.  lie  !  I  hope  to  fee  him  lodg-e  in  Ludgate  firft; 
and  angle  into  Slack  Frjars  for  brafs  faxthings,  with 
an  old  mitten,  jm  v!)  ,U:i!w 

L.  Urijh.  Ay  dear  Foible  ;  thank  thee  for  that,  deoaj- 
Foio/e.  He  has  put  me  out  of  all  patience.  I  (hall 
never  recompofe  my  features,  to  receive  S;r  Rowland 
with  nny  ceconomy  of  face.  This  wretch  hoi  fretted 
rne,  tha.t  1  ara  abfolutely  decay'd.  Lo<jk,  FoUle. 

Fci.  Your  b.dyfh:p  has  frown'd  a.  little  too  raihly, 
indeed  mr.dam.  There  are  fonie  cracks  difcernibJ<J 
in  the  while  varr.ifh.  1>  oiwl  M^  !>.»£ 

L.  IVi/h.  Let  me  fee  the  glafs — Cracks,  fay'ft  thou  ? 
why  I  am  arrantly  nay'd — I  lo.k  like  an  old  peel'd 
waij.  Thou  rntiil  repair  me-,  Fciile,  before  Sir  flomAnHl 
comes;  or  I  ihali  never  keep  up  to  my  pidlurej ;, ~& 

Fci.  I  warrant  you,  madam;  a  little  art  once 
made  your  picture  like  you  ;  and  now  a  little  cf  th^ 
fame  art  muft  make  you  like  your  picture.  Youlr 
picture  muil:  fit  for  you,  madam. 

L.  IViJh.   But   art   thou  fure   Sir  Rowland  will  not 

fail  to  come  ?  or  will  he  not  fail  whan  he  does  eome  ? 

will  he  be  importunate,  FciUe,  '  and  ptifh  ?'  for  if  h* 

r-    ,  fhou'd 

' 
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fhou'd  not  be  importunate— I  mall  never  break  deco- 
rums— I  fhall  die  with  confufion,  if  I  am  forc'd  to 
advance— Oh  no,  I  can  never  advance — I  fhall  fwoon 
if  he  fhou'd  expect  advances.  No,  I  hope  Sir  Row- 
land is  better  bred,  than  to  put  a  lady  to  the  neceffity 
of  breaking  her  forms.  I  won't  be  too  coy  neither. 
— I'  won't  give  him  defpair — But  a  little  difdain  is 
not  amifs  ;  a  little  fcorn  is  alluring. 

Foi.  A  little  fcorn  becomes  your  ladyfhip. 
L.  Wijh.  Yes,  but  tendernefs  becomes  me  beft— ' 
'  A  fort  of  a' dyingnefb' — You  fee  that  picture  has  a 
— fort  of  a — Ha  Foible?  a  fwimminguefs  in  the 
eyes — Yes,  I'll  look  fo — My  niece  affects  it ;  but  fhe 
wants  features.  Is  Sir  Rowland  handfome  ?  let  my 
toilet  be  remov'd — I'll  drefs  above.  I'll  receive  Sir 
Rowland  here.  Is  he  handfome  ?  don't  anfwer  me. 
I  won't  know:  I'll  be  furpriz'd ;  I'll  be  taken  by 
furprize. 

Foi.  By  ftorm,  madam,  Sir  Rowland's  a  brifk  man. 
L.  Wijh.  Is  he!  O  then  he'll  importune,  if  he's  a 
brifk  man.  '  I  fhall  fave  decorums  if  Sir  Rowland 
'  importunes.  I  have  a  mortal  terror  at  the  appre- 
'  henfion  of  offending  againft  decorums.  O  I'm  glad 
'  he  is  a  brifk  man.'  Let  my  things  be  remov'd, 
good  Foible.  [Exzf. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fainall. 

Mrs.  Fain.  O  Foible,  I  have  been  in  a  fright,  left 
I  fhou'd  come  too  late.  That  devil,  Marwood,  faw 
you  in  the  park  with  Miralcll,  and  I'm  afraid  will 
difcover  it  to  my  lady. 

Fci.  Difcover  what,  madam  ? 

Mrs.  Fain.  Nay,  nay,  put  not  on  that  firange  face. 
1  am  privy  to  the  whole  defign,  and  know  that  Wait- 
well,  to  whom  thou  wert  this  morning  marry'd,  is  to 
perfonate  MirabeH's  uncle,  and  as  fuch,  winning  my 
lady,  to  involve  her  in  thofe  difficulties  from  which 
Mirabeti  only  muft  releafe  her,  by  his  making  his 
conditions  to  have  my  coufin  and  her  fortune  left  to 
her  own  difpofal. 

Foi    O  dear  madam,  I  beg  your  pardon.    It  was 

not  my  confidence  in  yc'ur  ladyfhip  that  was  defi- 

3  ficient ; 
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cicnt  ;  but  I  thought  the  former  good  correfpondence 
becvveen  your  laxtylhip  and  Mr.  Miralell  might  have 
hinder'd  his  communicating  this  fecret. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Dear  Foible,  forget  that. 

O  dear  madam,  Mr.  Mirabell  is  fuch  a  fweet 
winning  gentleman — But  your  ladyflup  is  the  pat- 
tern of  generofity. — Sweet  lady,  to  be  fo  good  !  Mr, 
Mirabill  cannct  'chufe  but  be  grateful.  I  find  your 
larlyihip  has  his  heart  (till.  Now  madam,  I  cart 
fafely  tell  you  ladyihip  our  fuccefs.  Mrs.  Marivooti 
had  told  my  lady;  but  I  warrant  I  manag'd  myfelf. 
I  turn'd  it  all  for  the  better.  I  told  my  lady  that  Mr. 
1-llrabell  rail'd  at  her.  I  laid  horrid  things  to  his 
clnrge,  I'll  vow;  and  my  lady  is  fo  incens'd,  that 
{he'll  be  contracted  to  Sir  Rtwland  to-night,  fhe  fays  ; 
— I  warrant  I-work'd  her  up,  that  he  may  have  her  for 
allure^,  for,  as  they  fay  of  a  Welch  maidenhead.  ' 

Mrs.  Fain.  O  rare  Foible! 

Foi.  Madam,  I  beg  your  ladyflup  to  acquaint  Mr. 
M:ratell  of  his  fuccefs.  I  would  be  feen  as  little  as 
pofiib!e  to  fpeak  tj  him — belides,  I  believe  Madam 
I,L'.rv:ocd  watches  me— 3he  has  a  penchant;  but  I 
k  ow  Mr.  Mirabell  can't  abide  her.— [Calls]  John— 
remove  my  lady's  toilet.  Madam,  your  fervant.  My 
lady  is  f  >  impatient,  I  fear  fhe'll  come  for  me,  if  I  flay. 

Mrs.  Fain.  I'll  go  with  you  up  the  back-ftairs,  leit 
I  (hou'd  meet  her.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mrs.  Marwood. 

Indeed,  Mrs.  Engine,  is  it  thus  with  you?  Are 
you  become  a  go-between  of  this  importance  ?  Yes,  I 
,/atchyou.  Why  this  wench  is  the  pafe-partonte 
a  very  mailer-key  to  every  body's  ftrong  box.  My 
friend  Fainall,  have  you  carry'd  it  fo  fwimmingly  ?  I 
>"  there  was  fomething  in  it ;  but  it  ieems  it's 
over  with  you.  Your  loathing  is  not  from  a  want  of 
appetite  thsn,  but  from  a  furfeit :  elfe  you  could  never 
be  to  cool  to  fall  from  a  principal  to  be  an  aififtant; 
to  procure  for  him  !  a  pattern  of  generofity,  that  I 
confefs.  Well,  Mr.  Fainall,  you  have  met  with  your 
mutch.— O  man,  man  !  Woman,  woman  I  The  devil's 
an  afj :  if  I  were  a  painter,  I  would  draw  him  like  an 

ideot, 
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ideot,  a  driveler  with  a  bib  and  bells.  Man  iliouU 
have  his  head  and  horns,  and  woman  the-reil  of  kirn* 
Poor  fimple  fiend!  madam  Marvjood  has  a  penchant,, 
but  he  can't  abide  her — 'Twere  better  for  him  you 
had  not  been  his  confeffor  in  that  affair  ;  without  you 
could  have  kept  his  counfel  clofer.  I  fhali  not  prove 
another  pattern  of  generofity — he  has  not  oblig'd  me 
to  that  with  thofe  excefles  "of  himfelf ;  and  now  I'll 
have  none  of  him.  Here  comes  the  good  lady,  pant- 
ing ripe;  with  a  heart  full  of  hope,  and  a  head  full- 
er' care,  like  any  chymift  upon  the  day  of  projection, 
Enter  Lady  Wifhfort. 

L.  Wijh.  O  dear  Marvjocd,  what  mall  I  -fay  for 
this  rude  forgetfulnefs— But  my  dear  friend  is  ail 
gocdnefs. 

Mrs.  Mar.  No  apologies,  dear  madam.  I  have 
been  very  well  entertain'd. 

L.  Wijh.  As  I'm  a  perfon  I  am  in  a  very  chaos  to 
think  I  ihou'd  fo  forget  myfelf — But  I  have  fuch  an 
olio  of  affairs,  really  I  know  not  what  to  do — \Calli\ 
- — Foible — I  expect  my  nephew  Sir  Wilfull  ev'ry  mo- 
ment too  : — Why  Foible— He  means  to  travel  for  im- 
provement. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Methinks  Sir  Wilfull fhou'd  rather  think 
of  marrying  than  travelling  at  his  years.  I  hear  he 
is  turn'd  of  forty, 

L.  Wijh.  O  he's  in  lefs  danger  cf  being  fpoil'd  by 
his  travels — I  am  againil  my  nephew's  marrying  too 
young.  It  will  be  time  enough  when  he-  comes  back, 
and  has  acquir'd  difcretion  to  chufe  for  himfelf. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Methinks  Mrs.  Millamant  and  he  wou'd 
make  a  very  fit  match.  He  may  travel  afterwards. 
'Tis  a  thing  very  ufual  with  young  gentlemen. 

L.  Wijh.  Ipromife  you  I'have  thought  on't—  And 
.fince  'tis  your  judgment,  I'll  think  on't  again.  I 
allure  you  I  will  ;  I  value  your  judgment  extremely. 
On  my  word  I'll  propofe  it.  [Enter  Foible.]  Come,. 
come.  FoiLh—l  had  forgot  my  r.ephew  \vill  be 
here  before  dinner— I  mull  make  haite/ 
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Fci.  Mr.  Witwoti'd  and  Mr.  Petulant  are  come  to 
Hinewich  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  H'ijb.  O  dear,  I  can't  appear 'till  I  am  drefl-'d. 


Dear  Mar--wood  (hall  I   be  free  with  you  again,  and 
beg  you  to  entertain  'en.     I'll  i 
halte.     Dear  friend,    excufc  me. 


[Exeunt  Lady  Wifhfort  and  Foible.. 
Enter  Mrs.  Miliamant  and  Mincing. 

Mill.  Sure  never  any  thing  was  fo  unbred  as  thafc 
odious  man. — Marvjood,  your  fervant. 

Mrs.  Mar.  You  have  a  colour,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mill.  That  horrid  fello'.v,  Petulant ,  has  provokM 
me  into  a  Jlanre — I  have  broke  my  fan — Mincing, 
lend  me  yours. — Is  not  all  the  powder  out  of  my 
hair  ? 

Mrs.  ?,Ifir.  No.     What  has  he  done  ? 

Mill.  Nay,  he  has  done  nothing  ;  he  has  only  talk'd'- 
• — Nay,  he  has  faid  nothing  neither  ;  but  he  has  con- 
tra difted  ev'ry  thing  that  has  been  faid.  For  my 
part,  I  thought  Wiiivoitd  and  he  wou'd  have  quar- 
rell'd. 

Mine.  I  VOAV  mem,  I  thought  ones  they  wou'd 
have  fit. 

Mill.  Well,  'tis  a  lamentable  thing,  I  fwear,  that 
one  has  not  the  liberty  of  chufing  one's  acquaint- 
ance as  one  docs  one's  cloaths. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Jf  we  had  that  liberty,  we  fhou'd  be 
ps  weary  of  one  fet  of  acquaintance,  tho'>  never  fa 
good,  as  we  are  of  one  fuit,  tho' naver  fo  fine.  A 
fool  and  a  Doily  ftu?f  wou'd  now  and  then  find  days  cf 
grace,  and  be  worn  for  variety. 

Mill.  I  could  confent  to  wear  'em,  if  they  wou'd 
wear  alike  ;  but  fools  never  wear  out — They  are 
fuch  d;-ap-dc-kcrry  tilings!  without,  one  cou'd  give 
'em  to  one's  chambermaid  after  a  day  or  two. 

Mrs.  Mar.  'T-.vere  better  fo  indeed.  Or  what 
think  you  of  the  play-houfe  ?  A  fine  gay  glofly  fool 
mou'd  be  given  there,  like  a  new  mafking-habit  after 
the  mafqucrade  is  over,'  and  we  have  done  with  the 
difguife.  For  a  fool's  viilt  is  always  a  .difgnife  ;  ,and 
never  admitted  by  a  woman  of  wit,  but  to  blind. h'er- 

affair 
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affair  with  a  lover  of  fenfe.  If  you  wou'd  but  ap- 
pear barefac'd.  now,  and  own  Mirabel!;  you  might 
as  eafily  put  off  Petulant  and  Wit<u.ou'd,  as  your  hoed 
and  fcarf.  And  indeed  'tis  time,  for  the  town  has 
found  it:  the  fecret  is  grown  too  big  for  the  pre- 
tence: 'tis  like  Mrs.  Primlfs  great  belly;  the  may 
lace  it  down  before,  but  it  burnilhes  on  her  hips.  In- 
deed, Millamant ,  you  can  no  more  conceal,  than  my 
lady  Strammel  can  'her  face,  that  goodly  face,  which 
in  defiance  of  her  Rhenifh-wine  tea,  will  not  be  comA 
prehended  in  a  mafk. 

•Mill.  I'll  take  my  death,  Marwood,  you  are  more 
cenforious  than  a  decay 'd  beauty,  or  a  difcarded'toaft. 
Mincing,  tell  the  men  they  may  come  up.  My  aunt 
is  not  drefiing  here  ;  their  folly  is  lefs  provoking  than 
your  malice.  [Exit  Mincing.]  The  town  has  found  ? 
it !  What  has  it  found  that  Miralell  loves  me  is  no 
more  a  fecret,  than  it  is  a  fecret  that  you  difcover'd 
to  my  aunt,  or  than .  the  reafon  why  you  difcover'd  it 
is  a  fecret. 

Mrs.  Mai".  You  are  nettled. 

Mill,  You're  miftaken,     Ridiculous  t 

Mrs,  Mar,  Indeed,  my  dear,  you'll  tear  another 
fan  if  you  don't  mitigate  thofe  violent  airs. 

Miu.  O  filly !  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  cou'd  laugh  immo- 
derately. Poor  Mir  ab  til!  His  conftancy  to  me  has 
quite  deftroy'd  his  eomplaifance  for  all  the  world 
beiide.  I  fwear,  I  never  enjoin'd  it  him,  to  be  i'o 
coy — If  I  had  the  vanity  to  think  he  wou'd  obey  me, 
I  wou'd  command  him  to  fhew  more  gallantry — 'Tis 
hardly  well-bred  to  be  fo  particular  on  one  hand,  and 
fo  in'fenfible  on  the  other.  But  I  defpair  to  prevtai, 
and  fo  let  him  follow  his  own  way.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Pardon  me,  dear  creature,  I  muft  laugh,  ha,  ha,  ha  •! 
tho'  I  grant  you  'tis  a  little  barbarous,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Mrs.  Mar.  What  pity  'tis,  fo  much  fine  raillery, 
and  deliver'd  with  fo  iignificant  geftare,  fhou'd  be  fo 
unhappily  directed  to  mifcarry. 

Mill.  Ha?  ?  Dear  creature,  I  aik  your  pardon — I 
fwear  I  did  not  mind  you. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Mr.  Mirabell  and.  you  both  may  think- a 

thing. 
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thing  impoflible,  when  I   (hall   tell  him   by  telling 
you — 

Mill.  O  dear,  what  ?  for  'tis  the  fame  thing,  if 
I  hear  it  — Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Mrs.  Mar.  That  I  deteft  him,  hate  him,  madam. 

Mill.  O  madam,  why  fo  do  I-^And  yet  the  creature 
loves  me  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  !  How  can  one  forbear  laugh- 
ing to  think  of  it — I  am  a  Sybil  if  I  am  not  amaz'd 
to  think  what  he  can  fee  in  me.  I'll  take  my  death, 
I  think  you  are  handfomer — and  within  a  year  or  two 
a>  young — If  you  cou'd  but  itay  for  me.,  I  Ihou'd  over- 
take you — But  that  cannot  be  -Well,  that  thought 
makes  me  melancholic—Now  I'll  be  fad. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Your  merry  note  may  be  chang'd  fooner 
than  your  think. 

Mill.  D'ye  fay  fo  ?  Then  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  have  a 
fong  to  keep  up  my  fpirits. 

Enter  Mincing. 

Mine.  The  gentlemen  itay  but  to  comb,  madam  j 
and  will  wait  on  you, 

*  Mill.  Defire  Mrs. ,  that  is  in  the  next  room  to 

'  fmg  the  fong  I  wou'd  have  learnt  yefterday.     You 

*  ihall  hear  it,    madam— Not  that  there's  any  greac 
'  matter  in  it — But  'tis  agreeable  to  my  humour. 

'SONG.  %). 

I. 

'  J  0  PE's  but  the  frailty  of  the  mind, 

**L*   '  When*  tis  not  ivith  ambition  join* d$ 
1  A  fickly  flame,  which  if  not  fed  expires  ; 

*  And  feeding,  nvafte  in  f elf -ccnfiiming  fires , 

II. 

'  ""Tii  not  to  nvound  a  wanton  boy  i«  ~,\ 

'  Or  am' rous  youth,  that,  gives  the  joy $  . 
'  But  'tis  the  glory  to  have  pierc"1  d  aj^juain^ , 
'  For  whom  inferior  beauties Jtgh 'd  in  <vain> 

III. 

'  Then  I  alone  the  conquejl  prize,  ... 

'''Wher.  1  in  Cult  a  rival' 's  eyes  »• 
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'-If  there's  delight  in  love,  'tis  when  I  fee 
'That  heart  which  others  bleed  for,   bleed. for  me,1' 
Enter •  Petulant  «»<i  Witwou'd. 

Mill.  Is  your  animoflty  compos'd,  gentlemen  ? 

Witiu.  Raillery,  raillery,  madam1,  we  have  no  ani- 
mofity— We  hit  oft"  a  little  wit  now  and  then,  but 
no  animofity — The  falling-out  of  wits  is  like  the 
falling-out  of  lovers — We  agree  in  the  main,  like 
treble  and  bafe.  Ha,  Petulant  ! 

Pet.  'Ay  in  the  main — But  when  I  have  a  humour 
to  contradift— 

Witiv,  Ay,  when  he  has  a  humour  to  contradict 
then  I  contradift  too.  What,  I  know  my  cue.  Then 
we  contradict  one  another  like  two  battledores  ;  for 
contradictions  beget  one  another  like  Jews. 

Pet.  If  he  fays  black's  black — If  I  have  a  humour 
to  fay  'tis  blue — Let  that  pafs — All's  one  for  that. 
Ifl-have  a  humour  to  prove  it,  it  muft.be  granted.- 

Wit'iu.  Not  pofitively  muft — But  it  may — it  may. 

Pet.  Yes,  it  pofitively  muft,  upon  proof  positive. 

Wit<w.  Ay,  upon  proof  positive  it  muft  ;  but  upon 
proof  prefumptive  it  only  may.  That's  a  logical 
diiHn6Uon..nowJ  madam* 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  perceive  your  debates  are  of  impor* 
tance,  and  very  learnedly  handled. 

Pet.  Importance  is  one  thing,  and  learning's  ano- 
ther ;  but  a  debate's  a  debate,  that  I  aflert. 

Wit<w.  PetuJdftt's  an  enemy  to  learning;  he'-rdids 
altogether  on  his  parts. 

Pet.  No,  I'm  no  enemy  to  learning  ;  it  hurts  not 
me. 

Mrs.  Mar.  That's  a  fign  indeed  its  no  enemy  to 
you. 

Pet.  No,  no>,  it's  no-enem.y  to  any  b^dy,  but  them 
that  have  it. 

Mill.  Well,  an  illiterate  man's  my  averfion.  I 
wonder  at  the  impudence  of  an  illiterate  man,  to  ofi'cr 
to  make  love. 

.  That  I  coafefs  I  wonder  at  too, 

Mill.  . 
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Mill.  Ah  !  to  marry  an  ignorant !  that  can  hardly 
read  or  write. 

Pet.  Why  mould  a  man  be  any  further  from  being 
marry'd  tho'  he  can't  read,  than  he  is  from  being 
hang'd.  The  ordinary's  paid  for  fetting  the  Pfalm, 
and  the  parifh  prieft  for  reading  the  ceremony.  And 
for  the  reil  which  is  to  follow  in  both  cafes,  a  man 
may  do  it  without  book — So  all's  one  for  that. 

Mill.  D'ye  hear  the  creature  r  Lord,  here's  com- 
pany, I'll  be  gone.  \Exeunt  Millamant  and  Mincing. 

Enter  Sir  Wilfull   Witwou'd  in  a  riding  drtfs  and 
Footman. 

Wit^v.  Tn  the.  name  of  Bartholomew  and  his  fair, 
what  have  we  here  ? 

Mr?.  Mar.  'Tis  your  brother,  I  fancy.  Don't  you 
know  him  ? 

Wit<w.  Not  I — Yes,  I  think  it  is  he— I've  almoft 
forgot  him ;  I  have  not  feen  him  fince  the  Revolu- 
tion. 

Foot.  Sir,  my  lady's  dreffing.  Here's  company  ; 
if  you  pleafe  to  walk  ir,  in  the  mean  time. 

Sir  Wil.  Dreffing  !  What,  its  but  morning  here  t 
warrant  with  you  in  London  ;  we  fhou'd  count  it  to- 
wards afternoon  in  our  parts,  down  in  Shropjbire — 
"Why  then  belike  my  aunt  hanlt  din'd  yec — Ha, 
friend  ? 

Feat.  Your  aunt,  'fir  ? 

.Sir  Wil.  My  airnt,  fir  ?  yes  my  aunt,  fir,  -and  your 
Lidy.  fir ;  your  lady  is  my  aunt,  fir — Why,  what, 
tioft  thcu  not  know  me,  friend  ?  Why  then  fend  feme 
body  hither  that  dees.  How  long  halt  thoa  liv'd  with 
thy  lady,  fellow,  ha? 

Foot.  A  week,  fir ;  longer  than  any  in  the  houfe, 
except  my  lady's  woman. 

Sir  Jf'~tf.  Why  then  belike  thon  doft  notJcnow  thy 
lady,  if'thou  fee'ft  her  ;  ha,  friend  ! 

Foot.  Why  truly,  fir,  I  cannot  fafely  '{wear  to  her 
face  in  a  morning,  before  fhe  is  drefs'd.  *Tis  like  I 
may  give  a  ihrewcl  guefs  at  her  'by  this  time. 

Sir  Vfril.  Well,  pr'ythee  try  what  thou  canftdo; 
if  thou  canil  not  gusfs,  enquire  her  cat ;  do'ft  hear, 

fellow  ? 
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fellow  ?  and  tell   her,  her  nephew,  Sir  Wilfull  Wit- 
«ruoaV,  is  in  the  houfe. 
Foot.  I  mall,  fir, 

Sir  Wil,  Hold  ye,  hear  me,  friend  ;  a  word  with  you 
in  your  ear  :  Pr'ythce  who  are  thefe  gallants  ? 

Foot.  Really,  fir,  I  can't  tell;  here  come  fo  many 
here,  'tis  hard  to  know 'em  all.  \Exit. 

Sir  V/il.  Oons,  this  fellow  knows  lefs  than  a  ftar- 
ling  ;  I  don't  think  a' knows  his  own  name. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Mr.  ;F/VwoaV,your  brother  is  not  behind- 
hand in  forgetfulnefs — I  fancy  he  has  forgot  you  too. 

Wit.w.  1  hope  fo— The  du-ce  take  him  that  remem- 
bers firft,  I  fay. 

Sir  Wil.  Save  you  gentleman  and  lady.  . 
Mrs.  Mar.  For  fhame,  Mr.  Witwou'd}  "why  won't 
you  fpeak  to  him  ? — And  you,  fir. 
Wifw.  Petulant,  fpeak. 
Pet.   And  you,  fir. 

.    Sir.  Wil.  No  offence,  I  hope.      \_Salutes  Marwood. 
Mrs.  Mar.  No  fure,  fir. 

Wit^iv.  This  is  a  vile  dog,  I  fee  that  already.  No 
offence  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  to  him  ;  to  him,  Petulant,  fmcke 
him . 

Pet.  It  feems  as  if  you  had  come  a  journey,  fir  j 
hem,  hem.  No  offence  !  I  hope,  fir. 

{Surveying  him  round. 

.     Sir  Wil.  May  be  not,  fir;  thereafter  as  'tis  meant,  fir, 
Wit™.  Smcke  the  boots,  the  boots ;  Petulant,   the 
.boots;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  Wil.  Very  likely,  fir,  that  it  may  feem  fo. 
Pet.   Sir,  I  prefume  upon  the  information   of  your 
boots. 

Sir  WiL  Why,  'tis  like  you  may,  fir :  if  you  are 
not  fatisfy'd  with  the  information  cf  my  boot;,  fir, 
if  vou  will  ftep  to  the  liable,  you  may  eaquiie  fa  ther 
of  my  horfe,  fir. 

Pet.  Your  horfe,  fir!  your  horfe  is  an  afs,  fir! 
Sir  Wil.  Do  you  fpeak  by  way  of  offence,  fir  ! 
.     Mrs.  Mar.  The  gentleman's  merry,   that's  all,  fir 
—  S'life,  we  iliall  have  a  quarrel  betwixt  an  hcrfe  and 

afs, 
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afs,  before  thzy  find  one  another  out. — You  muft  not 
take  any  thing  umifs  from  your  friends,  fir.  You  are 
among  your  friends,  here,,  tho*  it  may  be  you  don't 
know  it — If  I  am  not  rniftaken,  you  are  Sir  Wilfull 
jyit~jjr;ii  d. 

Sir#7/.  Right,  lady;  I  am  Sir  Wilfull  Witwcifd, 
fo  I  write  mvl'eif;  no  offence  to  any  body,  I  hope; 
and  nephew  to  the  Lady  Wijhfort  of  this  man/ion. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Don't  you  know  this  gentleman,  fir? 

o:r  Wil.  Hum  ?  What,  fure  'tis  not — Yea  by'r  lady 
but 'tis, — 'Sheart  I  know  not  whether  'tis  or  no — Yet 
but  'tis,  by  the  Wrekin.  Brother  Anthony!  what  Tony,, 
i'faith  !  what  do'it  thou  not  know  me?  By'r  lady  nor 

I  thee,  thou  art  fo  belac'd,  and  fo  beperiwig'd 

'Sheart  why  do'it  not  fpeak?  art  thou  o'erjoy'd? 

Wit™.  'Odfo  brother,  is  it  you?  your  fervant, 
brother. 

Sir  Wil.  Your  fervant!  whyyour's,  fir.  Your  fer- 
vant again — 'Sheart,  and  your  friend  and  fervant  to 
that — And  a  —  (puff)  and  a  fiap  dragon  for  your  fer- 
'vice,  fir:  '  and  a  hare's  foot,  and  a  hare's  fcut  for 
'  your  fervice,  fir;'  an  you  be  fo  cold  and  fo  courtly ! 

//  'ivjt.  No  offence,  I  hope,  brother. 

Sir  Wil.  'SIteart,  fir,  but  there  is,  and  much  of- 
fence.—A  plague  is  this  your  Inns  o'Court  breeding, 
not  to  know  your  friends  and  your  relations,  your  el- 
ders, and  your  betters  ? 

Wiwt.  Why,  brother  Wilfull  of  Salop,  you  may  be 
as  fhort  as  a  Shrz-ujjlury  cake,  if  you  pleafe.  But  I  tell 
.you  'tis  not  modifh  to  know  relations  in  town..  You 
think  you're  in  the  country,  where  great  lubberly  bro- 
thers flabber  and  kifs  one  another  when  they  meet, 
like  a  call  of  ferjcants — 'Tis  not  the  fashion  here;  'tis 
not  indeed,  dear  brother. 

Sir  Wil.  The  faih'ion's  a  fool;  and  you're  a  fop, 
dear  brother,  'Sheart,  I've  fufpected  this — By'r  la- 
dy I  conjeclur'd  you  were  a  fop,  fince  you  began  to 
.change  the  ftile  of  your  letters,  and  write  in  a  fcrap 
, of  paper  gilt  round  the  edges,  no  bigger  than  a  fub- 
p'rna.  .  I  might  expett  this  when  you  left  ofr'honour'd 
brother;  and  hoping -you  are  in  good  health,  and  fo 
forth — To  begin  with  a  Rat  me.  knight,  I'mfo  flck  cf 
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a.  lajl  n'zhfs- debauch — O'ds  heart,  and  then  tell  a  fa- 
miliar tale  of  a  cock  and  a  bull,  and  a  wench  and  Zi 
bottle,  and  fo  conclude — You  cou'd  write  news  before 
you  were  out  of  ycrur  time,  when  you  liv:d  with  honeft 
Pimple-Nofc  the  attorm  y  ofFm-nival's  Inn—  You  cou'd 
intreat  to  be  remember'd  then  to  your  friends  ronnd 
theWrekin. '  We  could  have  gazettes  then,andZ)<zii'&V 
«  letter,  and  the  weekly  bill,  'till  of  late  days.' 

Pet.  'Slife,  Witivciid,  were  you  ever  an  attorney's 
.clerk?  of  the  family  of  the  Furni<vals,  Ha,  ha,  haJ 
Witiu.  Ay,  ay,  but  that  was  but  for  a  while.  Not 
"long,  not  long;  pfliaw,  I  was  not  in  my  own  power 
iflien.  An  <  rphan,  and  this  fellow  was  my  guardian ; 
ay,  ay,  I  was  glad  to  confent  to  that,  man,  to  come 
to  London.  He  had  the  difpofal  of  me  then.  If  I  had 
not  agreed  to  that,  I  might  have  been  bound  'prentice 
to  a  felt-maker  in  Sbre v:Jlury ;  this  fellow  would  have 
bound  me  to  a  maker  of  felts. 

Sir  Wil.  'Sheart,  and  better  than  to  be  bound  to  a 
maker  of  fops;  where,  I  fuppofe,  you  have  ferv'cl 
your  time  ;  and  now  you  may  fet  up  for  yourfelf. 

Mrs.  Mar.  You  intend  to  travel,  fir,  as  I'm  in- 
fbrm'cl. 

Sir//'/'/.  Belike  I  may,  madam,     /  mav  chance  to 
fail  upon  the  frJt  feas,  if  my  mind  hold. 
Pet.  And  the  wind  ferve. 

Sir  Wil.  Serve  or  not  ferve,  I  (han't  a/lc  licenfe  of 
you,  fir;  nor  the  weather-cock  your  companion.  I 
dw-edt  my  difcourfe  to  the  lady,  fir ;  'Tis  ijke  my  aunt 
may  have  told  you.,  madam — Yes,  I  have  fettl'd  my 
concerns,  I  may  fay  now,  and  am  minded  to  fee  fo- 
reign parts.  If  an  how  that  the  peace  holds,  where- 
by that  is  taxes  abate. 

Mrs.  Afar.  I  thought  you  had  defigned  for  France 
at  all  adventures. 

Sir  Wil.  I  can't  tell  that ;  'tis  like  I  may,  and  'tis 
like  I  may  not.  I  am  fomewhat  dainty  in  making  a 
refolution, — becaufe  when  I  make  it  I  keep  it.  I  don't 
itr.ndmilll,  mall  I,  then;  if  I  fay't,  I'll  do't:  but 
1  have  thoughts  to  tarry  a  fmall  matter  in  town,  to 
learn  fomewhat  of  your  lineo  iirft,  before  I  croft  the 
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feas.     I'd  gladly  have  a  fpice  of  your  French  as  they  fay, 
whereby  to  hold  difcourfe  in  foreign  countries. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Here's  an  academy  in  town  for  that  "  and 
ei  dancing,  and  curious  accomplijhments,  calculated  purely 
f(  for  the  ufe  of  grown  gentlemen" 

Sir  Wil.   Is  there  ?   'tis  like  they  may. 
Mrs.  Mar.  No  doubt  you  will  return  very  much  im- 
prov'd. 

U-'itto.  Yes,  refin'd  like  a  Dutch  fkipper  from  a  whale- 
fifhing. 

Enter  Lady  Wiflifort  and  FainalL 
L.  Wijb.  Nephew,  you  are  welcome. 
Sir  Wil.   Aunt,  your  fervant. 
Fain.  Sir  Wilfull,  your  moft  faithful  fervant. 
Sir  Wil.  Coulin  Fainall,  give  me  your  hand. 
~L.WiJb.    Coufm  Wifaoou'd,  your  fervant;   Mr.  Petu- 
lant, your  fervant — Nephew,   you   are  welcome  again. 
Will  you  drink  any  thing  after  your  journey,  nephew, 
before  you  eat  ?  dinner's  almoft  ready. 

Sir  Wil.  I'm  very  well  I  thank  you,  aunt— However, 
I  thank  you  for  your  courteous  offer.  'Sheart  I  was 
afraid  you  wou'd  have  been  in  the  fafhion  too,  and  have 
remember'd  to  have  forgot  your  relations.  Here's  your 
coufm  Tony;  belike,  I  mayn't  call  him  brother  for  fear 
of  offence. 

L.  Wijb.  O  he's  a  rallier,  nephew— My  coufin's  a 
wit:  and  your  great  wits  always  rally  their  bell  friends 
to  chufe.  When  you  have  been  abroad,  nephew,  you'll 
underfland  raillery  better. 

[Fainall  and  Mrs.  Marwood  talk  a  fart. 
Sir  Wil.  Why  then  let  him  hold  his  tongue  in  the 
mean  time  ;  and  rail  when  that  day  comes. 

Enter  Mincing. 

Mine.  Mem,  I  am  come  to  acquaint  your  lafhip  that 
dinner  is  impatient. 

Sir  Wil.  Impatient  2  why  then  belike  it  won't  flay  'till 

I  pull  off  my  boots.     Sweet-heart,  can  you  help  me  to 

a  pair  of  flippers  ? — My  man's  with  his  horfes,  I  warrant. 

L.  Wijb.  Fy,  fy,  nephew,  you  wou'd  not  pull  off  your 

boots  here — Go  down  into  the  hall— Dinner  fiiall  ftay 

for  you— '  {Exeunt  Mincing  mid  Sir  Wilfull. 

'  C  My 
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My  nephew's  a  little  unbred,  you'll  pardon  him,  ma- 
dam.— Gentlemen,  will  you  walk  ?  Marwood? 

Mrs.  Mar.  I'll  follow  you,  madam, — before  Sir  Wil- 
full  is  ready.  [Exeunt  Ladj  Wiihf.  Petul.  and  Witwou'd. 

Fain.  Why  then  Foible's  a  procurefs  ;  an  errant, 'rank,' 
match-making  procurefs.  And  I  it  feems  am  a  hufband, 
a  rank  hufband ;  and  my  wife  a  very  errant,  rank  wife, 
— all  in  the  way  of  the  world.  '  'Sdeath  !  to  be  a  cuc- 
'  kold  by  anticipation,  a  cuckold  in  embryo  !  Surj  I  wss 

*  born  xvith  budding  antlers  like  a  young  fatyr,  or  a  citi-< 
'  zen's  child,'     'Sdeath  !  to  be  out-witted,  out-jilted — 
out-matrimony'd — '  If  I  had  kept  my  fpeed  like  a  flag, 

*  'twere  fomewhat— but  to  crawl  after,  with  my  horns 

*  like  a  fnail,  and  be  outilripp'd  by  my  wife' — :tis  fcur- 
vy  wedlock. 

'  Mrs.  Mar.  Then  make  it  off;  you  have  often  wifri'd. 
for  an  opportunity  to  part ;  — and  now  you  have  it.  But 
firft  prevent  their  plot, — the  half  of  Millamanfs  fortune 
is  too  confiderable  to  be  parted  with,  to  a  foe,  to  Mira- 
bell. 

Fain.  Ay,  that  had  been  mine — had  you  not  made 
that  fond  difcovery — That  had  been  forfeited,  had  they 
been  married.  My  wife  had  added  luftre  to  my  dilho- 
nour  by  that  increafe  of  fortune.  I  cou'd  have  worn 
'em  tipt  with  gold,  tho'  my  forehead  had  been  furniih'd 
like  a  deputy-lieucenant's  hall. 

Mrs.  Mar.  They  may  prove  a  cap  of  maintenance  to 
you  ftill,  if  you  can  away  with  your  wife.  And  (he's  no 
worfe  than  when  you  had  her—  I  dare  Avear  (lie  had  given 
up  her  game  before  ilie  was  marry'd. 

Fain.  Hum  !  That  may  be — 

Mrs.  Mar.  You  married  Kor  to  keep  you  ;  and  if  you 
can  contrive  to  have  her  keep  you  better  than  you  ex- 
pected, why  mould  you  not  keep  her  longer  than  yon 
intended  r 

Fain.  The  means,  the  means. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Difcover  to  my  lacly  your  wife's  condufl  ; 
threaten  to  part  with  her— My  lady  loves  her,  and  will 
come  to  any  compofition  to  fare  her  reputation.  Take 
the  opportunity  of  breaking  it,  juit  upon  the  difcovery 
of  this  impoiture.  My  lady  will  be  enrag'd  beyond 

bounds, 
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bounds,  and  facrifice  niece,  and  fortune,  and  all  at  that 
conjecture.  And  let  me  alone  to  keep  her  warm ;  if 
fne  fhou'd  flag  in  her  part,  I  will  not  fail  to  prompt  her, 

Fain.  This  has  an  appearance. 

Mrs.  Mar.  I'm  forry  1  hinted  to  my  lady  to  endeavour 
a  match  between  Millarnant  and  Sir  Wilfull,  that  may 
be  an  obftacle. 

Fain.  O  for  that  matter  leave  me  to  manage  him ; 
I'll  difable  him  for  that,  he  will  drink  like  a  Dane  : 
after  dinner,  I'll  fet  his  hand  in. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Well,  how  do  you  Hand  afte&ed  towards 
your  lady  ? 

Fain.  Why  faith  I'm  thinking  of  it. — Let  me  fee 
— i-I  am  marry'd  already ;  fo  that's  over — My  wife  has 
play'd  the  jade  with  me — Well,  that's  over  too — I  never 
lov'd  her,  or  if  I  had,  why  that  wou'd  have  been  over 
too  bv  this  time — Jealous  of  her  I  cannot  be,  for  I  am 
certain  ;  fo  there's  an  end  of  jealoufy.  Weary  of  her, 
I. am  and  fhall  be — No,  there's  no  end  of  that;  no,  no, 
that  were  much  to  hope.  Thus  far  concerning  my  re- 
pole.  Now  for  my  reputation, — As  to  my  own,  I 
marry'd  not  for  it;  fo  that's  out  of  the  queftion. — And 
as  to  my  part  in  my  wife's — Why  me  had  parted  with 
her's  before  ;  fo  bringing  none  to  me,  me  can  take  none 
from  me;  'tis  againil  all  rule  of  play,  that  I  mould  loie 
to  one,  who  has  not  wherewithal  to  itake. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Befides  you  forget,  marriage  is  honourable. 

Fata.  Hum  !  faith  and  that's  well  thought  on  ;  mar- 
riage is  honourable,  as  you  fay ;  and  if  fo,  wherefore 
ihould  cuckoldom  be  a  diicredit,  being  deriv'd  from  fo 
honourable  a  root  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  Nay,  I  know  not ;  if  the  root  be  honour- 
able, why  not  the  branches  ? 

Fair..  So,  fo,  why  this  point's  clear — Well,  how  do 
we  proceed  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  will  contrive  a  letter  which  fhall  be 
deliver'd  to  my  lady  at  the  time  when  that  rafcal  who  is 
to  aft  Sir  Rowland  is  with  her.  It  fhall  come  as  from 
an  unknown  hand— for  the  lefs  I  appear  to  know  of  the 
truth,  the  better  I  can  play  the  incendiary.  Be/ides,  I 
wou'd  not  have  Foible  provok'd  if  I  could  help  it, — he- 
C  2  caufe 
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caufe  you  know  fhe  knows  foms  paflages—  Nay,.:I  expeft 
all  will  come  out— But  let  the  mine  be  fprung  firft,  and 
then  I  care  not  if  I  am  difcover'd. 

Fain.  If  the  worft  come  to  the  worft— .I'll  turn  my 
wife  to  grafs — I  have  already  a  deed  of  fettlement  of 
the  befl  part  of  her  eftate,  which  I  wheedled  out  of  her  ; 
and  that  you  fliall  partake  at  leatt. 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  hope  you  are  convinc'd  that  I  hate  Mi- 
rabell  now  :  you'll  be  no  more  jealous. 

Fain.  Jealous,  no, — -by  this  kifs — let  hufoands  be 
jealous ;  but  let  the  lover  ftill  believe :  or  if  he  doubt, 
let  it  be  only  to  endear  his  pleafure,  and  prepare  the  joy 
that  follows,  when  he  proves  his  miilrefs  true.  But  let 
hufbands  doubts  convert  to  endlefs  jealoufy  ;  or  if  they 
have  belief,  let  it  corrupt  to  fuperfliiion,  and  blind  cre- 
dulity. I  am  fingle,  and  will  herd  no  more  with  'em. 
True,  I  wear  the  badge,  but  I'll  difov/ri  the  order. 
And  fince  I  take  my  leave  of  'em,  I  care  not  if  I  leave 
'em  a  common  motto  to  their  common  crelt.  \Exeunt. 

All  hufbands  muft ,  or  pain,  or  Jbame  endure  ; 
'The  wife  toe  jealous  are,  fools  too  fecure. 


ACT     IV.        SCENE  continues. 

Lady  Wifhfort  anj  Foible. 

L.  JT//&.TS  Sir  Roivlavd  coming,  fay'ft  thou,  Faille? 
A  and  are  things  in  order  ? 

Foi.  Yes,  madam.  I  have  put  wax-lights  in  the 
fconces,  and  plac'd  the  footmen  in  a  row  in  the  hall,  in 
their  beft  liveries,  with  the  coachman  and  poftilion  to  fill 
up  the  equipage. 

L.  Wijb.  Have  you  puilvilPd  the  coachman  and  pof- 
tilion, that  they  may  not  flink  of  the  ftable,  when  Sir 
Rowland  comes  by  ? 

Foi.   Yes,  madam. 

L.  Wijb.  And  are  the  dancers  and  the  mufic  ready, 
that  he  may  be  entertain'd  in  all  points  with  correfpon- 
dence  to  his  pafiion  ? 

Foi. 
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foi.  All  is  ready,  madam. 

L.  IVijh.  And— well— and  how  do  I  look,  Foible? 

Foi.  Molt  killing  well,  madam. 

L.  Wijh.  Well,  and  how  mail  I  receive  him  ?  fit 
what  figure  mall  I  give  his  heart  the  firil  imprellion  ? 
There  is  a  great  deal  in  the  firil  impreffion.  Shall  I 
£t?  — No,  I  won't  fit— I'll  walk — tiy,  I'll  walk  from. 
the  door  upon  his  entrance ;  and  then  turn  full  upon 
him-.— No,  that  will  be  too  fudden.  I'll  lie-~ay,  I'll 
lie  down— I'll  receive  him  in  my  little  dreifing-room. 
There's  a  couch— Yes,  yes,  I'll  give  the  firft  impreffion 
en  a  couch— I  won't  lie  neither,  but  loll  and  lean  upon 
one  elbow,  with  one  foot  a  little  dangling  off,  jogging 
in  a  thoughtful  way-— Yes-— and  then  as  ibon  as  he  ap- 
pears, itart,  ay,  ftart  and  be  furpriz'd,  and  rife  to  meet 
him  in  a  preUy  diforder  — Yes— O,  nothing  is  more  al- 
luring than  a  levee  from  a  coach  in  fome  confufion  — 
It  (hews  the  foot  to  advantage,  and  furr.ifh.es  with 
blufhes,  and  re-compofing  airs  beyond  comparifen. 
Hark  !  there's  a  coach.' 

Fat.  5Tis  he,  madam. 

L.  Wijh.  O  dear,  has  my  nephew  made  his  addrefl'es 
to  Millc.maut  ?  1  order'd  him. 

Foi.  Sir  Wilfull  is  fet  in  to  drinking,  madam,  in 
the  parlour. 

L.  Wijh.  Odds  my  life,  I'll  fend  him  to  her.     Call 

her  down,  Foible;  bring  her  hither.     I'll  fend  him  as  I 

go— When  they  are  together,  then  come  to  me,  Fciblet 

that  I  may  not  be  too  long  along  with  Sir  Rowland.  \Exit. 

Enter  Millamant  and  Mrs.  Fahuill. 

Foi.  Madam,  I  ftay'd  here,  to  tell  your  ladyfhip  that 
Mr.  Mirabell  has  waited  this  half  hour  for  an  opportu- 
nity to  talk  with  you.  Though  my  lady's  orders  were 
to  leave  you  and  Sir  Wilfull  together.  Shall  I  tell  Mr. 
Mirabell  that  you  are  at  leifurs  ? 

Mill.  No— What  wou'd  the  dear  man  have  ?  I  am 
thoughtful,    and  wou'd  amule  myfelf.— Bid  him  con  e-' 
another  time. 

There  never  yet  nvas  nvoman  made, 
Nor  Jh all,  but  to  be  curs'd. 

[Repeating  and  walking  about. 
C  3  That's 
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That's  hard  !  '' 

Mrs.  Pain.  You  are  very  fond  of  Sir'^c,iv»  Suckling 
to-day,  Millamant,  and  the  poets. 

Mill.  He?  ay;  and  filthy  vtifes— So  I  am. 

/V.  Sir  Wilful  I  is   coming,  madam.     Shall  I  fend 
Mr.  Miralell  away  ? 

M///.   Ay,  if  you  pleafe,  Foible,  fend  him  away,— or 
fend  him  hither, — juil  as  you  will,  dear  Faille.---  I  think 
I'll  fre  him-— Shall  I?  ay,  let  the  wretch  come. 
Thyrfis,  a  youth  of  the  infyired  train. 


IVar  Tainall,  entertain  S.'r  Wilfull — Thou  haft  philofo- 
phy  to'  undergo  a  fool,  thou  art  marry'd  and  hafi  pati- 
ence—-I  would  confer  with  my  own  thoughts. 

Mrs.  f\.iif.  I  sjm  oblig'd  to ./6.U,  that  you  would 
m?ke  rhe  vour  proxy  in  this  affair  j  but  I  have  bufineij 
of  -mv  own, 

Eater  Sir  Wilfull. 

Mrs.  Fain.  O  Sir  Wilfull,  you  are  come  at  the  critical 
inr.ant.  There's  your  miftrefs  up  to 'the  ears  in  love 

ntemplation  ;  purfue  your  point^  now  or  never. 
'''Sir  Wit.  "Yes ;  my  aunt  will  have  it  fo,— -I  would 
gladly  have  been  encouraged  v/ith  a" bottle  or  two,  be- 
,  gaitfe  J'm  fo'mewhat  wary  at  firit,  before  I  am  acquainted ; 
p^b^t,  I  hope,  after  a  time,  1  mail  break  my  mind— 
,  upon  further  acquaintance— [T/for  while  Milla. 
•waixi  alo'ut  repeating  to  herfelf.~\  So  for  the  prefent, 
coufih,  I'll  take  my  leave — If  fo  be  you'll  be  fo  kind 
to.  make  my  ex^ufe,  I'll  return  to  my  company—-  . 
'•'"iArL  Fa'ifi.  O  fy,  Sir  Wilfull!  what,  you  mull  not  be 
daunted. 

'  bir  Wil.  Daunted,  no,  that's  not  it,  it  is  not  fo  much 
for  that— for  if  fo  he  that  I  fet  onyt,  I'll  do't.  But 
only  for  the  prefent,  'tis  fufficient  'till  further  acquain- 
anc'e,  that's  all— your  fervant. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Nay,  I'll  fwear  you  fliall  never  lofe  fo 
favourable  an  opportunity,  if  \  can  help  it.  I'll  leave 
you  together,  and  lock  the  door. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Fainall  and  Foible. 
Sir  Wil%  Nay,  nay,  coufm,— I  have  forgot  my  gloves. 

What 
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What  d'ye  do  ?  'Sheart  a'has  lockM  the  door  indeed, 
I"  think-—  Nay,  couiin  Fainall,  open  the  door---  Pihaw, 
what  a  vixen  trick  is  this  ?---  Nay,  now  a'has  feen  me 
too---Coaiia,  I  made  bold  to  pate  thro'  as  it  were—  I 
think  this  door's  inchahted—  ~ 
Mill.  [Repeating.] 

I  pr'ytbee  fpare  ///.«,  gtntle  &oy, 
Prefs  me  no  more  for  that  flight  toy. 
Sir  Wil.   A  nan?  Couiin,  your  fervant. 
Mill.   —  T'hatfcolijh  trifis  of  a  heart 
—Sir  Wilfull  ! 

Sir  Wil.  Yes—  your  fervant.      No   offence  I  hope, 


Mi!!.   [Repeating.] 

1  fvjtar  it  at  III  net  <&  its  par?, 
ThJ  faou  tlnji  ihine,  emplty'j}  tty  power  at:d  art. 
Natural,  eafy  Suckling  ! 

Sir  WiL  A  nan  :  Suckling?  No  fuch  fuckling  neither, 
coufin,  nor  ilripling  :  I  thank  Heav'n,  I'm  no  minor. 

Mill.  Ah  ruftkk,  ruder  than  Gotkick. 

Sir  ffii'  Well,  well,  I  fhall  underftand  ^otrr  lingo 
one  of  thefe  days,  coufin,  in  ihc  mean  while  I  muft 
anfwer  in  plain  Engltfi. 

Mill.  Have  you  any  bufmefs  with  me,  Sir  Wilfull? 

Sir  Wil.  Not  at  prefen-t,  coufin.—  Yes,  \  made  bold 
to  Tee,  to  come  and  know  if  that  how  you  were  difpos'd 
to  fetch  a  walk  this  evening,  if  fo  be  that  I  might  not 
be  troublefome,  I  would  have  fought  a  walk  with,  you. 

Mill.  A  walk  ?  what  then  ? 

Sir  Wil.  Nay  nothing—  Only  for  tJ*e  walk's  fake, 
that's  all—  /;.  '  t 

Mill.  I  naufeate  walking;  'tis  a  country  divemon  ; 
I  loathe  the  country,  and  every  thing  that  relates  to'it> 

Sir  Wil.  Indeed  !  hah  !  look  ye,  look  ye,  ye'i\  (do,? 
nay,  'tis  like  you  may—  Here  are  choice  of  pailimes 
here  in  town,  as  plays  an.d  the,  like,  that  m'vjrt  be  con- 
fefs'd  indeed.—  t  ,  VQ  ^ 

Mill.  Ah  I  hour  die  \  I  hate  the  town  too.  ^ 
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with   the  country,— 'tis  like  you  may  be  one  of  thofe, 
coufin. 

Mill.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Yes,  'tis  like  I  may.— You  have 
nothing  further  to  fay  to  me  ? 

Sir  *WiL  Not  at  prefent,  coufin. — 'Tis  like  when  I 
have  an  opportunity  to  be  more  private— I  may  break 
my  mind  in  feme  meafure— I  conje&ure  you  partly 
guefs— However  that's  as  time  mall  try,— but  fpare  to 
ipeak  and  fpare  to  fpeed,  as  they  fay. 

Mill.  If  it  is  of  no  great  importance,  Sir  Wifull,  you 
will  oblige  me  by  leaving  me.  I  have  juft  now  a  little 
bufinefs — 

Sir  Wil.  Enough,  enough,  coufin :  yes,  yes,  all  a- 
.  cafe— When  you're  difpos'd.  Now's  as  well  as  another 
time  ;  and  another  time  as  well  as  now.  All's  one  for 
that,— Yes,  yes,  if  your  concerns  call  you,  there's  r,o 
haile  ;  it  will  keep  cold,  as  they  fay— Coufin,  your 
fervant.-— I  think  this  door's  lock'd. 
'  Mill.  You  may  go  this  way,  fir. 

Sir  Wil.  Your  fervant,  then  with  your  leave  I'll  return 
to  ~y  company.  [Exit. 

Lli'il.   Ay,  ay  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Like  Phfsbus/ung  the  no  lefs  am'rous  boy. 
Enter  Mirabell. 

Mir.  Like  Daphne^,  as  lovely  and  as  coy. 
l)o  you  lock  yourfelf  up  from  me,  to  make  my   fearcrr 
more  curious  ?  Or  is  this  pretty  artifice  contriv'd,  to  iig- 
nify  that  here  the  chace   muft  end,  and  my  purfuit  be 
crown'd,  for  you  can  fly  no  further  ?— 

Mill.  Vanity  !  Nc— I'll  fly  and  be  follow'd  to  the  laft 
moment,  tho'  I  am  upon  the  very  verge  of  matrimony, 
I  expect  you  mould  folicit  me  as  much  as  if  I  were  wa- 
vering at  the  grate  of  a  monaftery,  with  one  foot  over 
the  thremold.  I'll  be  folicited  to  the  very  lait,  nay, 
and  afterwards, 
.  Mir.  What,  after  the  laft  ? 

Miil.  O,  I  fhould  think  1  was  poor,  and  had  nothing- 
to  beftow,  if  I  were  reduc'd  to  an  inglorious  eafe  ;  and 
freed  from  the  agreeable  fatigues  of  folicitation. 

Mir.  But  do  not  you  know,  that  when  favours  are  con- 
ferr'd  upon  inftant  and  tedious  folicitation,  that  they  di- 

rainifh 
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rriinilh  in  their  value,   and  that  both  the  giver  lofes  the 
grace,  and  the  receiver  le/Tens  his  pleafure  ? 

Mill.  It  may  be  in  tilings  of  common  application  ; 
but  never  fure  in  love.  O,  I  hate  a  lover,  that  can  dare 
to  think  he  draw's  a  moment's  air,  independent  on  the 
bounty  of  his  miftrefs.  There  is  not  fo  impudent  a  thing 
in  nature,  as  the  faucy  look  of  an  allured  man,  confident 
of  fuccefs.  The  pedantick  arrogance  of  a  very  hufband 
has  not  fo  pragmatical  an  air.  Ah  !  I'll  never  marry, 
unlefs  I  am  firft  made  fure  of  my  will  and  pleafure. 

Mir.  Would  you  have  "em  both  before  marriage  ?  Or 
will  you  be  contented  with  only  the  firft  now,  '  and  Hay 
*  for  the  other  'till  after  grace  ?' 

Mill.  Ah  don't  be  impertinent — My  dear  liberty,  mall 
1  leave  thee  ?  My  faithful  folitude,  my  darling  contem- 
plation, muft  I  bid  you  then  adieu  ?  Ay  adieu — My 
morning  thoughts,  agreeable  wakings,  indolent  {lumbers, 
ye  douceurs,  yefomineih  du  matin,  adieu — I  can't  do't, 
'tis  more  than  impoffible — Positively  Mir ab ell,  I'll  lie 
a-bed  in  a  morning  as  long  as  I  pleafe. 

Mir  Then  I'll  get  up  in  a  morning  as  early  as  I  pleafe. 

Mill.  Ah  !  idle  creature,  get  up  when  you  will — And 
d'ye  hear,  I  won't  be  call'd  names  after  I'm  marry'd ; 
pofitively  I  won't  be  call'd  names. 

Mir.  Names ! 

Mill.  Ay,  as  wife,  fpoufe,  my  dear,  joy,  jewel,  love, 
fweet-heart,  and  the  reft  of  that  naufeous  cant,  in  which 
men  and  their  wives  are  fo  fulfomely  familiar — I  mail 
never  bear  that— Good  Miratdl,  don't  let  us  be  familiar 
or  fond,  nor  kifs  before  folks,  like  my  lady  Fadler  and 
Sir  Francis  :  Nor  go  in  public  together  the  firft  Sundry 
in  a  new  chariot,  to  provoke  eyes  and  whifpers ;  and  then  ; 
never  be  feen  there  together  again  ;  as  if  we  were  proud 
of  one  another  the  firft  week,  and  afham'd  of  one  ano- 
ther ever  after.  Let  us  never  vifit  together,  nor  go  to  a 
play  together,  but  let  us  be  very  ftrange  and  well  bred  : 
Let  us  be  as  ftrange  as  if  we  had  been  marry'd  a  great 
while  ;  and  as  v/ell  bred  as  if  we  were  not  marry'd  at  all. 

Mir.  Have  you  any  more  conditions  to  offer?  hitherto 
your  demands  are  pretty  reafon  ,ble. 

C    5  Mill. 
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Mill.  Trifles,— as  liberty  to  pay  an d Deceive  vifits  to 
and  from  whom  I  pleafe;  to  write  and  receive  letters,  with- 
out interrogatories  or  wry  faces  on  your  part ;  to  wear 
what  I  pleafe  ;  and  choofe  converfation  with  regard  only 
to  my  own  tafie  ;  to  have  no  obligation  upon  me  to 
converfe  with  wits  that  I  don't  like,  becaufe  they  are 
your  acquaintance  ;  or  to  be  intimate  with  fools,  be- 
caufe they  may  be  your  relations.  Come  to  dinner 
when  I  pleafe,  dine  in  my  dreffmg-room  when  I'm  out  of 
humour,  without  giving  a  reafon.  To  have  my  clofet 
inviolate  ;  to  be  fole  emprefs  of  my  tea-table,  which  you 
muft  never  prefume  to  approach  without  firft  afking  leave. 
And  laftly,  wherever  I  am,  you  fhall  always  knock  at 
the  door  before  you  come  in.  Thefe  articles  fubfcrib'd, 
if  I  continue  to  endure  you  a  little  longer,  I  may  by  de- 
degrees  dwindle  into  a  wife. 

Af/r.  Your  bill  of  fare  is  fomething  advanc'd  in  this 
latter  account.  Well,  have  I  liberty  to  offer  conditions 
— That  when  you  are  dwindled  into  a  wife,  I  may  not 
be  beyond  meafure  enlarg'd  into  a  hufoand. 

Mill.  You  have  free  leave,  propofe  your  utmoft ;  fpeak 
and  fpare  not. 

Mir.  I  thank  you.  Imprimis  .then,  I  covenant  that 
your  acquaintance  be  general ;  that  you  admit  no  fworn 
confident,  or  intimate  of  your  own  fex  :  No  fhe  friend 
to  fkreen  her  affairs  under  your  countenance,  and  tempt 
you  to  make  trial  of  a  mutual  fecrefy.  No  decoy-duck 
to  wheedle  you  a  Fop -/crumbling  to  the  play  in  a  malk — 
T"hen  bring  you  home  in  a  pretended  fright,  when  you 
think  you  mail  be  found  out — And  rail  at  me  for  miffing 
the  play,  and  difappointing  the  frolick  which  you  had  to 
pick  me  up  and  prove  my  conftancy. 

Mill.  Deteftable  Imprimis  !  I  go  to  the  play  in  a  mafk  ! 

Mir.  Item.  I  article,  that  you  continue  to  like  your 
own  face,  as  long  as  I  mall :  and  while  it  paffes  current 
with  me,  that  you  endeavour  not  to  new  coin  it.  To 
which  rnd,  together  with  all  vizards  for  the  day,  I  pro- 
hibit all  mafks  for  the  night  made  of  oiJ'd-fkins,  and  I 
kr.ow  not  what — '  Hog's  bones,  hare's-gall,  pig  water, 
'  and  the  marrow  of  a  roafted  cat.'  In  fhort,  I  forbid 

all 
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all  commerce  with  the  gentlewoman  in  Wbat-d'ye-call-it 
court.     Item,  I  fhut  my  doors  againir,  all  procurers  with 
bafkets,  and  pennyworths  ofMujlin,  China,  Fans,  &c. — 
Item,  when  you  mall  be  breeding — 
Mill.  Ah  !  name  it  not. 

'  Mir.  Which  may  be  prefum'd,  with  ablefiing  on  our 
*  endeavours — 

'  Mill.  Odious  endeavours  !' 

Mir.  I  denounce  againil  all  ftrait-Iacing,  fqueezing 
for  a  fhape,  'till  you  mould  my  boy's  head  li'ke  a  fugar- 
loaf?  and  initead  of  a  man-child,  make  me  father  to  a 
crooked- billet.  Laftly,  to  the  dominion  of  the  Tea-table 
I  fubmit.— But  with  Provifo,  that  you  exceed  not  in 
your  province;  but  reftrain  yourfelfto  native  and  dimple 
Tea-table  drinks,  as  Tea,  Chocolate,  and  Coffee.  As  like- 
wife  to  genuine  and  authoriz'd  Tea-table  talk — Such  as 
mending  of  falhions,  fpoiling  reputations,  railing  at  ab- 
lent  friends,  and  fo  forth — But  that  on  no  account  you 
•  encroach  upon  the  mens  prerogative,  and  prefume  to 
drink  healths,  or  toaft  fellows  ;  for  prevention  of  which 
I  banim  all  foreign  fcrces,  all  auxiliaries  to  the  Tea-table, 
as  Orange-brandy,  all  Annifesd,  Cinnamon,  Citron  and 
Barbadocs-ivaters,  together  with  Ratafia,  and  the  moll 
noble  fpiritof  Clary. — But  for  Cmv/Kf-wiff,  Pippy -water 
and  all  D<,rmiti>ves,  thofe  I  allow. — • — Thcfe  Pro^vifot 
admitted,  in  other  things  I  may  prove  a  tradlable  arid 
complying  ho/band* 

Mill.  O  horrid  Prcvifcs  !  filthy  ftrong  waters  !  I  toaft 
fellows,  odious  men  !  I  hate  your  odious  Pro-vifos. 

Mir.  Then  we're  agreed.  Shall  I  kifs  your  hand  upon 
the  contract  ?  and  here  comes  one  to  be  a  witnefs  to  the 
fcaling  of  the  deed. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fain  all. 

Mill.  Fainall,  what  mall  I  do  ?  mail  I  have  him  ?  I 
think  I  muit  have  him. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Ay,  ay,  take  him,  take  him  ;  what  fhou'd 
you  do  ? 

AY/A  Well  then — I'll  take  my  death  I'm  in  a  Korrid 
fright — Fainall,  I  ihall  never  fay  it— well — I  think.— 
I'll  endure  you. 

Mrs.  Fain. 
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Mrs.  Fain.  Fy,  fy,  have  him,  have  him,  and  tell 
him  fo  in  plain  terms :  for  I  am  fure  you  have  a  mind 
to  him. 

Mill.  Are  you  ?  .1  think  I  have— and  the  horrid  man 
looks  as  if  he  thought  fo  too — well,  you  ridiculous 
thing  you,  I'll  have  you — I  won't  be  kifs'd,  nor  I  won't 
be  thank'd — here  kifs  my  hand  tho' — fohold  your  tongue 
now,  don't  fay  a  word. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Miralcll,  there's  a  neceffity  for  your  obe- 
dience ; — you  have  neither  time  to  talk  nor  ftay.  My 
mother  is  coming  ;  and  in  my  conference  if  me  fhou'd 
fee  you,  wou'd  fall  into  fits,  and  may  be  not  recover 
time  enough  to  return  to  S;r  Rowland,  who,  as  Fcible 
tells  me,  is  in  a  fair  way  to  fucceed.  Therefore  fpare 
your  extafies  for  another  occafion,  and  flip  down  the 
b^ck-ftairs,  where  Foible  waits  to  confultyou. 

Mill,  Ay,  go,  go.  In  the  mean  time  1'Jl  fuppcfe  you 
have  faid  fomething  to  pleafe  me. 

Mira.  I  am  all  obedience.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Vender's  Sir  Wilfull  drunk  ;  and  fo  noify, 
that  my  mother  has  been  forc'ci  to  leave  Sir  R<n>cland  to 
appeafe  him  ;  but  he  anfwers  her  only  with  finging  and 
drinking — what  they  may  have  done  by  this  time  I  know 
not ;  but  Petulant  and  he  were  upon  quarrelling  as  I 
came  by. 

Mill,  Well,  if  Mirabcll  mould  not  make  a  good  huf- 
band,  I  am  a  loft  thing ;  for  I  find  I  love  him  violently. 

Mrs.  Fain,  'So  it  feems  ;  for  you  mind  not  what's  faid 
to  you. — If  you  doubt  him,  you  had  better  take  up 
with  Sir  Wilfull. 

Mill.  How  can  you  name  that  fuperannuated  lubber? 
foh! 

Enter  Witwcu'd  from? drinking. 

Mrs.  Fain.  So,  is  the  fray  made  up,  that  you  have 
left  'em  ? 

V/itw.  Left  'em  ?  I  could  ftay  no  longer — I  have 
laugh'd  like  ten  chrift'nings— I  am  tipfy  of  laughing — 
if  I  had  Itaid  any  longer  I  mould  have  burfl,— I  maft 
have  been  let  out  and  pierc'd  in  the  fides  like  an  unfu'd 
camlet — yes,  yes,  the  fray  is  composM  ;  my  lady  came 
in  like  a  noli  prcfequi,  and  ftopt  fhe  proceedings. 

Mill. 
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Mill.  What  was  thedifpute? 

Wit™.  That's  the  jeft  ;  there  was  no  difpute.  They 
could  neither  of  'em  fpeak  for  rage  ;  and  fo  fell  a  fput- 
t'ring  at  one  another  like  two  roafting  apples. 

Enter  Petulant  drunk. 

"Now  Petulant?  all's  over,  all's  well  ?  gad  my  head  begins 
to  whim  it  about — why  doft  thou  not  fpeak  ?  thou  art 
both  ?.s  drunk  and  as  mute  as  a  fifh. 

Pet.  Look  you,  Mrs.  Millainant — if  you  can  love  me,, 
dear  nymph — fay  it — and  that's  the  conclusion — pafs 
on,  or  pafs  off, — that's  all. 

Witiu.  Thou  haft  utter'd  itolutnts,  folios,  in  lefs  than 
decinio  fexto,  my  dear  Lacedemonian.  Sirrah,  Petulant r 
thou  art  an  epitomizer  of  words. 

Pet.  Witwcud — Yon  are  an  annihilator  of  fenfe. 

//•'//•TV.  Thou  art  a  retailer  of  phraies  ;  and  do  ft  deal 
in  remnants  of  remnants,  like  a  maker  ofpincufhions — 
thou  art  in  truth  (metaphorically  fpeaking)  a  fpeaker  of 
ftiort-hand. 

Pet.  Thou  art  (without  a  figure)  juft  one  half  of  an 
afs,  and  Baldwin  yonder,  thy  half-brother,  is  the  reft — 
a  gemini  of  affes  fplit,  would  make  juft  four  of  you. 

Wittu.  Thou  doft  bite,  my  dear  muftard-feed ;  kifs 
me  for  that. 

Pet.  Stand  off— I'll  kifs  no  more  males, — I  have  kifs'd 
your  tiv:a  yonder  in  a  humour  of  reconciliation,  'till  he 
(hiccup)  rifes  upon  my  ftomach  like  a  radifh. 

Mill.  Eh  !  filthy  creature— what  was  the  quarrel  ? 

Pet.  There  was  no  quarrel — there  might  have  been 
a  quarrel. 

Wit-tv.  If  there  had  been  words  enow  between  'em  to 
have  exprefs'd  provocation,  they  had  gone  together  by   ' 
the  ears  like  a  pair  of  caftanets. 

Pet.  You  were  the  quarrel. 

Mill.  Me  ! 

Pet.  If  I  have  the  humour  to  quarrel,  I  can  make  lefs 
matters  concl'.ide  premifes, — if  you  are  not  handfome, 
what  then;  if  I  have  a  humour  to  prove  it  r — if  I  mall 
have  my  reward,  fay  fo  ;  if  not,  fight  for  your  face  the 
next  time  yourfelf — I'll  go  fleep. 

Wtt*w.  Do,  wrap  thyfelf  up  like  a  ivoodloafe,-  and 
dream  revenge — and  hear  me,  if  thoa  canft  learn  to 

write 
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write  by  to-morrow  morning,  pen  me  a  challenge — I'll 
carry  it  for  thee. 

Pet.  Carry  your  miftrcfs's  monkey  a  fpiJler, —  go  flea 
dogs,  and  read  romances— I'll  go  to  bed  '  to  my 
•  maid.'  \Exit. 

Mrs.  Fain.  He's  horridly  drunk — how  came  you  all 
in  this  pickle  ? 

Wittu.  A  plot, 'a  plot,  to  get  rid  of  the  knight. — 
Your  hufband's"advice  ;  but  he  fneak'd  off. 

Enter  $ir  Wilfull  drunk,  and  Lady  Wiflifort. 

"L.Wijh.  Out  upon't,  out  upon't !  at  years  of  difcre- 
tion,  and  comport  youfelf  at  this  rantipole  rate  ! 

Sir  Wil.  No  offence,  aunt. 

L.  Wijh.  Offence  ?  as  I'm  a  perfon,  I'm  afham'd  of 
you — fogh  !  how  you  ftink  of  \\ine  !  d'ye  th  nk  my  niece 
will  ever  endure  fuch  a  borachio  !  you're  an  abiolute 
borachio. 

Sir  Wil.  Borachio  f 

L.  Wijb.  At  a  time  when  you  fnou'd  commence  au 
amour,  and  put  your  belt  foot  foremoft — 

Sir  Wil.  'Sheart,  an  you  grutch  me  your  liquor,  make 
a  bill — give  me  more  drink,  and  take  my  purfe. 

Sings.   Pry'thee  fill  me  the  glafs 

''Till  it  laugh  in  my  face, 
With  ale  that  is  potent  and  mellow  ;. 

He  that  whines  for  a  lufs 

Is  an  ignorant  aft, 
Fcr  a  bumper  has  not  its  fellow. 

But  if  you  wou'd  have  me  marry  my  coufin — fay  the 
word,  and  I'll  do't — Wilfull  will  do't,  that's  the  word, 
—-Wilfull  will  do't,  that's  my  crefl — my  motto,  I  have 
forgot. 

L.  Wijh.  My  nephew's  a  little  overtaken,  coufin — 
but  'tis  with  drinking  your  health — O'  my  word,  you 
are  oblig'd  to  him — 

Sir  Wil.  In  vino  *veritas,  aunt  :  if  I  drunk  your  health 
to  day,  coufin, — I  am  a  borachio.  But  if  you  have 'a 
mind  to  be  marry'd,  fay  the  word,  and  fend  for  the 
piper  ;  WilfM\v\\\  do't.  If  not,  duft  it  away,  and  let's 
have  t'other  round — 1'oay,  ods-heart  where's  T'on—Tc- 
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K/S  an  hontft-  fellow,  but  he  fpits  after  a  bumper,  and 

that's  a  fault. 

Sings  We'll  drink,  and  will  never  he?  done,  boy*. 

Put  the  glafs  then  arcund  'with  the  fun,   hoys. . 
Let  Apollo'/  example  invite  us  ; 
For  he's  drunk  ev'ry  nighty 
And  that  makes  him  fo  bright, 
That  he's  able  next  morning  to  light  ui. 

The  fun's  a  good  pimple,  an  honefl  foaker,  he  h.as  a 
cellar  at  your  Antipodes.  If  I  travel,  aunt,  I  touch  at  your 
Antipodes— your  Antipodes  are  agoodrafcally  fortcf  topfy- 
turvy- fellows — if  I  had  a  bumper  I'd  ftand  upon  rny  head 
and  drink  a  health  to  'em — a  match  or  no  match,  coufin 

with  the  hard   name aunt,  JFHfull  will  do't.     '  If 

'  Die -has  her  maidenhead  let  her  look  to't;  if  me  has 
'  not,  let  her  keep  her  own  counfel  in  the  mean  time, 
'  and  cry  out  at  the  nine  months  end.' 

Mill.  Your  pardon,  madam,  I  can  flay  no  longer — 
Sir  Wilfull  grows  very  powerful.  Egh  !  how  he  fmells  ! 
I  mall  be  overcome  iff  flay.  Come,  coufin. 

[Exeunt  Millamant  and  Mrs.  Fainalt. 
L.  Wijh.  Smells !  he  wou'd  poifon  a  tallow-chandler 
and  his  family.  Beaflly  creature,  I  know  not  what  to 
do  with  him. — Travel  quoth  a  ;  ay,  travel,  travel,  get 
thee  gone,  get  thee  gone,  get  thee  but  far  enough,  to 
the  Saracens,  or  the  Tartars,  or  the  Turks — for  thou  art 
not  fit  to  live  in  a  chriiHan  common-wealth,  thou  beailly 
pagan. 

Sir  WiL  Turks  !  no  ;  no  Turks,  aunt :  your  Turks  are 
infidels,  and  believe  not  in  the  grape.  Your  Mahome- 
tan, your  Mitffelman  is  a  dry  ftinkard — No  offence,  aunt. 
My  map  fays  that  your  Turk  is  not  fo  honefl  a  man  as 
your  chriilian — I  cannot  find  by  the  map  that  your  Muffi 
is  orthodox — whereby  it  is  a  plain  cafe,  that  orthodox 
is  a  hard  word,  aunt,  and  (hiccup)  Greek  for  claret. 

Sings.   To  drink  is  a  chriftian  di<verjlon, 

Unknown  to  the  Turk  or  the  Perfian  : 
Let  Mahometan /oe/r 
Li~je  by  Heathenijh  rules, 
And  be  damtid  oijer  tea-cups  and  ccjfee ; 

But 
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Lut  let  Britifh  ladsjing, 
Croivn  a  health  to  the  king, 
And  a  Jig  for  your  Sultan  and  Sophi.  - 

Enter  Foible,  and  wkifptrs  Lady  Wilhfort. 
Eh,  Tetyf 

L.  Wijh.  Sir  Rowland  impatient  ?  good-lack  !  what 
fhail  I  do  with  this  beaftly  tumbrill  ? — go  lie  down  and 
fleep,  you  fot— ^-or  as  I'm  a  perfon,  I'll  have  you  baftina- 
do'd  with  .broom-iticks.  Call  up  the  wenches  with 
broom -flicks. 

Sir  Wil.  Ahcy  ?  wenches,  where  are  the  wenches  ? 

L.  Wijh..  Dear  coufm  H'it-a-cvd  get  him  away,  and 
you  will  bind  me  to  you  inviolably.  I  have  an  affair  cf 
moment  that  invades  me  with  fome  precipitation — you 
will  oblige  me  to  all  futurity. 

Wit<w.   Come,  knight plague   on   him,   I   do'nt 

know  what  to  fay  to  him — will  you  go  to  a  cock-match  ? 

Sir  Wil.  With  a  wench,  'Tony?  '  Is  me  a  fliakebag, 
'  firrah  ?'  let  ine  bite  your  cheek  for  that. 

Witiu.  Horrible  !  he  has  a  breath  like  a  bagpipe — Ay, 
ay,  come  will  you  march,  my  Salopian? 

Sir  Wil.  Lead  on,  little  Tony- — I'll  follow  thee  my 
Anthony,  my  Tanthcxy ;  firrah  thou  {halt  be  my  Tantoty, 
and  I'll  be  thy  pig. 

— Juutajfig/erjftiirSllltXR  and  Sophi 

[Exeunt  Sir  Wilful,   A.V.  Witwou'd,   aKttFoible. 

L.  Wifo.  This  will  never  do.  It  will  never  make  a 
match — At  leaft  before  he  has  been  abroad. 

Enter  Wait\vell  dijguijed  as  j~or  Sir  Rowland. 
Dear  Sir  Rowland,  I  am  confounded  with  confufion  at 
tae  retrofpeftion  of  my  own  tadenefs, — I  have  mere  par- 
dons to  afk  than  the  Pope  dirbibutes  in  tre  year  of  Ju- 
b:l.e.  But  I  hope  where  there  is  likely  to  be  fo  near  an 
alliance, — we  may  unbend  the  feverity  of  decorum-— 
and  diipenfe  with  a  little  ceremony. 

Wait.  My  impatience,  madam,  is  the  eiTecl  cf  my 
tranfpcrt  j  and  'till  I  have  the  pcfleffion  of  your  adora- 
ble perfon,  I  am  tantaliz'd  on  the  rack;  and  do  but 
hang,  madam,  on  the  tenter  of  expectation. 

'L.WiJh.  You  have  excefs  of  gallantry,  Sir  Rowland; 

and  prefc, things  to  aconclufion,  with  a  molt  prevailing 

J  vehc- 
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vehemence — But  a  day  or  two  for  decency  of  marriage- 

Wait.  For  decency  of  funeral,  madam.  The  delay 
will  break  my  heart — or  if  that  fliould  fail,  I  {hall  be 
poifon'd.  My  nephew  will  get  an  inkling  of  my  defigns 
and  poifon  me,— •'-and  I  would  willingly  ilarve  him  before 
I  die—I  would  gladly  go  out  of  the  woi  Id  with  that  fa- 
tisfaclion. — That  would  be  fome  comfort  to  me,  if  I 
could  but  live  fo  long  as  to  be  reveng'd  on  that  unnatu- 
ral viper. 

L.  Wijh.  Is  he  fo  unnatural,  fay  you  ;  truly  I  would 
contribute  much  both  to  the  fnving  of  your  life,  and  the 
accomplimment  of  your  revenge — Not  that  I  refpeit  my- 
fcif;  iho'  he  has  been  a  perfidious  wretch  to  me. 

Walt.  Perfidious  to  you  !         , 

L.  Wifo.  O  Sir  Rowland,  the  hours  that  he  has  dy'd 
away  at  my  feet,  the  tears  that  he  has  (lied,  the  oaths 
that  he  has  fworn,  the  palpitations  that  he  has  felt,  the 
trances  and  tremblings,  the  ardors  and  the  exatfies,  the 
kneelings  and  the  rillngs,  the  heart-heavings  and  the 
hand-gripings,  the  pangs  and  the  pathetick  regards  of" 
his  proteiling  eyes !  Oh  no  memory  can  regifler. 

Wait.  What,  my  rival !  is  the  rebel  my  rival  ?  a'dies. 

L.  Wifo.  No,  don't  kill  him  at  once,  Sir  Rowland, 
ftarve  him  gradually,, inch  by  inch. 

Wait.  I'll  do't.  In  three  weeks  he  mall  be  barefoot ; 
in  a  month  out  at  knees  with  begging  an  alms — he  mail 
Ilarve  upward  and  upward,  'till  he  has  nothing  living 
but  his  head,  and  then  go  out  in  a  ftink  like  a  candle's 
end  upon  a  fave-all. 

L.  Wijh.  Well,  Sir  Rowland,  you  have  the  way  — 
You  are  no  novice  in  the  labyrinth  of  love — You  have 
the  clue — But  as  I  am  a  perfon,  Sir  Rowland,  you  mufl 
not  attribute  my  yielding  to  any  finifter  appetite,  or  in- 
digeftion  of  widowhood  j  nor  impute  my  complacency 
to  any  lethargy  of  continence — I  hope  you  do  not  thi,.k- 
me  prone  to  any  iteration  of  nuptials. — 

Wait.   Far  be  it  from  me — 

L.  Wljb.  If  you  do,  I  proteft  Pmufl  recede  — or  think 
that  I  have  made  a  proflitution  of  decorums  ;  but  in  the 
vehemence  of  companion,  and  to  fave  the  life  of  a  perfon 
of  fo  much  importance—- 

Wait. 
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Walt.  I  eftecm  it  fo — 

L.  Wijb.  Or  elfe  you  wrong  my  condefcenfion — 

Walt.  I  do  not,  I  do  not — 
.    L.  Wijb.  Indeed  you  do. 

Wait.  I  do  not,  fair  fhrine  of  virtue. 

L.  Wijb.  If  you  think  the  leaft  fcruple  of  carnality 
was  an  ingredient — 

Wait,  Dear  madam,  no.  You  are  all  campbire  and 
frankincenfe,  all  chaftity  and  odour, 

L.  Wijh.  Or  that— 

Enter  Foible. 

£V.  Madam,  the  dancers  are  ready,  and  there's  one 
with  a  letter,  who  muft  deliver  it  into  your  own  hands. 

,L.  Wijh.  Sir  Rowland,  will  you  give  me  leave  ?  think 
favourably,  judge  candidly,  and  conclude  you  have  found 
a  perfon  who  would  futfer  racks  in  honour's  caufe,  dear 
Sir  Rcwland,  and  will  wait  on  you  inceflantly.  [Exit. 

Wait.  Fy,  fy !— What  a  flavery  have  I  undergone  f 
fpoufe,  hftft  thou  any  cordial?  I  want  fpirits. 

Foi,  What  a  wafhy  rogue  art  thou,  to  pant  thus  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour's  lying  and  fwearing  to  a  fine  lady  ? 

Wait.  O,  (he  is  the  antidote  to  defire.  «  Spoufe, 
*  thou  wilt  fare  the  worfe  for't— I  (hall  have  no  appe- 
'  tite  to  iteration  of  nuptials — this  eight  and  forty  hours.' 
By  this  hand,  I'd  rather  be  a  chairman  in -the  dog-days 
—than  aft  Sir  Rowland  'till  this  time  to-morrow. 
Enter  Lady  Wifhfort  with  a  letter. 

L.  Wijh.  Call  in  the  dancers ;— Sir  Rowland,  we'll 
fit,  if  you  pleafe,  and  fee  the  entC' tainment.  [Dance. 
Now  with  your  permiflion, :  Sir  Rowland,  I  will 
perufe  my  letter— I  would  open  it  in  your  prefence,  be- 
caufe  I  would  not  make  you  uncafy.  If  it  fhould  make 
you  uneafy  I  would  Jsurn  it-r-fpeak  if  It  does — but  you 
may  fee,  the  fuperfcription  is  like  a  woman's  hand. 

Fd.  By  heaven!  Mrs.  Mai-wood 's.  I  know  it. — • 
My  heart  akes — get  it  from  her —  |  •  [T'o  him. 

Wait.  A  woman's  hand  ?  No  madam,  tliat's  no  wo- 
man's hand,  I  fee  that  already.  That's  fomebcdy  whofe 
throat  mult  be  cut. 

L.  Wijh.  Nay,  Sir  Rowland,  flnce  you  gJve,jne  a 
proof  of  your  paffion  by  your  jealoufy,  i  promife  you- 
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I'll   make  a  return,   by   a  frank  communication — You 
{hall  fee  it  — we'll  open  it  together — look  you  here. 

Reads — Madam,  tho*  unknown  to  you  [Look  you  there, 
'tis  from  nobody  that  I  know.]  /  have  that  honour  for 
your  char  after,  ibat  I  think  niyfelf '  ollig 'd  to  let  you  know 
\ou-ars  abused.  He  ivbo  pretends  to  be  Sir  Rowland  is  a 
"cheat  and  a  rajcal— 
:  O'  heavens!  what's  this  ? 

For.  Unfortunate,  all's  ruin'd'T 

Wait.  Ho\v,  how ;  le^  me  fee,  lei  Hie  fee — reading. 
jl  rajcal  and  dijguis1  d,  and  fuliorn1 ' d  for  thut  impoJlu)'e-~- 
Uvi'ilaihv!  O  villainy! — By  the  contri<v  ance  of— - 

L.  Wife.  I  {hall  faint,  I  mall  die,  hd  ! 

Fai.  Say  'tis  your  nephew's  han'd. — Quickly,  his 
plot,  fvv'ear  it,  fwcar  if. — 

Wait.  Here's  a  villain  !  madam  j  don't  you  perceive 
it,  don't  ybu  fee  it  ? 

L.  Wijh.  Too  well,  too  well.    I  have  feen  too  much. 

Wait.  I  told  you  at  fir/t  I  knew  the  hand — A  woman's 
hand  ?  The  rafcal  writes  a  fort  of  a  large  ha.id  ;  your 
Roman'hznd — I  faw  there  was  a  throat  to  be  cut  pre- 
fentlv.  Jf  he  were  my  fon,  as  he  is  my  nephew,  I'd 
piftol  him — 

Foi.  O  treachery  !  But  are  you  fure,  Sir  Rowland,  it 
is  his  writing  ? 

Wait.  Sure?  Am  I  here?  Do  Hive?  Do  I  love  tMs 
pearl  of  India  ?  I  have  twenty  letters  in  my  pocket  from 
him,  in  the  fame  character. 

L.  Wi/h.  How! 

Foi.  O  what  luck  it  is,  Sir  Rowland,  that  you  were 
prefent  at  this  juncture !  this  was  the  bufinefs  that  brought 
Mr.  Mirabfll  difguis'd  to  madam  Millamant  this  after- 
noon. I  thought  fomething  was  contriving,  when  he 
Hole  by  me  and  would  have  hid  his  face. 

L.  Wijb.  How,  how  ! — I  heard  the  villain  was  in  the 
houfe  indeed;  and  now  I  remember,  my  niece  went 
away  abruptly,  when  Sir  Wilfull  was  to  have  made  his 
addrefies. 

Foi.  Then,  then,  madam,  Mr.  Miralell  waited  for 
her  in  her  chamber  j  but  I  would  not  tell  your  ladyfhip, 
to  difcompofe  you  v/hen  you  were  to  receive  Sir  Ro--w!a>?J, 

//<?//.  Enough;  his  date  is  fliort.  Fi/i. 
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Foi.  No,  good  Sir  Rowland,  don't  incur  the  law. 
Wait.  Law  !  I  care  not  for  law.     I  can  but  die,   an'd> 
'tis  in  a  good  caufe — My  lady  mall  be  fatisfy'd  of  my 
truth  and  innocence,  tho'  it  coft  me  my  life. 

L.  Wijh.  No,  dear  Sir  Rowland,  don't  fight;  if  you 
fnou'd  be  kilPd  I  mnft  never  {hew  my  face  ;  or  hang'd, 
— O  confider  my  reputation,  Sir  Rowland- — No,  you 
Jhan't  fight, — I'll  go  in  and  examine  my  niece;  I'll. 
make  her  confefs.  I  conjure  you,  Sir  Rowland,  by  all 
your  love,  not  to  fight. . 

Wait.    I  am  charm'd,  madam ;  I  obey.     But   fome  • 
proof  you  mutt  let  me  give  you ; — I'll  go  for  a  black 
box,  which  contains   the  writings  of  my  whole  eftate, 
and  deliver  that  into  your  hands. 

L.  Wijb.  Ay,    dear  Sir  Rowland,  that  will  be  fome 
Comfort,  bring  the  black  box. 

Wait.  And  may  I  prefume  to  bring  a  contract  to  b« 
fign'd  this  night  ?  May  I  hope  fo  far? 

L.  Wijh.  Bring  what  you  will ;  but  come  alive,  pray, 
come  alive.     O  this  is  a  happy  difcovery. 

Wait.  Dead  or  alive  I'll  come — and  married  we  will 
be  in  fpite  of  treachery  ;    '  ay,  and   get    an  heir  that . 
'  fhall  defeat  the  lafl  remaining  glimpfe  of  hope  in  my 
*  abandon'd  nephew.'     Come,    my  buxom  widow  ; 

Ere  long  you  Jhallfubjlantial  proof  receive 
That  I'm  an  arrant  knight 

Foi. — Or  arrant  knave.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     V.      SCENE  continues. 
Lady  Wiflifort  and  Foible. 

£•  Wijb.  /"\  U  T    of  my   houfe,    out  of  my  houfe,. 

\^/   thou   viper,    thou  ferpent,    that  I    have 
fofter'd  ;  thou  bofom  traitrefs,    that  I  rais'd  from  no- 
thing-—Begone,    begone,    begone,    go,   go—That    I  • 
took  from  wafhing  of  old  gaufe  and  weaving  of  dead 
hair,  with,  a  bleak  blue  uoie,  over  a  .chaffiug-diih  of* 

ftarv'd 
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Itarv'd  embers,  and  dining  behind  a  traverfe-rag,  in  a 
fhop  no  bigger  than  a  birdcage, — go,  go,  ftarve  again* 
do,  do. 

Foi.  Dear  madam,  I'll  beg  pardon  on  my  knees. 
L.  Wijh.  Away,  out,  out,  go  fet  up  for  yourfelf 
again — do,  drive  a  trade,  do,  with  your  three-penny- 
worth of  fmall  ware,  flaunting  upon  a  pack-thread, 
under  a  brandyfeller's  bulk,  or  againft  a  dead  wall  by 
a  balladmonger.  Go,  hang  out  an  o\d.frifcneer-girgett 
with  a  yard  of  yellow  Coiberteen  again  ;  do  ;  an  old 
gnaw'd  mafic,  two  rows  of  pins,  and  a  child's  fiddle  ;  a. 
glafs  necklace,  with  the  beads  broken,  and  a  quilted 
night-cap  with  one  ear,  Go,  go,  drive  a  trade, — Thefe 
were  your  commodities,  you  treacherous  trull,  this  was 
the  merchandize  you  dealt  in,  when  I  took  you  into 
my  houfe,  plac'd  you  next  myfelf,  and  made  you  go- 
vernante  of  my  whole  family.  You  have  forgot  this, 
have  you,  now  you  have  feather'd  your  neft  ? 

Fci.  No,  no,  dear  madam.  Do  but  hear  me,  have 
beta  moment's  patience — I'll  confefs  all.  ^Ar.Mirabell 
feduc'd  me  ;  I  am  not  the  firil  that  he  has  wheedled  with 
his  dilTembling  tongue  ;  your  ladyfhip's  own  wirdom 
has  been  deluded  by  him,  then  ho'w  fhould  I,  a  poor  ig- 
norant, defend  myfelf?  O  madam,  if  you  knew  but 
what  he  promis'd  me,  and  how  he  afiur'd  me  your  la- 
dyfliip  flioald  come  to  no  damage — Or  elfe  the  wealth 
of  the  Indies  mould  not  have  brib'd  me  to  confpire 
againft  fo  good,  fo  Aveet,  fo  kind  a  lady  as  you  have 
been  to  me. 

L.  Wijb.  No  damage!  What,  to  betray  me,  and 
marry  me  to  a  caft  fcrving-man  ;  '  to  make  me  a  recep- 
•*  tacle,  an  hofpital  for  a  decay'd  pimp  ?'  No  damage !  O 
.thou  frontlefs  impudence,  more  than  a  big-belly'd  acirefs. 
Fei.  Pray  do  but  hear,  me,  madam;  he  could  next 
marry  your  ladyfhip,  madam — No,  indeed,  his  mar- 
riage was  to  have  been  void  in  law ;  for  he  was  mar- 
ry'd  tome  firft,  to  fecure  your  ladyfhip.  '  He  could  not 
'  have  bedded  your  ladymip;  for  if  he  had  confum- 
'  mated  with  your  ladyfhip,  he  mu<t  have  run  the  rifque 
'  of  the  law,  *ind  been  put  upon  his  clergy' — Yes,  in- 
deed, I  enquir'd  of  the  law  in  that  cafe  before  I  would 
meddle  or  make.  . 
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L.  It'ijh.  What,  then  I  have  been  your  property  ,Tiave 
I  ?  I  have  been  convenient  to  ycu,  it  feems, — while 
you  were  catering  for  Mirabell,  I  have  been  broker  for 
you  ?  '  What,  have  you  made  a  pa/live  bawd  of  me  ?' — 
This  exceeds  all  precedent;  1  am  brought  to  fine  ufes,  to 
become  a  botcher  of  fecond-hand  marriages  between 
Abigails  and  Andrew*  !  I'll  couple  you.  Yes,  I'll  bafte 
you  together,  you  and  your  Philander.  I'll  Duke's-PLice 
you,  as  I'm  a  perfon.  Your  turtle  is  in  cultody  already  : 
you  fhall  coo  in  the  fame  cage,  if  there  be  a  conftable 
or  warrant  in  the  parifli.  [Exit. 

Foi.  O  that  ever  I  was  born  !  O  that  I  was  ever  mar- 
ry'd! — a. bride,  ay  I  mall  bs  a  Eridc.--v.-eli  bride,  oh  ! 

Enter  Mrs,  Fainall. 
/Mrs.  Fain.  Poor  Foible,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Foi.  O  madam,  my  lady's  gone  for  a  conftable  ;  I 
flu-ill  be  had  to  a  juftice,  .and  put  to  .Bridewell  to  beat 
hemp  ;  poor  Waitivell's  gone  to  prifon  already. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Have  a  good  heart,  Foible  ;  MiralelPs 
gone  to  give  fecurity  for  him..  This  is  all  Mariuaod's 
and  my  huflband's  doing. 

Foi.  Yes,  yes,  I  know  it,  madam  ;  file  was  in  my 
lady's  clofet,  and  overheard  all  that  you  faid  to  me  be- 
fore dinner.  She  fent  the  letter  to  my  lady;  and 
that  miffing  effeft,  Mr.  Fainall  laid  this  plot  to  arreft 
Waitwell,  when  he  pretended  to  go  for  the  papers  ;  and 
in  the  mean  time  Mrs.  Mariuood  declared  all  to  my 
lady. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Was  there  no  mention  made  of  me  in  the 
letter — My  mother  does  not  fufpeft  my  being  in  the  con- 
federacy ;  I  fancy  Mar^cood  has  not  told  her,  tho'  me 
has  told  my  huiband. 

Foi.  Yes,  madam ;  but  my  lady  did  not  fee  that 
part:  we  ftifled  the  letter  before  me  read  fo  far.  Has 
that  mifchievous  devil  told  Mr.  Fainall  of  your  lady- 
fhip  then  ? 

Mrs.  Fain.  Ay,  all's  out  ;  '  my  affair  with  Miralell,' 
every  thing  difcover'd.  This  is  the  lall  day  of  our 
living  together,  that's  my  comfort. 

Foi.  Indeed  !  madam  ;  and  fo  'tis  a  comfort  if  you 
knew  all, — he  has  been  even  with  your  ladyfhip  ;  which 

I  cou'd 
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I  ccu'd  have  told  you  long  enough  fince,  but  I  love 
to  keep  peace  and  quictnefs  by  my  good  will  :  I  hr.d 
rather  bring  friends  together,  than  fee  them  at  diftance. 
But  Mrs.  Mamcid  and  he  are  nearer  related  than  ever 
their  parents  thought  for'. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Say  'it  thou  fo,  Foible?  Canft  thou  prove 
this  ? 

Fc,l.  I  can  take  my  oath  of  it,  madam,  fo  can  Mrs. 
M'tHcin*  ;  we  have  had  many  a  f;iir  word  from  madam 
Mar^ood,  to  conceal  ibmething  that  puffed  in  our 
chamber  one  evening  when  we  were  at  Hyde  Park  ; 
— and  we  were  thought  to  have  gone  a  walking:  but 

we  went  up  unawares, tho'  we  were  fworn  to  lecrecy 

too  ;  madam  Mar-ivood  took  a  book  and  fwore  us  upon  it : 
but  it  was  but  a  book  of  poems. — So  long  as  it  was  not 
a  Bible-oath,  we  may  break  it  with  a  fafe  conscience-. 

Mrs.  Fain.    This    difcovery  is   the    moft  opportune 
thing  I  could  wiih— Now,  Mincing  ! 
Enter  Mincing. 

l\linc.  My  lady  wcu'd  fpeak  with  Mrs.  Foiik,  mem. 
Ivir.  Miralell  is  with  her;  he  has  fee  yoor  fpoufe  at  li- 
berty, Mrs.  Foible,  and  wou'd  have  you  hide  yourfelf  in 
my  lady's  clofet,  'till  my  old  lady's  anger  is  abated. 
O,  my  old  lady  is  in  a  perilous  paflion,  at  fomething 
i.lr.  Fp.inall'hzs  faid  ;  he  f.vears,  and  my  old  lady  cries. 
There's  a  fearful  hurricane,  I  vow,  He  fays,  mem, 
how  that  he'll  have  my  lady's  fortune  made  over  to 
him,  or  he'll  be  divorc'iL 

Mrs.  Fain.  Does  your  lady  or  Mirabell  know  that  ? 

j^Jinc.  Yes,  mem,  they  have  fent  me  to  fee  if  Sir 
WilfiilL  be  fober,  and  to  bring  him  to  them.  My  lady 
is  refolved  to  have  him,  I  think,  raiher  than  loie  fuch 
a  vaft  fum  as  fix  thoufand  pounds.  O,  come  Mrs. 
Fcible,  I  hear  my  old  lady. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Fcible,  you  muil  tell  Mincing,  that  fhe 
mud  prepare  to  vouch  when  I  call  her. 

Foi.  Yes,  yes,  madam. 

Mine.  O,  yes,  mem,  I'll  vouch  any  thing  for  your  la- 
dyihip's  fervice,  be  what  it  will. 

[Exeunt  Foible  and  Mincing. 
Enter 


T2          THE    WAY    OF    THE    WORLD. 

Enter  Lady  Wifhfort  and  Mrs.  Marwood. 

L.  Wi/h.  O  my  dear  friend,  how  can  I  enumerate  the 
"benefits  that  I  have  receiv'd  from  your  goodnefs  ?  To 
you  I  owe  the  timely  difcovery  of  the  falfe  vows  of  Mi- 
rabell;  to  you  I  owe  the  deteftion  of  the  importer  Sir 
Rowland.  And  now  you  are  become  an  interceflbr  with 
jry  fon-in-law,  to  lave  the  honour  of  my  houfe,  and 
compound  for  the  frailties  of  my  daughter.  Weil,  friend, 
you  are  enough  to  reconcile  me  to  the  bad  world,  or  elfe 
I  would  retire  to  defarts  and  folitudes ;  and  feed  harm- 
lefs  fheep  by  groves  and  purling  flreams.  Dear  Mar-wood, 
lee  us  leave  the  world,  and  retire  by  ourfelves,  and  be 
•fhepherdefles. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Let  us  firftdifpatchthe  affair  in  hand,  ma- 
dam. We  fhall  have  leifure  to  think  of  retirement  af- 
terwards. Here  is  one  who  is  concern'd  in  the  treaty. 

L.  Wijh.  O  daughter,  daughter,  is  it  poffible  thou 
Ihould'ft  be  my  child,  bcne  of  my  bone,  and  fkfh  of  my 
.flefh,  and  as  I  may  fsy,  another  me,  and  yet  tranfgrefs 
the  minute  particle  of  fevere  virtue?  Is  it  poffible  you 
fliouid  lean  afide  to  iniquity,  who  have  been  caft  in  the 
direct  mould  of  virtue  ?  '  I  have  not  only  been  a  mould, 
'  but  a  pattern  for  you,  and  a  model  for  you,  after  you 
'  were  brought  into  the  world.' 

Mrs.  Fain.  I  don't  underftand  your  ladyfhip. 

L.  Wifo.  Not  underfland!  why,  have  you  not  been 
naught'  have  you  not  been  fophiilicated?  not  under- 
Hand  r  here  I  am  ruin'd  to  compound  for  your  caprices 
'  and  your  cuckoldom?.'  I  muft  part  with  my  plate  and 
my  jewels,  and  ruin  my  niece,  and  all  little  enough- 
Mrs.  Fain.  I  am  wrong'd  andabus'd,  and  fo  are  you. 
'Tis  a  falfe  accufation,  '  as  falfe  as  hell,'  as  falfe  as  your 
friend  there,  ay,  or  your  friend's  friend,  my  falfe  huf- 
band. 

Mrs.  Mar.  My  friend,  Mrs.  Fainall?  your  hufband 
my  friend !  what  do  you  mean  r 

Mrs.  Fain.  I  know  what  I  mean,  madam,  and  fo  do 
you;  and  fo  fhall  the  world  at  a  time  convenient. 

Mrs.  Mar.  I  am  forry  to  fee  you  fo  paflionate,  madam. 
More  temper  would  look  more  like  innocence.  But  I 
have  done.  I  am  forry  my  zeal  to  ferve  your  ladyfhip 

and 
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and  family  fhonld  admit  of  mifconftruction,  or  make 
me  liable  to  affronts.  You  will  pardon  me,  madam, 
if  I  meddle  no  more  with  an  affair,  in  which  I  am  not 
perfonally  concern'd. 

L.  IVijh.  O  dear  friend,  I  am  fo  amam'd  that  you 
mould  meet  with  fuch  returns ; — you  ought  to  afk  par- 
don on  your  knees,  ungrateful  creature;  me  deferves 
more  from  you,  than  all  your  life  can  accomplim — O 
don't  leave  me  deftitute  in  this  perplexity  ; — no,  ftick 
to  me,  my  good  genius. 

Mrs.  Fain.  I  tell  you,  madam,  you're  abus'd — Stick 
to  you  ?  ay,  like  a  leach,  to  fuck  your  beft  blood — 
me'll  drop  off  when  (he's  full.  Madam,  you  fhan'c 
pawn  a  bodkin,  nor  part  with  a  brafs  counter,  in  com- 
pofition  for  me.  I  defy  'em  all.  Let  'em  prove  their 
afperfions :  I  know  my  own  innocence,  and  dare  ftand  a 
trial.  [Exit. 

L.  Wijh.  Why,  if  me  mould  be  innocent,  if  me 
mould  be  wrong'd  after  all,  ha?  I  don't  know  what  to) 
think, — and  I  promife  you,  her  education  has  beea 
very  unexceptionable — I  may  fay  it ;  for  I  chiefly  made 
it  my  own  care  to  initiate  her  very  infancy  in  the  rudi- 
ments of  virtue,  and  to  imprefs  upon  her  tender  years  a 
young  odium  and  averfion  to  the  very  fight  of  men, — ay 
friend,  me  wou'd  ha'  fhriek'd  if  me  had  but  feen  a  man, 
'till  (lie  was  in  her  teens.  As  I'm  a  perfon  'tis  true — • 
She  v/as  never  fuffer'd  to  play  with  a  male-child,  tho* 
but  in  coats  ;  nay,  her  very  babies  were  of  d\t  feminine 
gender.—  O,  me  never  look'd  a  man  in  the  face,  but  her 
own  father,  or  the  chaplain,  and  him  we  made  a  fhift  to 
put  upon  her  for  a  woman,  by  the  help  of  his  long  gar- 
ments, and  his  flcek  face ;  'till  (he  was  going  in  her 
fifteen. 

Mrs.  Mar.  'Twas  much  me  mould  be  deceiv'd  fo 
long. 

L.  Wifh.  I  warrant  you,  or  fhe  would  never  have  borne 
to  have  been  catechiz'd  by  him ;  and  have  heard  his  long 
leftures  againft  fmging  and  dancing,  and  fuch  debau- 
cheries ;  and  going  to  filthy  plays,  and  profane  mufick- 
meetings,  where  the  lewd  trebles  fqueak  re  thing  but 
bawdy,  and  the  bafTes  roar  blafphemy.  O,  fhe  would 
D  have 
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have  fwoon'd  at  the  fighter  name  of  an  obfcene  play- 
book-  -and  can  I  think  after  all  this,  that  my  daughter 
can  be  naught  ?  What,  a  whore  ?  and  thought  it  excom- 
munication to  fet  her  foot  within  the  door  of  a  playhoufe. 
O  dear  friend,  I  can't  believe  it.  No,  no;  as  ihe  fays, 
let  him  prove  it,  let  him  prove  it. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Prove  it,  madam  ?  what,  and  have  your 
name  proftituted  in  a  publick  court ;  yours  and  your 
daughter's  reputation  worry'd  at  the  bar  by  a  p;ick  of 
bawling  lawyers  ?  to  be  ufher'd  in  with  an  O  yes  of 
fcandal;  and  have  your  cafe  open'd  by  an  old  fumbling 
letcher  in  a  coif  like  a  man-midwife,  to  bring  your 
daughter's  infamy  to  light ;  to  be  a  theme  for  legal  pun- 
ilers,  and  quibblers  by  the  ftatute ;  and  become  a  jeft, 
againft  a  rule  of  court,  where  there  is  no  precedent  for  a 
jeft  in  any  record  ;  not  even  in  Doomfday-book ;  to  dif- 
compofe  the  gravity  of  the  bench,  and  provoke  naughty 
interrogatories  in  more  naughty  law  Latin ;  while  the 
good  judge,  tickl'd  with  the  proceeding,  fimpers  under 
a  grey  beard,  and  fidgets  off  and  on  hiscufhion,  as  if  he 
had  fwallow'd  cantharides,  or  fate  upon  cow-itch. 

"L.Wifi.   O,   'tis  very  hard! 

Mrs.  Mar.  And  then  to  have  my  young  revellers  of 
the  Temple  take  notes,  like  'prentices  at  a  conventicle; 
and  after  talk  it  over  again  in  commons,  or  before  draw- 
ers in  an  eating-houfe. 

L.  Wijk.  Wcrfe  and  worfe. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Nay,  this  is  nothing  ;  if  it  would  end  here 
*twere  well.  But  it  niuft  after  this  be  confign'd  by  the 
fhort-hand  writers  to  the  publick  prefs ;  and  from  thence 
be  transferr'd  to  the  hands,  nay,  into  the  throats  and 
lungs  of  hawkers,  with  voices  more  licentious  than  the 
loud  flounder-man's  :  and  this  you  mult  hear  'till  you  are 
ftunn'd  ;  nay,  you  muft  hear  nothing  elfe  for  fome  days. 

L.  Wijh.  O,  'tis  infupportable  !  No,  no,  dear  friend, 
make  it  up,  make  it  up  ;  ay,  ay,  I'll  compound.  I'll 
give  up  all,  myfelf  and  myall,  my  niece  and  her  all — 
any  thing,  every  thing  for  compofition. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Nay,  madam,  I  advife  nothing ;  I  only 
lay  before  you,  as  a  friend,  the  inconveniencies  which 
perhaps  you  have  overfeen.  Here  comes  Mr.  Fainall\ 

if 


if  he  will  be  fatisfy'd  to  huddle  up  all  in  filence,  I  fhall 
be  glad.  You  muft  think  I  would  rather  congratulate 
than  condole  with  you. 

Enter  Fain  all. 

L.  Wijh.  Ay,  ay,  I  do  not  doubt  it,  dear  Marwood ', 
no,  no,  I  do  not  doubt  it. 

Fain.  Well,  madam ;    I  have  fuffer'd  myfelf  to   be 
overcome  by  the  importunity  of  this  lady  your  friend  ;  - 
and  am  content  you  mall  enjoy  your  own  proper  eftate 
during  life ;  on  condition  you  oblige  yourfelf  never  to 
marry,  under  fuch  penalty  as  I  think  convenient. 

L.  Wtjb.  Never  to  marry! 

Fain.  No  more  Sir  Rowlands — the  next  impofture  may 
not  be  fo  timely  deteded. 

Mrs.  Mar.  That  condition,  I  dare  anfwer,  my  lady 
will  confent  to,  without  difficulty;  me  has  already  but 
too  much  experienc'd  the  perndioufnefs  of  men.  Befides, 
madam,  when  we  retire  to  our  pcftoral  folitude,  we  mail 
bid  adieu  to  all  other  thoughts. 

L.  Wijb.  Ay,  that's  true;  '  but  in  cafe  of  neceffity; 
'  as  of  health,  or  fome  fuch  emergency. 

Fain.  '  O,  if  you  are  prefcrib'd  marriage,  you  fhall 
'  be  confider'd  ;  I  will  only  referve  to  myfelf  the  power 
'  to  choofe  for  you.  If  your  phyfick  be  wholefome,  it 
'  matters  not  who  is  your  apothecary.'  Next,  my  wife 
fhall  fettle  on  me  the  remainder  of  her  fortune,  not  made 
over  already;  and  for  her  maintenance  depend  entirely 
on  my  difcretion. 

L.  Wijh.  This  is  m oft  inhumanly  favage ;  exceeding 
the  barbarity  of  a  Mufcovite  hufband. 

Fain.  I  learn'd  it  from  his  Czarijh  majeily's  retinue, 
in  a  winter  evening's  conference  over  brandy  and  pep- 
per, amongft  other  fecrets  of  matrimony  and  policy,  as 
they  are  at  prefent  pradis'd  in  the  northern  hemifphere. 
But  this  mull  be  agreed  unto,  and  that  pofitively.  Laft- 
ly,  I  will  be  endovv'd,  in  right  of  my  wife,  with  that 
fix  thoufand  pounds,  which  is  the  moiety  of  Mrs.  Milla- 
mant's  fortune  in  your  pofleffion ;  and  which  me  has  for- 
feited (as  will  appear  by  the  laft  will  and  teftament  of 
your  deceafed  hufband,  Sir  Jonathan  Wijbfcrt)  by  her 
di£bbedicnce  in  contracting  herfelf  againft  your  confent 
D  2  or. 
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rr  knowledge  ;  and  by  refufing  the  ofFer'd  match  with 
Sir  Wilful  Witrwoitd,  which  you,  like  a  careful  aunt, 
had  provided  for  her. 

L.  Wiflj,  My  nephew  was  non  (ombos  ;  and  could  not 
make  his  addreffes. 

Fain.  I  come  to  make  demand-; — I'll  hear  no  objec- 
tions, 

L.  JH/j.  You  will  grant  me  time  to  confider  ? 

Ffi-n.  Yes,  while  the  instrument  is  drawing,  to  which 
\c.u  muft  fet  your  hand  'till  more  fufiicient  deeds  can  be 
jtrfjcled,  which  I  will  take  care  mall  be  done  with 
.11  {•ofllble  fpeed.  In  the  mean  while  I  will  go  for  the 
fsid  inftrument,  and  'till  my  return  you  may  balance 
tl-is  matter  in  your  own  difcretion.  [Exit. 

L.  Wifo.  This  infolence  is  beyond  all  precedent,  all 
i  ;  ran  ft  I  be  fubjecl  to  this  mercilefs  villain  ? 

Mr?.  Mar.  'Tis  fevere  indeed,  madam,  that  you 
fhou'd  fmart  for  your  daughter's  failings. 

L.  Wijb.  'Twas  againft  my  confent  that  me  marry'd 
this  barbarian;  but  The  wou'd  have  him,  tho*  her  year 
was  not  out — Ah  !  her  firft  hufband,  my  fon  Languijb, 
\vou'd  not  have  carry'd  it  thus.  Well,  that  was  my 
(hoice,  this  is  hers  ;  fhe  is  match'd  now  with  a  witnefs 
— I  {hall  be  mad,  dear  friend  ;  is  there  no  comfort  for 
me  ?  Muft  .1  live  to  be  confifcated  at  this  rebel-rate  ? 
—Here  comes  two  more  of  my  ^Egyptian  plagues  too. 
Enter  Millamant  and  Sir  Wilful. 

Sir  Wil.  Aunt,   your  fervant. 

Li  Wijb.  Out  caterpillar,  call  not  me  aunt ;  I  know 
thee  not. 

Sir  Wil.  I  confefs  I  have  been  a  little  in  difguife,  as 
they  fay, — 'Sheart  !  and  I'm  forry  for't.  What  wou'd 
you  have  ?  I  hope  I  committed  no  offence,  aunt — and 
if  I  did  I  am  willing  to  make  fatisfaftion  ;  and  what 
can  a  man  fay  fairer?  If  I  have  broke  any  thing  I'll  pay 
for't,  an  it  coft  a  pound.  And  fo  let  that  content  for 
what's  paft,  and  make  no  more  words.  For  what's  to 
come,  to  pleafure  you,  I'm  willing  to  marry  my  cou- 
fm.  So  pray  let's  all  be  friends,  fhe  and  I  are  agreed 
upon  the  matter  before  a  witnefs. 

L.  Wijb. 
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L.  Wijh.  How's  this,  dear  neice  ?  have  I  any  comfort  ? 
can  this  be  true  ? 

Mitt.  I  am  content  to  be  a  facrifice  to  your  repofe, 
madam  ;  and  to  convince  you  that  I  had  no  hand  in  the 
plot,  as  you  were  mifinform'd,  I  have  laid  my  com- 
mands on  Mirabel!  to  come  in  perfon,  and  be  awitnefs 
that  I  give  my  hand  to  this  flower  of  Knighthood  ;  and 
for  the  contract  that  pafs'd  between  Mirabdl  and  me,  I 
have  oblig'd  him  to  make  a  refignation  of  it  in  your  la- 

dylhip's  prefence  ; he  is  without,  and  waits  your 

leave  for  admittance. 

L.  Wijh.  Well,  I'll  fwear  I  am  fomething  reviv'd  at 
this  teftimony  of  your  obedience ;  but  I  cannot  admit 

that  traitor, 1  fear  I  cannot  fortify  myfelf  to  fupport 

his  appearance.  He  is  as  terrible  to  me  as  a  Gorgon  ; 
if  I  fee  him  I  fear  I  mail  turn  to  ftone,  and  petrify  in- 
ccflantly. 

Mill.  If  you  difoblige  him  he  may  refent  your  refufal, 
and  innft  upon  the  contract  Hill.  Then  'tis  the  laft  time 
he  will  be  offenfive  to  you. 

L.  Wijh.  Are  you  fiire  it  will  be  the  laft  time?  •  •• 
if  I  were  fure  of  that mail  I  never  fee  him  again  ? 

Mill.  Sir  Wilful!,  you  and  he  are  to  travel  together, 
are  you  not  ? 

Sir  Wil.  'Sheart,  the  gentleman's  a  civil  gentleman 
aunt,  let  him  come  in  ;  why  we  are  fworn  brothers  and- 
fellow-travellers.  We  are  to  be  Pylc.dcs  and  Oreftes,  he 
and  I — He  is  to  be  my  interpreter  in  foreign  parts.  Ke 
has  been  over-feas  once  already  ;  and  with  provifo  that 
I  marry  my  coufin,  will  crofs  'em  once  again,  only  to 
bear  me  company. — 'Sheart,  I'll  call  him  in, — an  I  fet 
on't  once,  he  mail  come  in  ;  and  fee  who'll  hinder  him. 
[Goes  to  the  door  and  betns.- 

Mrs.  Mar.  This  is  precious  fooling,  if  it  wou'd  pafs  j 
but  I'll  know  the  bottom  of  it. 

L.  Wijh.  O  dear  Marwood,  you  are  not  going  ? 

Mrs.  Mar.  Not  far,  madam  ;  I'll  return  immediately. 

[Exit, 
Eater  Mirabell. 

Sir  Wil,  Look   up,  man,  I'll   Hand   by  you  ;   'shod, 

an  fhe  do  frown,  me  can't  kill  you  j — befides — harkee, 

JD  3  ftie 
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fhe  dare  not  frown  defperately,  becaufe  her  face  is  none 
of  her  own  ;  'fheart,  and  (he  fhou'd,  her  forehead  wou'd 
wrinkle  like  the  coat  of  a  cream-cheefe  ;  but  mum  for 
that,  fellow-traveller. 

Mir  a.  If  a  deep  fenfe  of  the  many  injuries  t  have  of- 
fer'd  to  fo  good  a  lady,  with  a  fmcere  remorfe,  and  a 
hearty  contrition,  can  but  obtain  the  leaft  glance  of 
compaffion,  I  am  too  happy,— ah,  madam,  there  was  a 
time — but  let  it  be  forgotten — I  confefs  I  have  defervedly 
forfeited  the  high  place  I  once  held,  of  fighing  at  your 
feet ;  nay,  kill  me  not,  by  turning  from  me  in  difdain 
—I  come  not  to  plead  for  favour  ; — nay,  not  for  pardon  ; 
I  am  a  fuppliant  only  for  pity — I  am  going  where  I  ne- 
ver mall  behold  you  more. — 

Sir  WtL  How,  fellow-traveller  ! — you  mall  go  by 
yourfelf  then. 

Mir.  Let  me  be  pitied  firft  ;  and  afterwards  forgotten 
— I  afic  no  more. 

Sir  H"il.  By'r  lady  a  very  reafonable  requeft,  and  will 
coft  you  nothing,  aunt. — Come,  come,  forgive  and  for- 
get, aunt ;  why  you  muft,  an  you  are  a  Christian. 

Mir.  Confider,  madam,  in  reality,  you  cou'd  not  re- 
ceive much  prejudice  ;  it  was  an  innocent  device  ;  tho' 
I  confefs  it  had  a  face  of  guiltinefs, — it  was  at  moft  an 
artifice  which  love  contriv'd — and  errors  which  love  pro- 
duces have  ever  been  accounted  -venial.  At  leaft  think 
it  is  punimment  enough,  that  I  have  loft  what  in  my 
heart  I  hold  moft  dear  ;  that  to  your  cruel  indignation 
I  have  offer' d  up  this  beauty,  and  with  her  my  peace 
and  quiet ;  nay,  all  my  hopes  of  future  comfort. 

Sir  Wll.  An  he  does  not  move  me,  wou'd  I  may  ne- 
ver be  o'the  Quorum. — An  it  were  not  as  good  a  deed  as 
to  drink,  to  give  her  to  him  again, — I  wou'd  I  might 
never  take  (hipping — Aunt,  if  you  don't  forgive  quickly, 
I  (hall  melt,  I  can  tell  you  that.  My  contract  went  no 
farther  than  a  little  mouth-glue,  and  that's  hardly  dry  ; 
— One  doleful  figh  more  from  my  fellow-traveller,  and 
'tis  diflblv'd. 

L.  Wijh.  Well  nephew,  upon  your  account — Ah,  he 
has  a  fa  He  iniumating  tongue — Well,  fir,  I  will  fttfie 
ir.y  jull  refeutraent,  at  my  nephew's  regueil-— I  will  en- 
deavour 
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deavour  what  I  can  to  forget, — but  on  Provifo  that  you 
refign  the  contract  with  my  niece  immediately. 

Mir.  It  is  in  writing,  and  with  papers  of  concern ; 
but  I  have  fent  my  fervant  for  it,  and  will  deliver  it  to 
you,  with  all  acknowledgments  for  your  tranfcendent 
goodnefs. 

L.  Jfijb.  Oh,  he  has  withcraft  in  his  eyes  and  tongue ; 
— When  I  did  not  fee  him,  I  cou'd  have  brib'd  a  vil- 
lain to  his  aflaffination  ;  but  his  appearance  rakes  the 
embers  which  have  fo  long  lain  fmother  d  in  my 
breaft.—  \Afidf~ 

Enter  Fainall  and  Mrs.  Marwood. 

Fain.  Your  debate  of  deliberation,  madam,  is  expir'd. 
Here  is  the  inftrument,  are  you  prepar'd  to  fign  r 

L.  Wifa.  If  I  were  prepar'd,  I  am  not  impower'd. 
My  niece  exerts  a  lawful  claim  having  match'd  herfelf 
by  my  direction  to  Sir  Wilfull. 

Fain.  That  fham  is  too  grofs  to  pafs  on  me— tho'  'tis 
impos'd  on  you,  madam. 

Mill.  Sir,  I  have  given  my  confent. 

Mir.  And,  fir,  I  have  refign'd  my  pretenfions. 

Sir  Wil.  And,  fir,  I  aflert  my  right ;  and  will  main- 
tain it  in-  defiance  of  you,  fir,  and  of  your  inftrument. 
S'heart,  an  you  talk  of  an  inftrument,  fir,  I  have  an  old 
fox  by  my  thigh  mall  hack  your  inftrument  of  Ram  vel- 
lum to  fhreds,  fir.  It  {hall  not  be  fufficient  for  a  mitti- 
mus, or  a  taylor's  meafure  ;  therefore  withdraw  your 
inftrument,  fir,  or  by'r  lady  I  mall  draw  mine. 

L.  Wijh.  Hold,  nephew,  hold. 

Mill.  Good  Sir  Wijful-iefpite  your  valour.. 

Fain.  Indeed?  are  you  provided  of  your  guard  $  with 
your  iingle  beef-eater  there  ?  But  I  am  prepar'd  for  you  ; 
and  infift  upon  my  firft  propofal.  You  mall  fubmit 
your  own  eftate  to  my  management,  and  abfolutely 
make  over,  my  wife's  to.  my  fole  ufe  ;  as  purfuaiit  to  the 
.purport  and  tenor  of  this  other  covenant. — I  fuppofe-, 
madam,  your  confent  is  not  requisite  in  this  cafe  ;  nor, 
Mr.  Mirabell,  your  refignation  ;  nor,  Sir  Wilfully 
your  right — You  may  draw  your  fox  if  you  pleafe, 
fir,  and  make  a  Bear-garden  flaurifh  fomewhere 
elfe:  for  hexa  it.  will  not  avail.  This,  my  lady  Wijb- 
2  fort, 
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fort,  muft  be  fubfcribM,  or  your  darling's  daughter's 
turn'd  adrift,  '  like  a  leaky  hulk'  to  fink  or  fwim,  as  me 
and  the  current  of  this '  lewd'  town  can  agree. 

L.  Wijb.  Is  there  no  means,  no  remedy,  to  flop  my 
ruin  ?  Ungrateful  wretch  !  Doft  thou  not  owe  thy  being, 
thy  fubfiftence  to  my  daughter's  fortune  ? 

Fain.  I'll  anfwer  you  when  I  have  the  reft  of  it  in  my 
poffeffion, 

Mir.  But  that  you  woa'd  not  accept  of  a  remedy  from 
my  hands — I  own  I  have  not  deferv'd  you  fhou'd  owe 
any  obligation  to  me  ;  or  elfe  perhaps  I  could  advife — 

L.  Wijh.  O  what  ?  what  ?  to  fave  me  and  my  child 
from  ruin,  from  want,  I'll  forgive  all  that's  paft;  nay, 
I'll  confent  to  any  thing  to  come,  to  be  deliver'd  from 
this  tyranny. 

Mir.  Ay,  madam ;  but  that  is  too  late,  my  reward  is 
intercepted.  You  have  difpos'd  of  her,  who  only  could 
have  made  me  a  compenfation  for  all  my  fervices  ; — 
but  be  it  as  it  may,  I  am  refolv'd  I'll  ferve  you,  you 
mall  not  be  wrong'd  in  this  favage  manner. 

L.-  Wifo.  How!  dear  Mr.  Mirabell,  can  you  be  fo 
generous  at  laft !  but  it  is  not  poffible. — Harkee,  1*11: 
break  my  nephew's  match  ;  you  mail  have  my  niece  yet, 
and  all  her  fortune,  if  you  can  but  fave  me  from  this  im 
imnent  danger. 

Mir.  Will  you?  I  take  you.  at  your  word.  I  afk  no 
more.  I  mull  have  leave  for  two  criminals  to  appear. 

L.  Wifty.  Ay,  ay,  any  body,  any  body. 

Mir.  Foible  is  one,  and  a  penitent. 

Enter  Mrs.  Fainall,    Foible,  Mincing. 

Mrs.  Mar.  O  my  ftiame  !  [Mira.,axd  Lady  go  to  Mrs. 
Fainall  and  Foible]  thefe  corrupt  things  are  brought* 
hither  to  expofe  me.  [To  Fainall. 

Fain.  If  it  muft  all  come  out,  why  let'em  know  it  'tis 
but  the  Way  of  tfe  ivorM.  That  mall  not  urge  me  to 
relinquifh  or  abate  one  tittle  of  my  terms  j  no,  I  will  in~ 
fift  the  more. 

Foi.  Yes  indeed,  madam,  I'll  take  my  Bible-oath  of 
it. 

Mine.  And  fo  will  I,  mem. 

L.  Wifo.  O  Mar-wood,  Marwood,  art  thou  falfe  !  My 

friend. 
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friend  deceive  me  !  Haft  thou  been   a   wicked  accom- 
plice with  that  profligate  man  ? 

Mrs.  Alar.  Have  you  fo  much  ingratitude  and  in- 
juftice,  to  give  credit  againft  your  friend,  to  the  afper- 
fions  of  two  fuch  mercenary  trulls  : 

Mine.  Mercenary,  mem  !  I  fcorn  your  words.  'Tis  true, 
we  found  you  and  Mr.  Falnall  in  the  blue  garret  ;  by 
the  fame  token,  you  Avore  us  to  fecrecy  upon  Meffalina's 
poems.  Mercenary  !  No,  if  we  would  have  been  mer- 
cenary, we  (hou'd  have  held  our  tongues  ;  you  wou'd 
have  brib'd  us  fuih'ciently. 

Fain.  Go,  you  are  an  infignificant  thing — Well,  what 
are  you  the  better  for  this  ?  Is  this  Mr.  Mirabel? $  ex- 
pedient ?  I'll  bz  put  oft"  no  longer — You,  thing,  that 
was  a  wife,  mail  fmart  for  this.  I  will  not  leave  thee 
wherewithal  to  hide  thy  mame  :  Your  perfon  (hall  be  na- 
ked as  your  reputation. 

Mrs.  Fain  I  defpife  you,  and  defy  your  malice — You 
have  afpers'd  me  wrongfully-^  I  have  prov'd  your  falfe- 
hood — Go  you  and  your  treacherous — I  will  not  name 
it,  but  ftarve  together — Ferifh. 

Fain.  Not  while  you  are  worth  a  groat,  indeed  my 
dear.  Madam,  I'll  be  fool'd  n«  longer. 

L.  Wijb.  Ah,  Mr.  Mirabell,  this  is  fmall  comfort,  the 
detection  of  this  affair. 

Mir.  O  in  good  time— You  leave  for  the  other  offen- 
der and  penitent  to  appear,  madam. 

Enter  Waitwell  luitb  a  box  cf 'writings. 

L.  Wijb.  O  Sir  Rowland— Well  rafcal. 

Wait.  What  your  ladyfhip  pleafes. — I  have  brought 
the  black  box  at  laft,  madam. 

«    Mir.  Give  it  me.     Madam,  you  remember  your  pro- 
mi  fe. 

L.  Wijh.  Ay,  dear  fir. 

Mir.  Where  are  the  gentlemen  ? 

Wait.  At  hand,  fir,  rubbing  their  eyes — juft  rifen 
from  fleep. 

Fain.  S'death  !  what's  this  to  me  ?  Til  not  wait  your 
private  concerns. 

Enter  Petulant  and  Witwou'd. 

Pet.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  whofe  hand's  out  ? 
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Witiu  Heyday!  what,  are  you  all  together,  like'playerj, 
at  the  end  of  the  laft  aft  ? 

Mir.  You  may  remember,  gentlemen,  I  once  requeued 
your  hands  as  witnefles  to  a  certain  parchment. 

Witw.  Ay  I  do,  my  hand  I  remember — Petulant  fet 
his  mark. 

Mir.  You  wrong  him,  his  name  is  fairly  written,  as 
(hall  appear — You  do  not  remember,  gentlemen,  any 
thing  of  what  that  parchment  contained — 

\Undcing  the  box* 

Witvj.  No. 

Pet.  Not  I.     I  writ,  I  read  nothing. 

Mir.  Very  well ;  now  you  mall  know — Madam,  your 
promife. 

L.  Wijb.  Ay,  ay,  fir,  upon  my  honour. 

Mir.  Mr.  Fainall,  it  is  now  time  that  you  fhou'd  know, 
that  your  lady,  while  me  was  at  her  own  difpofal,  and 
before  you  had  by  your  insinuations  wheedled  her  out  of 
a  pretended  fettlement  of  the  greateft  part  of  her  for- 
tune— 

Fain.  Sir  !  pretended! 

Mir.  Yes,  fir,  I  fay,  that  this  lady  while  a  widow, 
having  it  feems  receiv'd  fome  cautions  refpedling  your 
inconstancy  and  tyranny  of  temper,  which  from  her  own- 
partial  opinion  and  fondnefs  of  you  me  cou'd  never  have 
fufpe&ed — She  did,  I  fay,  by  the  wholefome  advice  of 
friends,  and  of  fages  learn'd  in  the  laws  of  this  land, 
deliver  this  fame  as  her  a£t  and  deed  to  me  in  truft,  and 
to  the  ufes  within  mention'd.  You  may  read  if  you  pleafe 
—  [holding  out  the  parchment]  tho'  perhaps  what  is  writen, 
on  the  back  may  ferve  your  occafions. 

Fain.  Very  likely,  fir.  What's  here  ?  «  Damnation  !* 

[Reads.]   A  deed  of  conveyance  of  the  'whole  eftate  real 
ef  Arabella  Languifh,  ov/Vow,  in  trujl,  to  Edward 
Mirabel!. 
Confuiion  ! 

Mir.  Even  fo,  fir ;  'tis  We  Way  of  the  World,  fir ; 
of  the  widows  of  the  world.  I  fuppofe  this  deed  may 
bear  an  elder  date  than  what  you  have  obtaia'd  from 
your  lady. 
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Fain.  Perfidious  friend  !  then  thus  I'll  be  reveng'd — 
[Offers  to  run  at  Mrs.  Fainall. 

Sir  Wil.  Hold,  fir  ;  now  you  may  make  your  Bear- 
garden flourifh  fomewhere  elfe,  fir. 

Fain.  Miratell,  you  (hall  hear  of  this,  fir,  be  fure 
you  {hall— Let  me  pafs,  oaf.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Madam,  you  feem  to  ftifle  your  refent- 
ment  :  you  had  better  give  it  vent. 

Mrs.  Mar.  Yes,  it  fhall  have  vent— and  to  your  con- 
fufion,  or  I'll  perifh  in  the  attempt.  [Exit. 

Lady  Wiftifort  Millamant  Mirabell  Mrs.  Fainall 

Sir  Wilfull,  Petulant,  Witwou'd,  Foible,  Mincing, 

Waitwell. 

L.  Wijh.  O  daughter,  daughter,  'tis  plain  thou  haft 
inherited  thy  mother's  prudence. 

Mrs.  Fain.  Thank  Mr.  Mirabell,  a  cautious  friend, 
to  whofe  advice  all  is  owing. 

L.  Wijh.  Well,  Mr.  Mirabell,  you  have  kept  your 
promife-— and  I  muft  perform  mine-— Firft,  I  pardon 
for  your  fake  Sir  Rowland  there  and  Fcible — The  next 
thing  is  to  break  the  matter  to  my  nephew— and  how  to 
do  that— 

Mir,  For  that,  madam,  give  yourfelf  no  trouble — 
let  me  have  your  confen: — Sir  Wilfull  is  my  friend  ;  he 
has  had  companion  upon  lovers,  and  generoufly  engag'd 
a  volunteer  in  this  adtion,  for  our  fervice  ;  and  now 


defigns  to  profecute  his  travels. 
Sir  ml.  T 


'Sheart,  aunt,  I  have    no   mind  to   marry. 

My  coufin's  a  £ne  lady,  and  the  gentleman  loves  her, 
and  fhe  loves  him,  and  they  deferve  one  another ;  my 
refolution  is  to  fee  foreign  parts-— I  have  fet  on't— and 
when  I'm  fet  on't,  I  mult  do't.  And  if  thefe  two  gen- 
tlemen wou'd  travel  too,  I  think  they  may  be  fpar'd. 

Pet.  For  my  part,  I  fay  little— I  think  things   are 
belt;  ofF  or  on. 

Wait.   I'gad  I  underftand  nothing  of  the   matter,— 
I'm  in  a  maze  yet,  like  a  dog  in  a  dancing  fchool. 

L.  V/iJb.  Well  fir,  take  her,  and  \vi  h  her  all  the  joy 
I  can  give  you. 

Mill.  Why  does  not  the  man  take  me  ?  wcu'd  you 
have  me  give  myfelf  to  you  over  again,? 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Ay,  and  over  and  over  again  ;  \_KiJJes  her  hand."\ 
I  wou'd  have  you  as  often  as  poffibly  I  can.  Well, 
Heav'n  grant  I  love  you  not  too  well,  that's  all  my  fear. 

Sir  Wil.  'Sheart,  you'll  have  time  enough  to  toy  after 
you're  marry'd ;  or  if  you  will  toy  now,  let  us  have  a 
dance  in  the  mean  time  ;  that  we  who  are  not  lovers 
may  have  feme  other  employment,  befides  looking  on. 

Mir.  With  all  my  heart,  dear  Sir  Wilfull.  What 
ihall  we  do  for  mufick  ? 

Foi.  O  fir,  fome  that  were  provided  for  Sir  RotulajttTi 
entertainment  are  yet  within  call.  [d  dance* 

L.  Wijh.  As  I  am  a  perfon  I  can  hold  out  no  longer ; 
—I  have  wafted  my  fpirits  fo  to-day  already,  that  I  am 
ready  to  fink  under  the  fatigue ;  and  I  cannot  but  have 
fome  fears  upon  me  yet,  that  my  fon  Fainall  will  purfue 
fome  defpcrate  courfe. 

Mir.  Madam,  difquiet  not  ycurfelf  on  that  account ; 
to  my  knowledge  his  circumilances  are  fuch,  he  muft  of 
force  comply.  For  my  part,  I  will  contribute  all  that 
in  me  lies  to  a  re-union  :  in  the  mean  time,  madam, 
[To  Mrs.  Fainall]  let  me  before  thefe  witncfles  reilore  to 
you  this  deed  of  truft  ;  it  may  be  a  means,  well  manag'd, 
to  make  you  live  eafily  together. 

From  hence  let  thofe  be  nvarn't^  <who  mean  to  nved ', 

Left  mutual  falfbotd  ft  am  the  bridal-bed  : 

For  each  dtclPOtt  to  his  coft  may  find, 

That  marriage  frauds  too  oft  are  paid  in  kind. 

[Exeunt  omnee. 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 

rfF  TE  R  our  Epilogue  this  crowd  diftnijfis, 

I'm  thinking  bow  this  play' II  be  pulVd  to  pieces. 
But  pray  conjidir,  ere  you  doom  its  fall, 
How  hard  a  thing  'twould  be,  to  pleafe you  all. 
There  arefome  critics  fo  with  fpleen  difeas'd, 
They  fcarcely  come  inclining  to  be  pleased  : 
And  fure  he  muft  have  more  than  mortal Jkill, 
Who  pleafes  any  one  againft  his  'will. 
Then,  all  bad  poets  we  are  fur  e  are  foes, 
And  how  their  numbers  Jh»elFdt  the  town  well  knows  ; 
In  floats,   I've  marked  ''em  judging  in  the  pit ;  •» 

Tho1  they're  on  no  pretence  for  judgment  Jit,  L 

But  that  they  ha-ue  been  damn' '  d for  want  of  wit.          j 
Since  when,  they  by  their  oiun  off'ences  taught, 
Set  up  for  fpies  on  plays,  and  finding  fault. 
Others  there  are  nvhofe  malice  we* d prevent ;  ~l 

Such,  who  watch  plays,  with  fcurrilous  intent 
To  mark  out  who  by  charafters  are  meant :  J 

And  tho*  no  perfefi  likenefs  they  can  trace ; 
Yet  each  pretends  to.  know  the  copy'd  face. 
Thefe,  withfalfe  gloffesfeed  their  own  ill-nature f 
And  turn. to  libel  what  was  meant  a  fatire. 
May fuch  malicious  fops  this  fortune  find, 
To  think  themfcl-ues  alone  the  fools  dejigrfd ' : 
If  any  are  fo  arrogantly  vain, 


Ij  any  are  Jo  arrogantly  vain,  •% 

To  think  they  fingly  can  fupport  a  fcene, 

And furnifh  fool  enough  to  entertain.  J 

"   I 


For  well  the  learn* d  and  the  judicious  know, 

That  fatire  f  corns  to  Jloop  fo  meanly  low, 

As  any  one  abftra£led  fop  to  jhew. 

For,  as  iu  hen  painters  form  a  mat  chiefs  face, 

They  from  each  fair  one  catch  fame  diff 'rent  grace  \ 

And  jhining  features  in  one  portrait  blend, 

To  which  no  Jingle  beauty  mujl  pretend : 

So  poets  eft,  do  in  cne  piece  expofe 

Whole  belles  affemblees  of  coquets  and  beaux. 
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PRO    L   O    G    U    E. 

CT"O  cheat  the  moft  judicious  eyes,  there  be 

Ways  in  all  trades,  but  'this  of  foe  try  : 
Tour  tradefman  Jhe<ws  his  ivare  by  fame  falfe  light t 
To  hide  the  faults  and flight  nefs  from  your fight  : 
Nay,  though  'tis  full  of  bracks,  he'll  boldly /wear 
'Tis  excellent,  and fo  help  off  his  ware. 
He^ll  rule  your  judgment  by  his  confidence, 
Which  in  apoelyoud  call  impudence ; 
Nay,  if  the  'world  afford  the  like  again, 
He  fwears  hz'll  gi<ve  it  to  you  for  nothing  then. 
Thofe  are  words  too  a  poet  dares  not  fay  ; 
Let  it  be  go&d  or  bad,  you're fure  to  pay. 

Woud  't<tvere  a  pennuorth  ',          but  in  this  you 
Abler  to  judge,  than  he  that  made  the  ivare  : 
Hoivever  his  dcjign  nvas  well  enough, 
He  try'dtojheivfcme  nenver-fajliicn''d fluff. 
Not  that  the  name  Committee  can  be  ne<w, 
That. Has  been  too  well-known  to  mojl  of  you  : 

But  you  ?nay  fmile,  for  you  have  pajlyour  doom  ; 
The  poet  dares  not,  his  is  ftillto  ctme* 
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THE 

COMMITTEE. 

ACT        I. 

Enter  Mrs.  Day,  bruflnng  her  Hoods  and  Scarfs,  Mrs. 
Arbeila,  Mrs.  Ruth,  Colonel  Blunt,  and  a  Stage 
Coachman. 

Mrs.  D.  T^T  O  W  out  upon't,  how  dully  'tis  !  All 
JL\J  things  confider'd,  'tis  better  travelling 
in  the  winter  ;  efpecially  for  us  of  the  better  fort,  that 
ride  in  coaches.  And  yet,  to  fay  truth,  warm  wea- 
ther is  both  pleafant  and  comfortable  ;  'tis  a  thoufand 
pities  that  fair  weather  mould  do  any  hurt. — Well  faid 
honeft  coachman,  thou  haft  done  thy  part:  my  fon 
Abel  paid  for  my  place  at  Reading,  did  he  not? 

Coach.  Yes,    an't  pleafc  you. 

Mrs.  D.  Well,  there's  fomething  extraordinary,  to 
make  thee  drink. 

Coach.  By  my  whip,  'tis  a  groat  of  more"  than  ordi- 
nary thinnefs. — Plague  on  this  new  gentry,  how  li- 
beral they  are.  \_Afide;]  Farewell,  young  miltrefs ; 
farewell,  gentlemen:  pray  when  you  come  by  Reading, 
let  Toby  carry  you.  [Exit  Coachmen. 

Mrs.  D.  Why  how  now,  Mrs.  Arbeila  ?  What,  fad  ? 
why,  what's  the  matter? 

Arb.   I  am  not  very  fad. 

Mrs.  D.  Nay,  by  my  honour,  you  need  not;  if  you 

knew  as  much  as  I.  Well I'll  tell  you  one  thing ; 

you  are  well  enough,  you  need  not  fear,  whoever  does  ; 
fay  I  told  you  fo, — if  you  do  not  hurt  yourfelf ;  for  as 
cunning  as  he  is,  and  let  him  be  as  cunuing  as  he  will, 
I  can  fee  with  half  an  eye,  that  my  fon  Abel  means  to 
take  care  of  you  in  your  cotnpofition,  and  will  needs 
have  you  his  gueft :  Ruth  and  you  fnall  be  bed-fellows. 
I  warrant  that  fame  Abel  many  and  many  a  time  will 
wifh  his  filler's  place  ;  or  elfe  his  father  ne'er  got  him  : 
A  3  though 
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though  I  fay  it,   that  ihou'd  not  fay  it,   yet.  I  do.  fay 
it  -  'tis  a  notable  fellow.  -- 

Afb.  I  am  fallen  into  (Irange  hands,  if  they  provt 
as  bufy  as  her  tongue  -  \J$/fflg. 

Mrs.  D.  And  now  you  talk  of  this  fame  Abel,  1  tell 
you  but  one  thing,  I  wonder  that  neither  he  nor  my 
huiband's  honour's  chief  clerk  Qbadiah  is  not  here  ier;- 
dy  to  attend  me.  I  dare  warrant  my  fon  Abel}\z.s  be^n 
here  two  hours  before  us  :  'tis  the  verkft  princox  ;  he 
will  ever  be  a  galloping,  and'yet  he  is  not  full  one  and 
twenty,  for  ail  his  appearances  :  he  never  flole  this 
trick  of  galloping  ;  his  father  <was  jult  fuch  another  be- 
fore hir.i,  and  wou'd  gallop  with-  the  beft  of  'em  :  he 
and  Mrs.Bx/y's  hufband  were  counted  the  beft  horfemen 
in  Reading,  ay  and  Rerkft;h:e  to  boot.  I.  have  rode  for- 
merly behind  Mr.  Bufy,  but  in  truth  I  cannot  now  er/- 
dure  to  travel  but  in  a  coach  ;  my  own  was  at  prefent 
in  diforder,  and  fo  1  was  fain  to  fhift  in  this  ;  but  1 
warrant  you,  if.his  honour,  Mr.  Day,  chair-man  cr 
the  honourable  committee  of.  fequeitrations,  fhcu'd 
know  that-  his  wife  rode  in  a  ftage-coach,  he  wcu'd 
make  the  houfe  too  hot  for  fome.  -  Why,  how  is't 
with  you,  fir?,  what,  weary  of  your  journey  ? 

[TotheCoh 

Col.  U7.  Her  tojigue  will  never  tire.  [A/ide.]—  So 
many,  miftrefst  riding  in  the  coach,  has  a  little  dif- 
temper'd  me  with  heat. 

Mrs.  £>.  So  many,  fir?  why  there  were  but  fix  — 
What  wou'd  you  fay  if  I  fhou'd  tell  you,  that  I  wr»s 
One  of  the  eleven  thattravel'd  at  one  time  in  onecoach  ? 

Col.  El.  O  the  devil  !  I  have  given  her  a  new  theme 


Mrs.  D.  Why,  Til  tell  you  -  Can  you  guefs 
how  'twas  ? 

Col.  Bl.  Not  I,  truly.  Eot  'tis  no  matter,  I  do 
believe  it. 

Mrs.  Z>.  Look  you,  tlvus  it  was  ;  there  was  in  tha 
firft  place,  myielf,  and  my  huiband,  I  fhou'd  have 
faidfiril;  but  Jiis  honour  wou'd  have  pardoned  me,  if 
he  had  heard  me;  Mr.  Bufy  that  I,  told  youtof,  and 

his 
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Ins  wife;  the  mayor  of  Reading,  and  his  wife ;  and 
this  Ruth  that  you  fee  there,  in  one  of  our  laps — but 
now,  where  do  you  think  the  reft  were? 

Col.  Bl.  A  top  o'  th'  coach  fure. 

Mrs.  D.  Nay,  I  durft  fwear  you  wou'd  never  gaefs 
• — v-'hy — wou'd  you  think  it ;  I  had  two  growing  in 
my  belly,  Mrs.  Eujy  one  in  hers,  and  Mrs.  Mayorefs 
of  Pleading  a  chopping  boy,  as  it  proved  afterwards, 
in  hers ;  as  like  the  father  as  if  it  had  been  fpit  out  of 
his  mouth;  and  if  he  had  come  out  of  his  mouth  ;  he 
had  come  out  of  as  honell  a  man's  mouth  as  any  in  forty 
miles  of  the  head  of  him:  for  wou'd  you  think"  it,  at 
the  very  fame  time  when  this  fame  Rittb  was  fick,  it 
being  the  firft  time  the  girl  was  evercoach'd,  the  good 
man,  Mr.  Major,  I  mean,  that  I  fpoke  of,  he'd  his 
hat  for  the  girl  to  eafe  her  ftomath  in. — — 
Enter  Abel  eWObadiah. 

• O,   are  you  come  !   long  look'd  for  conies  at  lalt. 

*  What, you  have  a  flow  let  pace,   as  well  as  your 

'  hafty  fcribb'le,  fometirnes.'  Did  you  not  think  it 
fit  that  I  ihou'd  have  found  attendance  ready  for  me 
when  I  alighted  ? 

Ob.  I  alk  your  honour's  pardon ;  for  I  do  prefers 
unto  your  Icidyfhip  I  had  attended  fooner,  but  that  his 
young  honour,  Mr.  Abel,  demurr'd  me  by  his  delays. 

Mrs.  D.  Well,  fon  Aid,  you  muft  be  obey'd,  and 
I  partly,  if  not  quite,  guefs  your  bufinefs;  providing 
for  the  entertainment  of  one  I  have  in  my  eye;  read 
her  and  take  her  :  ah,  is't  not  fo? 

Aid.  I  have  not  been  deficient  in  my  care,  forfooth. 

Mrs.  D.  Will  you  never  leave  your  forfooths  ?  Art 
thou  not  afham'd  to  let  the  clerk  carry  himfelf  better, 
and  mew  more  breeding,  than. his  mafter's  fon?,  . 

Abel.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  Jhavefome  bufinefs 
for  your  more  private  ear. 

Mrs.  D.  Very  well. 

Ruth.  What  a  lamentable  condition  has  that  gentle- 
man been  in!  fcith  I  pity  him. 

Arb.  Are  ycu  fo  apt  to  pity  men  ? 
A  4 
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Ruth.  Yes,  men  that  are  humourfome,  as  I  woinci 
children  that  are  froward  ;  I  wou'd  not  make  them  cry 
a  purpofe. 

Arb.  Well,  I  like  his  humour,  I  dare  fwear  he's 
plain  and  honeft. 

Ruth.  Plain  enough  of  all  confcience ;  faith,  I'll 
fpeak  to  him. 

Arb.  Nay,  pr'ythee  don't,    he'll  think   thce  rude. 

Ruth.  Why  then  I'll  think  him  an  afs. How  is't 

after  your  journey,  fir? 

Col.  El.  Why,    I  am  worfe  after  it. 

Ruth.  Do  you  love  riding  in  a  coach,   fir  ? 

Col.  Bl.  No,  forfooth.  nor  talking  after  riding  in 
a  coach. 

Ruth.  I  fhou'd  be  loth  to  interrupt  your  meditations, 
fir;  we  may  have  the  fruits  hereafter. 

Col.  Bl.  If  you  have,  they  mall  break  lofe  fpite  of 
my  teeth. — -This  fpawn  is  as  bad  as  the  great  pike. 

\4f*> 

4rb.  Pr'ythee  peace: Sir,  we  wifh  you  all  hap- 

pinefs, 

Col.2>/.  And  quiet,  good  fwcet  ladies, — Ilikeher 

well  enough. Now  wou'd  not  I  have  her  fay  any 

more,  for  fear  fhe  fhou'd  jeer  too,  and  fpoil  my  good 
opinion.  If 'twere  poffible,  I  wou'd  think  well  of  one 
woman. 

Mrs.  D.  Come,  Mrs.  Arietta,  'tis  as  I  told  yen, 
Aiel  has  done  it;  fay  no  more:  take  her  by  the  hand, 
Alsel.  I  profefs,  fhe  may  venture  to  take  thee  for 
better,  for  worfe:  come  Mrs.  the  honourable  com- 
mittee will  fit  fuddenly.  Come,  let's  along,  fare- 
wel,  fir  {Exeunt  all  but.  Col.  Blunt. 

C.  Bl.  How,  the  committee  ready  to  fit.  Plague  on 
their  honours ;  for  fo  my  honour'd  lady,  that  was  one 
of  the  eleven,  was  pleas'd  to  call  'em.  I  had  like  to 
have  come  a  day  after  the  fair.  'Tis  pretty,  that  fuch 
as  I  have  been,  muft  compound  for  their  having  been 
rafcals.  Well,  I  muft  go  look  a  lodging,  and  a  follici~ 
tor :  I'll  find  the  arranteft  rogue  I  can  too :  for,  ac- 
cord- 
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cording  to  the  old  faying,  fet  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief. 
Enter  Col.   Carelefs,  and  Lieutenant  Story. 

C.  Car.  Dear  Blunt,  well  met;  when,  came  you, 
man  ? 

C.  El.  Dear  Carelefs,  I  did  not  think  to  have  met 
thee  fo  fuddenly.  Lieutenant,  your  fervant.  I  am 
landed  juft  now. man. 

C.  Car.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  thou  had'ft  been  at  fea. 

C.  El.  It's  pretty  well  guefl ;  I  have  been  in  a  ftorm. 

'  C.  Car.   What  bulinefs  brought  thec  ? 

*  C.  El.  May  be  the  fame  with  yours  :  I  am  come  to 
'  compound  with  their  honours. 

'C.Car.  That's  my  bufmefs  too;  why  the  committee 
'  fits  fuddenly. 

'  C.  Bl.  Yes,  I  know  it;  I  heard  fo  in  the  florm  I 
*  told  thee  of.' 

C.  Car.  What  florin,  man? 

C.  Bl.  Why,  a  tempeit,  as  high  as  ever  blew  from 
v/onian's  breath  :  I  have  rode  in  a  ftage  coach,  wedged 
In  with  half  a  dozen  ;  one  of  them  was  a  committee- 
man's  wife  ;  his  name  is  Day  :  and  fhe  accordingly  will 
be  call'd,  Your  Honour,  and  Your  Ladyfhip  ;  '  with 
'  a  tongue  thr.twa^s  as  much  falter  than  all  other  wo- 
'  mens,  as  in  the"  feveral  motions  of  a  watch,  the 
'  hand  of  the  minnte  moves  falter  than  that  of  the 
'  hour.'  There  was  her  daughter  too  ;  but  a  baftard 
without  queftion  ;  for  fhe  had  no  refemblance  to  the 
reft  of  the  notch'd  rafcals ;  and  very  pretty,  and  had 
wit  enough  to  jeer  a  man  in  profperity  to  death. 
There  was  another  gentlewoman,  and  me  was  hand- 
fome,  nay  very  handfome  ;  but  I  kept  her  from  being 
as  bad  as  the  reic.  L'  'v 

C.  Car.   Fr'ythee  how,  man  ? 

C.  BL  Why,  ihe  began  with  two  or  three  good 
words,  and  I  defired  her  me  would  be  quiet  while  fhe 
was  well, 

C.  Car.  Thou  v/er't  not  fo  mad  ? 

C.  Bl.  I  had  been  mad,  if  I  had  not But  when 

we  came  to  our  journey's  end,  there  met  us  two  fuch 

formal  'and  ftately  rafcals,  that  yet  pretended  religion 

A  5  and 
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and  open  rebellion  ever  painted :  they  were  the  hopes, 
and  guide  of  the  honourable  family,  <iv;«.  The  eldeit 

fon,    and   the  chiefeft  clerk,  rogues and    hereby 

.hangs  a  tale. This  gentlewoman  I  told  thee  I  kept 

civil,  by  defiring  her  to  fay.  nothing,,  is  a  rich  heireis 
of  one  that  died  in  the  king's  fervice,  and  left  his 
eftate  under  fequeftration.  This  young  chicken  has 
this  kite  fnatch'd  up,  and  defigns  her  for  this -her 
eldeit  fafcal. 

C.  Car.  What  a  dull  fellow  wert  thou,  not  to  make 
love,  and  refcue  her. 

C.  SI  I'll  woo  no  woman. 

C.  Car.  Wou'dil   thou   have  them  court   thee?  a 

foldier,  and  not  love  a  fiege  ! How  now,  who  art 

thou  ? 

Enter  'league. 

Tcag.  A  poor  Irifhman,  Heaven  fave  me,  and 
.fare  you  all  three  faces;  I  pr'ythce  give  me  a  thirteen, 
*  gad  maftero.' 

C.  Car.  A  thirteen  ?  I  fee  thou  wouldfl  not  lofe-  any 
thing  for  want  of  afking. 

"  Tcsg.    I  can't  ajj'crd  it. " 

C.  Car.  Here,  I  am  pretty  near;  there's  fixper.ce- 
Lr  thy  confidence. 

•Teag.  By  my  troth  it  is  too  little.  "  Gi<vt  n:e  another- 
fl  flxpence  halfpenny,  and  V II  drink  your  healths.^' 

C.  Car.  '  Troth,  like  enough  :'  how  long  haft  thcu- 
been  in  England? 

Teag.Ever  CnceJI  came  here  "  and  longer  tea",  faith. 

C.  Car.  That's  true  ;  what  hail  thou  done  fmcc 
thou  cam'ft  into  England. 

feag.  Serv'd  Heaven  and  St.  Patrick,  and  my  good 
fvveet  king,  and  my  good  fweet  mailer  ;  yes  indeed. 

C.  Car.  And  what  doft  thou  db  now  ? 

Teag.   Cry  for  them  every  day,  upon  my  foul. 

C.  Car.  Why,  where 's  thy  mafter  ? 

Teag.  He's  dead,  maftero,  and  left  poor  Teftgtie ; 
upon  my  foul,  he  never  ferv'd  poor  Teague  fo  before 
*'  i a  dibit  Ijfei" 

C.  Car. 
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C.  Car.  Who  was  thy  mafter  ? 

Teag.   E'en  the  good  Colonel  Danger. 

C.  (JW.  He  was  my  dear  and  noble  friend. 

Teag.  Yes,  that  he  was,  and  poor  T'eagus's  too, '  faith 
*  how.' 

C.  Car.  What  doft  thou  mean  to  do  ? 

Teag.  I  will  get  a  good  mafter,  if  any  good  mafter 
wou'd  get  me  ;  I  cannot  tell  what  to  do  elfe,  by  my 
foul,  '  that  1  cannot;'  for  I  have  went  '  and  gone'  to 
one  Lilly's  ;  he  lives  at  that  houfe,  at  the  end  of  ano- 
ther hcufe,  by  the  may-poie-houfe  ;  and  tells  every 
body  by  one  ftar,  and  t'other  ftar,  what  gcod  luck 
they  fhall  have,  but  he  cou'd  not  tell  nothing  for  poor 
Teague. 

C.  Car.  Why,  man?. 

Teag.  Why,  'tis  done  by  the  ftars  "  and  the  planets ;" 
and  he  told  me  there  were  no  ftars  for  Irjjhmen  :  I  told 
him  *  he  told  two  or  three  lies  upon  my  foul:'  there  . 
was  as  many  ftars  in  Ireland  as  in  England,  and  more 
too,  '  that  there  are'  and  if  a  good  mafter  cannot  get 
me,  I  will  run  into  Ireland,  and  fee  if  the  ftars  be  not 
there  ftill ;  and  if  they  be,  I  will  come  back,  f  i'faith* 
and  beat  his  pate,  if  he  will  not  then  tell  me  fome 
good  luck,  .ind  fome  ftars. 

C.  Cc.r.  Poor  fellow,  I  pity  him  ;  I  fancy  he's  fimply 
honeft  : Haft  thou  any  trade  ? 

Teag.  Bo,  bub  bub  bo,  a.  trade,  a  trade!  an  Irifo- 
Kan  a  trade  !  an  Irijkman  fccrns  a  trade,  '  that  he  does ;' 
"  kls  Hood  is  too  thick  for  a  trade  ;"  I  will  run  for  thee 
forty  miles  ;  but  I  fcorn  to  have  a  trade. 

C.  Bl.  Alas,  poor  fimple  fellow.  . 

C-  Car..  I  pity  him  ;  nor  can  I  endure ;to  -fee' any 
man  miferable  that  can  weep  for  my  prince,  and  friend^  . 
Well,   Teague,  what  fayeft  thou  if  1  will  take  thee  ? 

Teag.  W  hy,  '  I  will  fay  thou  wilt  do  very  well  then.', 
•'  I  fay  you  cou  d  not  da  a  better  thing." 

C.  Car.  Thy  mafter  was  my  dear  friend  :  wert  thou  . 
with  him  when  he  was  kill'd  ? 

Teag.  Yes,  upon  my  foul,  thtt  I  was,  and  I  did 
Kov.l  ever  him,  '  and  I  afk'd  him  »yhy  he  would  leave 

'  poor . 
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'  poor  Teague  /"  "  and  I  ajk^d  him  why  be  died,  litt 
"  the  devil  burn  the  word  he  faid  to  me."  and  i'fliith  I 
ftaid  kifling  his  fvveet  face,  'till  the  rogues  came  upon 
me  and  took  away  all  from  me  ?  and  I  was  naked  till 
J  got  this  mantle,  that  I  was :  I  have  never  any  vie-  . 
tuals  neither,  but  a  little  fnufF. 

C.  Car.  Come,  thou  {halt  live  with  me  ;  love  me 
as  thou  didft  thy  mafter. 

Teag.  That  I  will  '  i'faith'  if  you  will  be  good  to 
poor  TLtague. 

C.  Car.  Now  to  our  bufincfs  ;  for  I  came  but  lafl 
night  myfelf ;  and  the  lieutenant  and  I  were  juft  going 
to  feek  a  folicitor. 

C.  EL  One  may  ferve  us  all ;  what  fay  you,  lieu- 
tenant, can  you  furnifh  us  ? 

Lieu.  Yes,  I  think  I  can  help  you  to  plough  with  a 
heifer  of  their  own. 

C.  Car.  Now  I  think  on't,  Blunt,  why  didft  not 
thou  begin  with  the  committee-man's  cow  ? 

C.  Bl.  Plague  on  her,  me  lowbell'd  me  fo  that  I 
thought  of  nothing,  but  Hood  mrihking  like  a  dar'd 
lark. 

Lieu.  But  hark  you,  gentlemen,  there's  in  ill-talUng 
dofe  to  be  fwallowed  firft ;  there's  a  covenant  to  be 
taken. 

frag.  Well,  what  is  that  covenant  ?  by  my  foul  I  will 
take  it  for  my  new  mafter,  '  if  I  cou'd,  that  I  v.ou'd.' 

'C.  Car.  Thank  thee,    Teagve A    covenant, 

fay  eft  thou  ? 

Teag.  Well,  where  is  that  covenant? 

C.  Car.  We'll  not  fwear,  lieutenant. 
Lieu.  You  muft  have  no  land  then. 
C.  Bl.    Then  farevvel    acres,    and  may   the   dirt 
choak  'em. 

C.  Car.  'Tis  but  being  reduc'd  to  league's  equi- 
page ;  'twas  a  lucky  thing  to  have  a  fellow  that  can 
teach  one  this  cheap  diet  of  fnuff. 

•"  Teag.   Qh  you  jhall  have  your  belly  full  of  it" 
Lieu.  Come,    gentlemen,    we  mult   Icfe  no  more 
time  ;  I'll  carry  you  to  my  poor  houfe,  where  you 

lhall 


.  THE     FAITHFUL    IRISHMAN.         13 

m:ill  lodge:  for  know,  I  am  married  to  a  moft  illuf- 
trious  pcribn,  that  had  a  kindnefs  for  me. 

C.  Cc.r.  Fry'thee,  how  didft  thou  light  upon  this 
good  fortune  ? 

Lieu.  Why,  you  fee  there  are  Mars  in  England, 
though  none  in  Ireland:  Come,  gentlemen,  time 
calls  us  ;  you  fliall  have  my  flory  hereafter. 

C.  El.  Plague  on  this  covenant. 

.   Curfe  it  not,   'twill  profper  then. 

[Ex.  El.  and  Lien. 

C.  Car.  Come,  Teague ;  however  I  have  a  fuit  of 
cloaths  for  thee  ;  thou  malt  lay  by  thy  blanket  for 
fome  time  :  it  may  be,  thee  and  I  may  be  reduced 
together  to  thy  country  fafhion. 

Teag.  Upon  my  foul,  joy,  for  I  will  carry  thee 
'  then  into  my  country  too,'  "  to  nty  little  ejlate  in 
"  Ireland." 

"  C.  Car.   Haft  tbcu  got  an  eft  ale? 

"  Tesg.  By  my  foul,  and  I  have;  lut  the  land  is  of 
*'  fi'.cb  a  nature,  that  if  you  bad  it  for  nothing,  you 
"  tiVQii1  d Jcai\'e  make  your  money  cf  it." 

C.  Car.  Why,  there's  the  wcrft  on't ;  the  beft  will 
help  itfelf.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  and  Mrs.   Day. 

Mr.  D.  Welcome,  fweet  duck ;  I  profefs  thou  haft 
brought  home  good  company  indeed ;  money  and 
money's  \vorth  :  if  we  can  but  now  make  fure  of  this 
heirefs  Mrs.  Jrbclla,  for  our  fon  Abel. 

Mrs.  D.  If  we  can  f  you  are  ever  at  your  zfs  ;  you're 
afraid  of  your  own  fhadow  j  I  can  tell  you  one  if  more  ; 
that  is,  if  I.  did  not  bear  you  up,  your  heart  wou'd  ke 

dcwn  in   your  breeches  at  every  turn  :  well .if  I 

were  gone, there's  another  if  for  you. 

Mr.  D.  I  profefs  thou  fayeit  true,  I  fhou'd  not 
know  what  to  do  indeed  ;  I  am  beholden  to  thy  good 
counfel  for  many  a  good  thing  ;  I  had  ne'er  go:  Ruth 
nor  her  elkte  into  my  fingers  elfe. 

Mrs.  D.  Nay,  in  that  bufmefs  too  you  were  at 
your  ifs :  now  you  fee  fhe  goes  currently  for  cur 

cwn 
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ov.Vi  daughter,    and  this  Arlella  mall  be  our  daughter 
too,  or  me  fhall  have  no  eflate. 

Mr.  D,  If  we  cou'd  but  do  that,  wife ! 

Mrs.  D,  Yet  again  at  your  ifs  ? 

Mr.  D.  I  have  done,  I  have  done ;  to-  your  coun-- 
fel,  good  duck ;  you  kno\v  I  depend  upon  that. 

Mrs.  D.  You  may  well  enough,  you  find  the  fweets 
on't ;  and  to  fay  truth,  'tis  known  too  well,  that  you 
rely  upon  it :  in  truth  they  are  ready  to  call  me  com-- 
ruittee-man  :  they  well  perceive  the  weight  that  lies 
upon  me,  hufband. 

Mr.- Z).  Nay,  good  duckj -no  chiding  now,  but  to 
your  counfcl. 

Mrs.  D.  In  the  firft  -place  (obferve  how  I  lay  a  de- 
fipn  in  politicks)  d'ye  mark,  counterfeit  me  a  letter 
from  thc-king,  vvheie  he  fhall  offer  you  great  matters, 
to  ferve  him  and  his  interelt  under  hand.  Very  good  :  - 
and  in  it  let  him  remember  his  kind  love  and  iervice 
tome.  This  will  make  them  lock  about  'em,  and 
think  you  fomebody  :  then  promife  them,  if  they'll 
bs  true  friends  to  you,  to  live  and  die  with  them,  and 
refufe  all  great  offers  ;  then,  \vhilft  'tis  warm,  get  the 
ccmpofition  of  Arbdlas  eilate  into  your  own  power, 
upon  your  defign  of  marrying  her  to  Abel, 

Mr.  D.  Excellent.' 

Mrs.  D.  Mark  the  luckon't  too,  their  names  found 
alike;  Abel  and  Arbella,  they  are  the  fame  to  a  trifle, 
it  feemeth  a  providence. 

Mr.  D.  Thou  obferveft  right,  duck,  thou  cm  ft  fee. 
f.s  far  into  a  milftone  as  another. 

Mrs.  D.  Pifh,  do  not  interrupt  me. 

Mr.  D.  I  do  not,  good  duck,  I  do  not.  . 

Mrs.  Z).  You  do  not,  and  yet  you  do  ;  you  put  me 
off  f:cm  the  concatenation  of  my  difcourfe  :  then,  as  I 
was  faying,  you  may  intimate  to  your  honourable  fel- 
lows, that  one  good  turn  deferves  another.  That 
language  is  underftood  amongft  you.  I  take  it,  ha, 

Mr.  D.  Yes,  yes,  we  ufe  thofe  items  often. 
Mrs.  D.  Well,  interrupt  me  not. 
Mr.  D,  I  do  not,  good  wife. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  D.  YOU  do  not,  and  yet )  ou  do  ;  by  this  means 
^et  her  compofition  put  wholly  into  your  hands,  and 

then  no  Abel,  no  land. But in  the  mean  time 

I  wou'd  have  Abel  do  his  part  too. 

Mr.  Z).   Ay,  ay  ;  th«re's-a  want ;  I  found  it. 
Mrs.  D,  Yes,  when  I  told  you  I'd  before. 
Mr.  D.  Why  that's  true,  duck,  he  is  too  backward '; 
if  I  were  in  his  place,  and  as  young  as  I  have  been. 

Mrs./).  O  you'd  do  wonders;  but  now  I  think 
on't,  there  may  be  fome  ufe  made  of  Rutky  'tis  a  no- 
table witty  harlotry. 

"  Mr.  D.  Ay,ar.dfojhe  is,  duck;  I  always  thought  fa." 
Mrs.  D.  You  thought  fo,  when  I  told  you  I  had 

thought  on't  firft. Let  me  fee — it  fhall  be  fo  :   we'll 

fet  her  to  inftruft  Abel  in  the  firlt  place  ;  and  then  to  • 
incline  ArbMa  ;  they  are  hand  and  glove  ;  and  women 
can  do  much  with  ore  another. 

Mr.  D.  T he u  haft  hit  upon  my  own  thoughts. 

Mrs.  D.  Pray  call  her  in  ;  you  thought  of  that  too., 
did  you  not  ? 

Mr.  D.  I  will,  duck.     Ruth,  why,  Rutb. 

Enter  Ruch. 

Ruth.  Your  pleafure,  fir. 

Mr.  D.  Nay,    'tis  my  wife's  defire,    that— — — 
Mrs.  Z>.    Well/  if  it  be-  your  wife's,  (he  can  befl 
tell  it  herfelf,  I  fuppcfe.     D'ya  hear,  Ruihj  you.-m.iy 
do  a  bufmefs  that  may  not  be  the  wcrfe  for  you :   you 
know  I  ufe  but  few  words. 

Ruth.  What  does  fhe  call  a  few [JJiJe. 

Mrs.  D.  Look  you  now,  as  I  fai  1,  to  b?  fliort,  and 
tc?  the  matter,  my  huftand  and  1  do  defign  this  Mrs. 
Arbella  for  our  fon  Abel,  and  the  young  fellow  is  not 
forward  enough  you  conceive  ?  pr'ythee  give  hi  in  a 
Hide  inllrntlions  how  to  demean  himfcif  and  in  what 
manner  to  fpealc,  which  we  call  addrefs,  to  her,  '  fof 
'  women  bell  know  what  will  pleafe  women,'  then 
work  on  Arbella  on  the  other  fide,  work,  I  fay,  my 
good  girl ;  no  more,  but  fo  :  you  know  my  cullom  is 
to  ufe  but  few  words.  Much  may  be  faid  in  a  little  : 
yon  (han't  repent  it. 

Mr. 


16  THE     COMMITTEE,     OR, 

Mr.  D.  And  I  fay  fomething  too,  Ruth. 

Mrs.  D.  What  need  you  ?  do  you  not  fee  it  all 
faid  already  to  your  hand  ?  What  fayeft  thou,  girl  ? 

Ruth.  I  (hall  do  my  beft 1  wou'd  not  lofe  the 

fport  for  more  than  I'll  fpeak  of. [AJlde. 

Mrs.  D.  Go  call  Aid,  good  girl.  [Exit  Ruth.] 
By  bringing  this  to  pafs,  hufband,  we  lhall  fecureour- 
felves  if  the  king  Ihou'd  come  ;  you'll  be  hanged 
elfe. 

Mr.  Z>.  Oh  good  wife,  let's  fecure  ourfelves  by 
all  means  :  there's  a  wife  faying  :  'Tis  good  to  have 
a  fhelter  againft  every  ftorm.  1  remember  that. 

Mrs.  D.  You  may  well,  when  you  have  heard 
me  fay  it  fo  often. 

Enter  Ruth  --with  Abel. 

Mr.  D.  O  fon  Aid,  d'ye  hear— 

Mrs.  D.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  and  give  every 
body  leave  to  tell  their  o\vn  tale. — D'ye  hear,  fon 
Abel,  I  have  formerly  told  you  that  Arlella  wou'd  be 
a  good  wife  for  you  ;  a  word's  enough  to  the  wife  : 
fome  endeavours  mnit  be  rifed,  and  you  mnft  not  be 
deficient.  I  have  fpoken  to  your  filler  Ruth  to  inftruft 
you  what  to  fay,  and  how  to  carry  yourfelf ;  obferve 
her  directions,  as  you'll  anfwer  the  contrary  ;  be  con- 
fident, and  put  home.  Ka  boy,  had  ft  thou  but  thy 
mother's  pate  !  Well,  'tis  but  a  folly  to  talk  of  that 
that  cannot  be  j  be  fure  you  follow  your  filler's  di- 
rections. 

Mr.  D.  Be  fure,   boy. well  faid  duck,    I 

fay.  [Exeunt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Day. 

Ruth.  Now,  brother^/. 

Aid.  Now,  fnter  Ruth. 

Ruth.  Hitherto  he  obferves  me  punctually.  [^Z'.] 
Have  yen  a  month's  mind  to  this  gentlewoman, 
miftrefs  Arlella? 

Aid.  I  have  not  known  her  a  week  yet. 

Ruth.  O  cry  you  mercy,  good  brother  Abel.  Well, 

to  begin  then,  you  mull  alter  your  pofture,  '  and  by 

*  your  grave  and  high  demeanor  make  yourfelf  appear  a 

'  hole  above  Qladiah  ;  left  your  miftrefs  fhould  take 

3  '  y°u 
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*  you  for  fuch  another  fcribble-fcrabble  as  he  is' ;  and 
always  hold  up  your  head  as  if  it  were  bolfter'd  up 
with  high  matters,  your  hands  join'd  flat  together, 
prcjecting  a  little  beyond  the  reft  of  your  body,  as 
ready  to  ieparate  when  you  begin  to  open. 

Abel.  Muil  I  go  apace  or  fofdy  ? 

Ruib.  O  gravely  by  all    means,    as  if  you   were 

loaded  with  weighty  confiderations. fo. Very 

well.  Now  to  apply  oilr  prefcription :  fuppofe  now 
that  I  were  your  miilrefs  Arbella,  and  met  you  by  ac 

cident ;    keep    your   poflure fo, — and   when   you 

come  juft  to  me,  ftart  like  a  horfe  that  has  fpy'd  fome- 
thing  on  one  fide  of  him,  and  give  a  little  gird  out  of 
the  way  on  a  fudden ;  declaring  that  you  did  not  fee 
her  before,  by  reafon  of  your  deep  contemplations  : 
then  you  muft  fpeak  :  let's  hear. 

Abel.   'Save  you,  miftrefs. 

Ruth.  O  fie  man,  you  fhou'd  begin  thus;  pardon, 
miftrefs,  my  profound  contemplations,  in  which  I 
was  fo  buried  that  I  did  not  fee  you: — and  then,  as 
fhe  anfwers,  proceed,  I  know  what  fhe'll  fay,  I  am 
fo  us'd  to  her. 

Abel.  This  will  do  well,  if  I  forget  it  not. 

Ruth.  Well,  try  once. 

Abel.  Pardon,  miilrefs,  my  profound  contempla- 
tions, in  which  I  was  fo  hid,  that  you  cou'd  not  fee 
me. 

Ruth.  Better  fport  than  I  expected.  \_AJide. ~\  Very 
well  done,  you're  perfect :  then  ihe  will  anfwer,  fir,  I 
fappofe  you  are  fo  bulled  with  Hate-affairs,  that  it  may 
\vell  hinder  you  from  taking  notice  of  any  thing  be- 
low them.  < 

Abel.  No  forfooth,  I  have  fome  profound  contem- 
plations, but  no  ftate -affairs. 

Ruth.  O  fie  man,  you  muft  confefs  that  the  weighty 
affairs  of  {late  lie  heavy  upon  you;  but  'tis  a  burthen 
you  muft  bear:  and  then  Ihrug  your  ihoulders. 

'Abel.  Muft  I  fay  fo  ?  I  am  afraid  my  mother 
will  be  angry,  for  fhe  takes  all  the  ilate-matters 
uponherfelf.' 

**» 
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Ruth.  Piili,  did  fhe  not  charge  you  to  be  rul'd  by 
me?  why,  man,  Arbella-vi\\\  never  have  you;  if  me 
be  not  made  believe  you  can  do  great  matters  with 
parliament-men,  and  committee-men;  how  fhou'd 
ftie  hope  for-  any  good  by  you  elfe  in  her  compofition  ? 

AbeL  I  apprehend  you  new  :  I  mail  obferve. 

Ruth.  'Tis  well:  at  this  time,  I'll  fay  no  more:  put 

yourfelf   in  your  pofture fo  : Now  go    look 

your  miftrefs  :  L'll  warrant  you  the  town's  our  own. 

Abel.  J  go..  [Exit  Abel. 

Ruth.  Now  I  have  fix'd  him,  not  to  go  off  till' 
he  difcharges-  on  his  mi  fire  fs*  I'  could  burft  witlr 
laughing. 

Enter  Arbella. 

Arb.  What  do'ft  thou  laugh  at,   Ruth? 

Ruth.  Didft  thou  meet  my  brother  Abel? 

Arb.  No. 

Ruth.  If  thou  hadft  met  him  right,  he  had  played- 
nt  hard  head  with  thee. 

Arb.  "What  do'it  thou  mean  ? 

Ruth.  Why,  I  have  been  teaching  him  to  woo, 
by  command  of  my  fuperiors ;  and  have  inftrudled 
him  to  hold  up  his  head  fo  high,  that  of  neceffity  he 
uiuft  run  againft  every  thing  that  comes  in  his  \vay. 

Arb.  Who  is  he  to  woa? 

Ruth.  Even  thy  own  fweet  felf.' 

Arb.  Out  upon  him. 

Ruth.  Nay,  thou  wilt  be  rarely  courted ;  I'll  not 
fpoil  the  fport  by  telling  thee  any  thing  before-hand. 
They  have  fent  to  Lilly;  and  his  learning- being  built 
upon  knowing  what  moft  people  wou'd  have  him  fav, 
he  lias  told  them  for  a  certain,  that  ALel.$L\\[  have  a 
rich  heircfs  ;  and  that  mult  be  you.. 

Arb.  Muft  be  ?. 

Ruth.  Yes,  committee-men  can  compel,  morcthsn 
fiars. 

Arb.  I  fear  this  too  late.  You  are  their  daughter, 
Ruth. 

Ruth.  I  deny  t!>at. 

Arb.  How?, 

Rutb. 
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Ruth.  Wonder  not  that  I  begin  thus  freely  with, 
you  ;  'tis  to  invite  your  confidence  in  me. 

Arb.  You  amaze  me. 

Ruth.  Pray  do  not  wonder,  nor  fufpecl:— — — When 
my  father,  Sir  B'ifel  Tkaroughgood,  died,  I  was  very 
young,  '  not  above  two  years  old,'  'tis  too  long  to 
tell  you  how  this  rafcal,  being  a  truftee,  catch'd  me 
and  my  eflate,  '  being  the  fole  heirefs-unco  my  father, 
'  into  his  gripes' ;  and  now  for  fome  years  has  con- 
firmed his  unjuft  power  by  the  unlawful  power  of  the 
times  :  I  fear  they  have  defigns  as  bad  as  this  om you: 
you  fee  I  have  no  referve,  and  endeavour  to  be 
thought  worthy  of  your  friendfhip. 

Arb.  I  embrace  it  with  as  much  clearnefs  ;  let  us 

love  and  aflilt  one   another. Wou'd  they  marry 

me  to  this  their  firfi^born  puppy? 

Ruth.  No  doubt,  or  keep  your  compofition  from 
you. 

Arb.  'Twas  my  ill  fortune  to  fall  into  fuch  hands, 
foolifhly  enticed  by  fair  words  and  large  promifes  of 
affiftance. 

Ruth.  Peace. 

Enter  Obadiah. 

Ob.  Mrs.  Ruth,  my  matter  is  demanding  yonrcotrs- 
p#ny,  together,  and  not  fingly,  with  Mrs.  Arbella ; 
you  will  find  them  in  the  parlour  ;  the  committee  hos- 
ing ready  to.  fit,  .calls  upon  my  care  and  circumfpec- 
tion  to  fet  in  order  the  weighty  matters  of  ftate,  for 
their  wife  and  honourable  infpeftion.  [Exit. 

Ruth.  We  come  ;:  come,,  dear  Arbella ,  never  be  per- 
plex'd:  chearful  fpirits  are  •  the  beft  bladders  to  fwim 
with:  Ifthou  art  fad,,  the  weight  will  fink  the  :  Be  fe- 
cret,  and  ftill  know  rrre  for  no  other  than  what  I.fecm 
to  be,  their  daughter.  Another  time  thou  {halt  know 
all  particulars  of  my  ftrange  itory. 

Arb.  Come,  wench,  they  cannot  bring  us  to  com- 
goundfbr  cur  humours  j  they  fhall  be  free  ilill.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT      II. 

Enter  Teague. 

Teag.  T  'Faith  my  fwee.t  mafter  has  fent  me  to  a  rafcaf , 
JL  '  now  that  he  has  ;'  I  "  kave  a  great  mind 
.to  go  lack  and"  tell  him  fo  :  He  afk'd  me  why  he  could 
not  fend  one  that  cou'd  fpeak  Englijh.  Upon  my  foul, 
I  was  going  to  give  him  an  Irijb  knock.  The  devil's 
in  them  all,  they  will  not  talk  with  me  ;  T  will  go  near 
to  knock  this  man's  pate,  and  that  man  Lilly's  pate 

too, that  :  I  will  teach  them  to  prate  to  me,  '  that 

I  will.'  [One  cries  bocks  nvitbin.~\  How  now,  what 
.noifes  are  that  ? 

Enter  Bookseller. 

.  Book.  New  books,  new  books  :  A  defperate  plot  and 
engagement  of  the  bloody  cavaliers :  Mr  Sathnar/b't 
alarum  to  the  nation,  after  having  been  three  days 
dead:  Mercurius  Britannicus,  Sec. 

Teag.  How's  that?  now  they  cannot  live  in  Ireland 
after  they  are  dead  three  days  ! 

Book.  Mercurius  Britannicus ,  or  the  weekly  poft  ;  or, 
the  folemn  league  and  covenant. 

Teag.  What  is  that  you  fay  ?  Is  it  the  covenant,  have 
you  that.? 

Book.  Yes  ;  what  then,  fir  ? 

T'eag.  Which  is  that  covenant  ? 

Book.  WJiy,  this  is  the  covenant. 

Teag.  Well,  I  muft  take  that  covenant. 

Book.  You  take  my  commodities  ? 

Teag.  I  muft  take  that  covenant,  upon  my  foul  now, 
«  that  I  muft.' 

Book.  Stand  off,  fir,  or  I'll  fet  you  further. 

Teag.  Well,   upon  my  foul  now,  I  will  take  that 
covenant  for  my  mafter. 

Book.  Your  mafter  muft  pay  me  for't  then  ? 

Teag.  ' '  /  muft  take  it  frft,  and  mj  mafter  will  fay 

"  you 
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*' you  afterwards"  '  I'faith  now,  they  will  make  him 
pay  for't,  after  I  have  taken  it  for  him. 

'  Book.  What  a  devil  does  the  fellow  mean  ? 

'  Teag.  You  will  make  me  ftay  too  long,  that  you 
'  will ;  look  you  now,  I  will  knock  you  down  upon 
*  the  ground,  if  you  will  not  let  me  take  it. 

Back.  '  Stand  off,  firrah,   "you  muft  pay  me  now" 

Tec.g.  '  I'faith  I  will  take  it  now.'  "  Ob,  that  I  will 
"  — [Knocks  him  down.]  Now you're  paid,  you  thief 
"  o' the  world.  Here's  covenants  enough  to  poifon  the 
"  whole  nation. "  [Exit. 

Book.  What  a  devil  ails  this  fellow  ?  He  did  not  come 
to  rob  me  certainly,  for  he  has  not  taken  above  two  pen- 
nyworth of  lamentable  ware  away  ;  but  I  feel  the  raf- 
cal's  fingers.  I-may  light  upon  my  wild  Irijhman  again, 
and  if  I  do,  I  will  fix  him  with  fome  catchpolcs  that 
fnall  be  vvorfe  than  his  own  country  bogs.  [Exit. 

Enter  C.  Carelefs,  C.  Blunt,  and  Lieutenant  Story. 

Lieu.  And  what  fay  you,  noble  Colonels  ?  how,  and 
how  d'ye  like  my  lady  !  I  gave  her  the  title  of  iliuftri- 
ous,  from  thofe  illultrious  commodities  which  frie  deals 
in,  hot  water  and  tobacco. 

C.  Car.  Pr'ythee  how  cam'ft  thou  to  think  of  mar- 
rying ? 

Lieu.  Why,  that  which  hinders  other  men  '  from 
'  thofe  venereal  conditions,'  prompted  me  to  matri- 
mony, hunger  and  cold,  Colonel. 

'  C.  Car.  Which  you  deftroyed  with  a  fat  woman, 
'  ftrong  water,  and  {linking  tobacco. 

*  Lieu.  No,  faith,  the  woman  conduc'd  but  little  ; 
'  but  the  reft  cou'd  not  be  purchas'd  without. 

'  C.  Car.  She's  beholden  to  you. 

'  Lieu.  For  all  your  mocking,  me  had  been  ruin'd  if 
'  it  had  not  been  for  me. 

'  C.  Car.  Pr'ythee  make  but  that  good. 

'  Lieu.  With  eafe,  fir, why  look  you,  you  muft 

'  know  me  was  always  a  moft  violent  cavalier,  and  of  a 

moft  ready  and  large  faith  ;  abundance  of  rafcals  had 


'  found  her  foft  place,  and  perpetually  wou'd  bring  her 
'  news,  news  of  all  prices  j  they  would  te~   " 


tell  her  news 
from 
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«  4from  half  a  crown,  to  a  gill  of  hot  water,  or  a  pipe  o-f 

*  the  worft  mundungus:  I  have  obferv'd  their  ufual  rates 

*  they  wou'd  borrow  half  a  crown  upon  a  ftory  of  five 

*  thousand  men  up  in  the  north ;  a  fhilli  ng  upon  a  town's 
'  -revolting,  fix-pence  upon  a  fmall  caftle,  and  confume 

*  hot  water  and  tobacco,  whilft  they  were  telling  news 

*  of  arms  eonvey'd  into'feveral  parts,  and  ammunition 
'  'hid- in  cellars;  that  at  the  laft,  if  I  had  not  married, 
«  and  blown  oft'thefe-flies,  fhe  had  been  abfolutely  con- 

*  ••fum'd' 

C.  Car.  '  Well  Lieutenant,  we  are  beholden  to  you 

*  for  thefe  hints  ;  we  may  be  reduc'd  to  as  bad  :'  See 
where  league  comes.    (Soodnefs  how  he  fmiles  !  Why 
fo  merry,  Tcague  ? 

Enter  Teague  failing. 

Twig.  I  have- done  a  thing  for  you  •  now  that  I  have* 
indeed. 

C.  Car.  What  hail  thou  done  man  ? 
"  Teag.  Guefs. 

"  C.  Car.  I  can't. 

Teag.  "  Why  then  gucfs  again."  I  have  taken  the 
covenant  '  for  thee,  that  I  have,  upon  my  foul.' 

C.  Car  "  Honv  came  you  by  it. 

Teag.  "  Very  honcjlly  .'"  I  threw  a  fellow  down, 
that  I -did,  and  took  it  away  for  thy  fweet  fake,  here  it 
is -now. 

C.  Car.  Was  there  eves  fuch  a  fancy  ?  Why,  did'ft 
thou  think  this  was  the  way  to  take  the  covenant  ? 

frag.  '  Ay,  upon  my  foul  that  it  is ;  look  you  thefe 

*  now,  have  not  I  taken  it ;  is  not  this  the  covenant  ? 
'  Tell  me  then  I  pr'ythee.'     "7  am  fure  it  is  thcjhor- 
4    left,   and  ike  cheapeft  way  iotake  it." 

C.  EL  I  am  plealed  yet  with  the  poor  fellow's  mifta- 
ken  kindnefs ;  I  dare  warrant  him  honeft,  to  the  beft  of 
his  underftanding. 

C.*Car.  This  fellow  I  prophefy  will  bring  me  into 
many  troubles  by  his  miftakes :  I  rrtuft  feud  him  on 
no  errand  but,  How  d'ye;  and  to  fuch  as  I  wou'd  have 
no  anfwer  from  again: — Yet  his  fimple  honcfty 
prevails  with  me,  I  cannot  part  with  him. 

Lien. 
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Lku.   Come,    gentlemen,  time  calls — How  no\v, 
•who's  this  r 

Enter  Obadiah,  luithfour  perfons  more  with  papers. 

C.  Car.  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  have  not  feen  a  pitlure  in 
hangings  walk  as -fait. 

C.  Bl.  'Slife  man, this  is  that  good  man  of  the  Com- 
mittee family  that  I  told  thee  of  the  very  clerk  ;  how 
the  rogue's  loaded  \vithpapers  ! — thofe  are  the  winding- 
meets   to  many  a  poor  gentleman's    ellate:  t'were  a  - 
good  deed  to  burn  them  all, 

C.  Car.  Why,  thouart  not  mad, art  ?-- Well  met,  fir  j 
pray  do  not  you  belong  to  the  Committee  cfSequeflra- 
tions  ? 

Ob.  I  do  belong  to  that  honourable  committee,  who 
are  now  ready  to  fit  for  the  bringing  on  the  work.. 

C.  £1.  O  plague,  what  work,  raf 

C.  Car.  Pr'ythee  be  quiet,  man — Are  they  to  fit 
prefently  ? 

Ob.  As  foon  as  I  can  get  ready,  myprefence  being 
material.  [Exit. 

C.  Car.  What,  wert  thou  mad  ?  woud'ft  thou  have 
beaten  the  clerk,  when  thou  wert  going  to  compound 
with  the  rafcals,  his  matters  ? 
•  C.  BL  The  light  of  any  of  the  villains  ftirs  me. 

Lieu.  Come,  Colonels,  there's  no  trifling;  let's  make 
hafte,  and  prepare  your  bufmefs,  Jet's  not  lofe  this 
fitting  ;  come  along,  Teague.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Arbella  at  one  floor,  Abel  at  another,  as  if  befa-v 

her  not,  anA  ft  arts  when  he  comes  to  her,  as  Ruth  had 
taught  him. 

Arb.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  !  I'll  try  to  fteal 
by  him. 

Abel.  Pardon  miftrefs,  my  profound  contemplations, 
in  which  I  was  fo  hid  that  you  could  not  fee  me. 

Arb.  This  is  a  fet  form, they  allow  it  in  every 

thing  but  their  prayers. 

Abel.  Now  you  mould  fpeak,   forfooth. 

Arb.  '  Ruth,  I  have  found  you  ;  but  I'll  fpoil  the 
*  dialogue.  [Afede.^ — What  mould  I  fay,  fir  ? 

Abel.   What  you  pleafe,  forfooth. 

Arb. 
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Arb.  Why,  truly,  fir,  'tis  as  you  fay  ;  I  did  not 
fee  you. 

Enter  Ruth  as  o<ver -bearing  lbe?n,  and  peeps, 

Ruth.   This  is  lucky. 

Abel.  No,  forfooth,  'twas  I  that  was  not  to  fe'e 
you. 

Arb.  Why,  fir,  wou'd  your  mother  be  angry  if  you 
fhou'd  ? 

AbeL  No,  no,   quite  contrary,' I'll  tell  you  thnt 

prefcntly;  but  firft  I  mult  fay,  that  the  weighty  af- 
Jairs  lie  heavy  upon  my  neck  and  fhoulders  [Shrugs. 

Arb.  Wou'd  he  were  ty'd  neck  and  heels. This 

is  a  notable  wench  ;  look  were  the  rafcal  peeps  too  ; 
if  I  fhou'd  beckon  to  her  fhe'd  take  no  notice  ;  fae  is  re- 
folv'd  not  to  relieve  me.  [Afide. 

Abel.  Something  I  can  do,  and  that  with  fomebo- 
<ly  ;  that  is,  with  thofe  that  are  ibmebodies. 

Arb.  Whift,  whift,  [Beckons  to  Ruth,  and  Jhe  Jhaku 
her  bead.  ]  Pr'ythee  have  fome  pity.  O  unmerciful  girl  ! 

Abel.  I  know  Parliament-men,  and  Sequeftators  ;  I 
know  Committee-men,  and  Committee-men  know  me. 

Arb.   You  have  great  acquaintance,  fir  ? 

Abel.  Yes,  they  alk  my  opinion  fometimes. 

Arb.  What  weather  'twill  be  ?  have  you  any.fkill,  fir? 

Abel.  When  the  weather  is  not  good,  we  hold  a  faft. 

Arb.   And  then  it  alters  ? 

Absl.  Affuredly. 

Arb.  In  good  time no  mercy,  wench  ? 

•Abel.  Our  profound  contemplations  are  caufed  by 
the  confternation  of  our  fpirits  for  the  nation's  good  ; 
we  are  in  labour. 

Arb.  And  I  want  a  deliverance. — Haik  ye,  Rulb, 
take  off  your  dog,  or  I'll  turn  bear  indeed. 

Ruth.  I  care  not ;  my  mother  will  be  angry, 

Arb.   O  hang  you. 

Abel.  You  mail  perceive  that  I  have  fome  power,  if 
you  pleafe  to— — 

Arb.  O  I  am  pleafed,  fir,  that  you  mould  have 
power  !  I  muft  look  out  my  hoods  and  fcarfs,  fir,  'tis 
al  m  oft  time  to  go. 

Abel.  If  it  were  not  for  the  weighty  matters  of  ftate 

which 
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which  lie  upon  my  moulders,  myfelf  woa'd  look 
them. 

Arb.   O  by  no  means,  lir;  'tis   below  your  great- 

nefs  : Some  luck  yet ;   (he  never  came  fealbnably 

before. 

Enter  Mrs.  Day. 

Mrs.  D.  Why  how  now  Abel!  got  fo  clofe  to  Mrs. 
Arbella,  fo  clofe  indeed !  nay  then  I  fmell  fome- 
thing :  well,  Mr.  Abel,  you  have  been  fo  us'd  to  fe- 
crefy  in  council  and  weighty  matters,  that  you  have 
it  at  your  fingers  ends  :  nav.  look  ye  miftrefs,  look  ye, 
look  ye  ;  mark  Abel's  eyes  :  ah,  there  he  looks. 
Ruth,  thou  art  a  good  girl ;  I  iind  Abel  has  got 
ground. 

Ruth.  I  forbore  to  come  in,  -till  I  faw  your  honour 
firft  enter ;  but  I  have  o'er-heard  all. 

Mrs.  D.  And  how  has  Abel  behav'd  himfelf,  wench, 
ha? 

Ruth.  O  beyond  expectation.  '  If  it  were  lawful, 
'  I'd  undertake  he'd  make  nothing  to  get  as  many 

*  womens  good-wills  as  he  fpeaksto;'  he'll  not  need 
much  teaching :  you  may  turn  him  loofe. 

Arb.  O  this  plaguy  wench  ! 

Mrs.  D.  Sayeil  thou  fo,-girl,?  it  (hall  be  fomething 
in  thy  way  ;  a  new  gown,  or  fo  ;  it  may  be  a  better 
penny.  Well  faid,  Abel,  I  fay  ;  I  did  think  thou 
wouldft  come  out  with  a  piece  of  thy  mother's  at  laft  : 

But  I  had  forgot,  the  Committee  are  near  upon 

fitting.  Ha,  Mrj.  you  are  crafty  ;  you  have  made 
your  compofition  before  hand.  Ah,  this  AbeFs  as  bad 
as  a  whole  Committee  :  take  that  item  from  me  ; 
come,  make  hafte,  call  the  coach,  Abel;  well  faid 
Abel,  I  fay.  [Exeunt  Mrs.  Day  and  Abel. 

*  Arb.  We'll  fetch  our  things  and  follow  you.   Now 

*  wench,  can'ft  thou  ever  hope  to  be  forgiven  ? 

'  Ruth.  Why,  what's  th-  matter  ? 

4  Arb.  The  matt.'r  !  coud'ft  thou  be  fo  unmerciful,  to 

*  fee  me  praclis'd  on,  and  pelted  at,  by  a  bluuderbufs 
'  charg'd  with  nothing  but  proofs,  weighty  affairs, 

*  fpirit,  profound  contemplation,  and  fuch  like  ? 

B  « Ruth. 


26  THE    COMMITTEE;    OR, 

'Ruth.  Why,  I  was  afraid  to  interrupt  you ; '1 
'  thought  it  convenient  to  give  you  what  time  I  cou'd, 

*  to  make  his  young  honour  your  friend. 

'  Arb.  I  am  beholden  to  you  :  I  may  cry  quittance, 
'Ruth.  But  did  you  mark  Abel's  eyes  ?  ah,  there 

*  were  looks ! 

'  Arb.  Nay,  pr'ythee  give  off;  my  hour's  approach- 

*  ing,  and  I  can't   be  heartily  merry  till  it  be  paft  : 
'  come,  let's  fetch  our  things  ;  her  hdymip's  honour 
'  will  Hay  for  us. 

«  Ruth.  I'll  warrant  ye,  my  brother  "Abel  is  not  in 
'  order  yet ;  he's  bruihing  a  hat  almoft  a  quarter  of  an 
'  hour,  and  as  long  a  driving  the  lint  from  his  blade 

*  cloaths,  with  his  wet  thumb. 

'  Arb.  Come,  pr'ythee  hold  thy  peace,  I  fhall  laugh 
'  in's  face  elfe  when  I  fee  him  come  along  :  now  for 
'  an  old  flioe.  [Exeunt.' 

A  'Table  fet  out. 
'The  Committee  flWObadiah  ordering  'bcoks  and  papers. 

Ob.  Shall  I  read  your  honour's  laft  order,  and  give 
you  the  account  of  what  you  laft  debated  ? 

Mr.  D.  I  firll  crave  your  favours,  to  communicate 
an  important  matter  to  this  honourable  board,  in  which 
I  mall  difcover  unto  you  -ir.y  own  fmcerity,  and  zeal 
to  the  good  caufe. 

1  Com.  Proceed,  -fir. 

Mr.  D.  The  bufinefs  is  contained  in' this  letter: 
'tis  from  no  lefs  a  man  than  the<king  ;  and  'tis  to  me, 
as  fimple  as  I  fit  here  :  is  it  your  pieafures  that  our 
clerk  mould  read  it. 

2  Com.  Yes,  pray  give  it  him. 

.Ob.  \Reads. ~\  Mr.  Day,  we  have  received  gccd  in- 
telligence of  your  great  worth  and  ability,  -efpecially^  in 
ftcte-matters  ;  and  therefore  thought  ft  to  offer  you  any 
'preferment,  or  honour,  that  you  jb  all  dcjlre,  if  you  will 
become  my  entire  friend.  Pray  remember  my  love  and 
fervice  to  your  difcreet  ivife,  and  acquaint  her  <vsith  this  ; 
fivbcfe  ni-ifdom,  /  hear,  is  great.  So  recommending  this 
to  her  and  your  wife  confideration,  7  remain,^  8  .  J 

•  V          jf  '•       J      f~>   -V 

lour  friend,  C.  Iv. 
2  Com. 
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z  Com.  C.  K! 

Mr.  D.  Ay,  that's  for  the  king. 

2  Com.  I  fufped—  [4&&.J  Who  brought  you  thl< 
letter  ? 

Mr.  D.  Oh  fie  upon't,  my  wife  forgot  that  par- 
t'cular.  \_Afeds.~\  —  Why,  a  fellow  left  it  for  me,  and 
'••ihrunk  away  when  he  had  done  :  I  warrant  you,  he 
was  afraid  I  fhou'd  have  laid  hold  on  him.  You  fee, 
-brethren,  what  I  rejeft  ;  but  I  doubt  not  but  to  re- 
ceive my  reward  :  and  I  have  now  a  bu/inefs  to  offer, 
\vhich  in  fome  meafure  may  afford  you  an  occafion. 

2.  Com.  This  letter  was  counterfeited  certainly. 

fMfe. 

Mr.  D.  But  firft  be  pleafed  to  read  your  laft  order. 

2  Com.  What  does  he  mean  ?    that  concerns  me. 


Ob.  The  order  is,  that  the  compofition  arifing  out 
•of  Mr.  Lajbley's  eftate  be  and  hereby  is  inverted  and 
allowed  to  the  honourable  Mr.  Nathaniel  Catch,  for 
-and  in  refpeft  of  his  futferings,  and  good  fervice. 

Mr.  D.  It  is  meet,  very  meet  ;  we  are  bound  in 
duty  toftrengthen  ourfelves  againft  the  day  of  trouble, 
when  the  common  enemy  lhall  endeavour  to  raile 
commotions  in  the  land,  and  difturb  our  new-built 
Zicn. 

'  2  Ccm.  Then  I'll  fay  nothing,  but  clofe  with  him  : 
'  we  muft  wink  at  one  another.  —  I  receive  your  fenfe 
'  of  my  fervices  with  a  zealous  kindnefs.  Now,  Mr. 
'Day,  I  pray  you  propofe  your  bufmefs. 

'  Mr.  D.I  defire  this  honourable  board  to  under- 
fland  that  my  wife  being  at  Reading,  and  to  come  up 
in  the  ftage-coach  ;  it  happened  that  one  Mrs.  Arlella, 
a  rich  heirefs  of  one  of  the  Cavalier  party,  came  up 
alfo  in  the  fame  coach.  Her  father  being  newly  dead, 
and  her  eftate  before  being  under  fequeftration,  my 
wife,  who  has  a  notable  pate  of  her  own  (you  all  know 
her)  prefently  caft  about  to  get  her  for  my  fon  Abel  ; 
and  accordingly  invited  her  to  my  houfe  ;  where, 
•though  time  was  but  fhort,  yet  my  fon>£k/made  ufe 
•o*  it.  They  are  without,  '  as  I  fuppofe  :  but  before 
B  2  «  ws 
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*  we  call  them  in,  I  pray  let  us  handle  fach  other  mat- 
'  ters  as  are  before  us. 

'  i  Com.  Let  us  hear  then  what  eftates  befides  lie 
'  before  us,  that  we  may  fee  how  large  a  field  we  have 
«  to  walk  in. 

*-2  Com.  Read. 

'  Qb.  One  of  our  laft  debates  was  upon  the  plea  of 
'  an  infant,  whofe  eftate  is  under  fequeftration. 

'  Mr.  D.  And  fit  to  be  kept  fo  till  he  comes  of  age, 
'  and  may  anfwer  for  himfelf ;  that  he  may  not  be  in 
'  pcfTeffion  of  the  land  till  he  can  promife  he  will  not 
4  turn  to  the  enemy. 

'  Ob.  Here  is  another  of  almoft  the  like  nature;  an 
'  eftate  before  your  hpnours  under  fequeftration :  the 
«  plea  is,  that  the  party  died  without  any  ofYer  of  tak- 
"  ing  up  arms  ;  but  in  his  opinion,  he  was  for  the 
«  king.  He  has  left  his  widow  with  child,  which  will 

*  be  the  heir  ;  and  his  truftees  complain  of  wrong,  and 
'  claim  the  eilate. 

'  2  Com.  Well,  the  father  in  his  opinion  was  a  Ca- 
'  valier  ? 

'  Ob.  So  it  is  given  in. 

*  2  Com.  Nay,  'twas  fo,  I  warrant  you  ;  and  there's 
'  a  young  Cavalier  in  his  widow's  belly  ;  I  warrant 
'  you  that  too  ;  for  the  perverfe  generation  encreafeth  : 
1  I  move  therefore  that  their  two  eftates  may  remain 

*  in  the  hands  of  our  brethen  here,  and  fellow-labour- 
'  ers,   Mr.  Jcfcpb  Bhmiflj,   and  Mr.    'Jonathan   Head- 
'  ftrong,   and  Mr.  Ezekiel  Strape,  and  they    to  be  ac- 
'  countable  at  our  pleafures  ;  whereby  they  may  have 
'  a  godly  opportunity  of  doing  good  for  them/elves. 

'  Mr.  D.  Order  it,  order  it. 

'  3  Com.  Since  it  is  your  pleafures,  we  are  content 

*  to  take  the  burthen  upon  us,  and  be  ftewards  tp  the 
'  nation. 

'  2  Com.  Now  verily  it  feemeth  to  me  that  the  work. 

*  goeth    forward,    when    brethren    hold   together  in 
1  unity. 

'  Mr.  D.  Well,  if  we  have  now  finilhed,  give  me 
1  leave  to  tell  you,  my  wife  is  without,'  together  with 

the 
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the  gentlewoman  that  is  to  compound  :  fhe  will  needs 
have  a  finger  in  the  pye. 

'  3  Com.  I  profefs  we  are  to  blame  to  let  Mrs.  Day 
'  wait  ib  long. 

'  Mr.  D.'  We  may  not  negledl  the  public  for  pri- 
vate refpecls.  I  hope,  brethren,  that  you  will  pleafe 
to  caft  the  favour  of  your  countenances  upon  Abel. 

z,  3  Com.  You  wrong  us  to  doubt  it,  brother  Day, 
Call  in  the  compounders. 

"Ob.  Call  in  the  compounders. 

"  Porter.  Come  in  the  conipoundersS* 
Enter  Mrs.   Day,     Abel,  Arbella,    Ruth ;    and  after 

them   the  Colonels,  and  Teague  ;   they  give  the  door- 

keeper  fomething,   ivhofeems  to  fcrape. 

Mr.  D.  Come,  duck,  1  have  told  the  honourable 
Committee  that  you  are  one  that  will  needs  endeavour 
to  do  good  for  this  gentlewoman. 

2  Com.  We  are  glad  Mrs.  Day,  that  any  occaHcn 
bring  you  hither. 

Mrs.  D.  I  thank  your  honours.  I  am  defirous  of 
doing  good,  which  I  know  is  always  acceptable  in 
your  eyes. 

Mr.  D.  Come  on,  fon,  Abel,  what  have  you  to 
fay  r 

Abel.  I  come  unto  your  honours,  full  of  profound 
contemplations  for  this  gentlewoman. 

Arb.  'Slife,  he's  at's  leflbn,  wench.   [Afede  /0  Ruth. 

Ruth.  Peace — which  whelp  opens  next  ?  O,  the 
wolf  is  going  to  bark.  \_AJide. 

Mrs.  D.  May  it  pleafe  your  honours,  I  fhall  pre- 
fume  to  inform  you,  that  my  fon  Abel  has  fettled  his 
aftedhons  on  this  gentlewoman,  and  defires  your  ho- 
nours favour  to  be  Ihewn  unto  him  in  her  compofi- 
tion. 

2  Com.  Say  you  fo,  Mrs.  Day  ?  why  the  committee 
have  taken  it  into  their  ferious  and  pious  confidera- 
tien  ;  together  with  Mr.  Day's  good  fervice,  upon 
fome  knowledge  that  is  not  fit  to  communicate. 

Mrs.  D.  That  was  the  letter  I  invented.       [AJide. 

z.  Com.  And  the  compofition  of  this  gentlewoman 
B  3  is 
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;s  comlgn'd  to  Mr.  Day,  that  is,  I  f^ppofe,  to  Mr- 
Abel,  and  fo  consequently  to  the  gentlewoman.  You 
may  be  thankful,  miftrefs,  for  fhch  good  fortune;, 
your  eltate's  difcharg'd,  Mr.  Day  fhall  have  the  dif- 
charge. 

C.  Bl.  O  damn  the  vultures !  [Ajidc. 

C.  Car.   Peace,  man.  \Aftde. 

Arb.  I  am  willing  to  be  thankful  when  I  underftand. 
the  benefit,  1  have  no  reafon  to  compound  for  what's 
my  own  ;  but  if  I  mutt,  if  a  woman  can  be  a  delin- 
quent, I  defire  to  know  my  public  cenfure,  not  be  left 
in  private  hands. 

2  Com.  15"e  contented,  gentlewoman  ;  the  Commit- 
tee does  this  in  favour  of  you  ;  we  underftand  how  eaiily 
you  can  fatisfy  Mr.  Abel;  you  may,  if  you  pleafe,  be, 
Mrs.  Day. 

Ruth.  And  then  good  night  to  all.  \_AJide. 

Arb.  How,  gentlemen!  are  you  private  marriage- 
jobbers?  d'ye  make  markets  for  one  another  ? 

2  Ccm.   How's  this,  gentlewoman  ? 

C.  Bl.  A  brave  noble  creature  !  \_Af.cU. 

C.  Car.  Thou  art  fmitten,  Blunt;  that  other  fe- 
male too,  methinks  moots  fire  this  way.  [AJide. 
•  Mrs.  D.  I  defire  your  honours  to  pardon  her  incef- 
fant  words ;  perhaps  (he  doth  not  imagine  the  good 
that  is  intended  her. 

2  Com.  Gentlewoman,  tire  Committee  for  Mrs.Z)<y's 
fake  paries  by  your  expreifions  ;  '  you  may  fpare  your 
'  pains,  you  have'the  committee's  refolution,'  you  may 
be  your  own  enemy  if  you -wilf. 

Arb.   My  own  enemy  ? 

Ri'th.  Pr'ythee  peace,  'tis  to  no  purpofe  to  wrangle 
here;  we  muft  ufe  other  ways.  \_AJide. 

2  Com.   Come  on,  gentlemen;  what's  your  cafe  ? 

[To  the  Colonels.. 

Ruth.   Arbella,  there's  the  down-right  cavalier  that 

carne  up  in  the  coach  with  us. On  my  life,  there'o 

a  fpri^htly  gentleman  with  him. 

\While  they  fpeak,  the  Colonels  pull  the  paters  out,  and 
'deliver  lem. 

C  Car 
id  -iM 
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C.  Car.  .  Our  buiinefs  is  to  compound  for  our 
eftates  ;  of  which  here  are  the  particulars,  which  will 
agree  with  your  own  furvey. 

' '  Teag.  And  btris  the  particulars  of  Teague's  ejlatc, 
tl  forty  cc-ivs,  and  the  aevtl  a  bull  among  ft  them" 

Ob.  The  particulars  are  right. 

Mr.  D.  Well,  gentlemen,  the  rule  is  two  years  pur- 
chafe,  the  firft  payment  down,  the  other  at  fix  months 
end,  and  the  eflate  to  fecure  it. 

C.  Car.  Can  you  aSbrd  it  no  clieaper? 

2  Com.   'Tis  car  rule. 

C.  Car.  Very  well  ;  'tis  but  felling  the  reft  to  pay 
this,  and  our  more  lawful  debts. 
.    2  Com.  But,  gentlemen,  before  you  are  admitted^ 
you  are  to  take  the  covenant ;  you  have  not  taken  it 
yet,  have  you? 

C.  Car.  No. 

T~eag.  Upon  my  fhoul  but  he  has  now ;  I  lock  it 
for  him,  and  he  has  taken  it  from  me,  that  he  has. 

'  Ruth.  What  fpprt  are  we  now  like  to  have  f ' 

2  Com.  What  fellow's  that  ? 

C.  Car  A  poor  fimple  fellow  that  ferves  BIC. 
Peace,  league. 

Texg.  Lst  them  not  prate  fo  then. 

zCom.  Well,  gentlemen,  it  rsmains,  whether you'-U 
take  the  covenant  ? 

"  Teag.   Why  be  has  taken  it." 

G.  Car.  This  is  ftrange,  and  differs  from  your 
own  principle,  to  impofe  on  other  men's  confclence*. 

Mr.  D.  Fifh,  we  are  not  here  to  cifpute;  we  aft 
according  to  our  inftru&ions,  and  we  cannot  admit  any 
to  compound-.without  taking  it;  therefore  your  anfwer. 

Teag.  '  Why  was  it  for  no  matter  then  that  I  have 
*  taken  the;  covenant  ?  You  there,  Mr.  Committee,  do 
'  you  hear  that  now  ?'  '•'•Was  it  fcr  nothing  I  took  the"— 

C.  Cur.  "  tldd your  tongue"  No,  we  will  not 
take  it :  much  good  may  it  do  them  that  have  fwal- 
Jows  large  enough  ;  'twill  work  one  day  in  their  fto»- 
machs. 

C.  RL  The  day  may  come,   when  thofe  that  fuf- 

fer  for  their  consciences  and  honour  may  be  rewarded. 

B  4 ..  Mr.  Dt 
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Mr.  D.  Ay,  ay,   you  make  an  idol  of  that  honour, 

C.  EL  Our  worfhips  then  are  different :  you  makjj 
that  your  idol  which  brings  you  intereft  ;  we  can  obey 
that  which' bids  us  lofe  it. " 

Arb.  Brave  gentlemen  !  \_Afide. 

Ruth.  I  ftare  at  'em  till  my  eyes  ake.  [AJide. 

2  Com.  Gentlemen,  you  are  men  of  dangerous  fpi- 
rits:  know,  we  muft  keep  our  rules  and  inftrudlions, 
left  we  lofe  what  Providence  hath  put  into  our  hands. 

C.  Car.  Providence!  fuch  as  thieves  rob  by. 

z  Com.  What's  that,  fir?  fir,  you  are  too  bold. 

C.  Car.  Why  in  good  footh  you  may  give  lofers 
leave  to  fpeak ;  I  hope  your  honours,  out  of  your  bow- 
els of  compaffion,  will  permit  us  to  talk  over  our  de- 
parting acres.  ^ 

Mr.  D.  It  is  well  you  are  fo  merry. 

C.  Car.  O,  ever  vvhilft  you  live,  clear  fouls  make 
light  hearts:  faith,  wou'd  I  might  alk  one  queftion  ? 

2  Com.  Swear  not  then. 

C.  Car.  Thou  malt  not  covet  your  neighbours 
goods  :  there's  a  Rowland  for  your  Oliver. 

"  7'eag.  Thtre  is  an  Oliver  for  your  Rowland,  take 
"  that  'till  the  pot  boils." 

C.  Car.  My  queflion  is  only,  which  of  all  you  is 
to  have  oar  eftates :  or  will  you  make  traitors  of  them, 
draw ''em,  and  quarter  'em  ? 

2  Com.  You  grow  abufive. 

C.  Bl.  No,  no,  'tis  only  to  in  treat  the  honour- 
able perfons  that  will  be  pleafed  to  be  our  houfe- keep- 
ers, to  keep  them  in  good  reparations  ;  we  may  take 
pofleffion  again,  without  the  help  of  the  covenant. 

2  Com.  You  will  think  better  on't,  and  take  this 
covenant. 

C.  Car.  We  v/ijl  be  as  rotten  firfl  as  their  hearts 
that  invented  it. 

Ruth.  'Slife,  Arbella,  we'll  have  thefe  tv/o  men ; 
there  are  not  two  fuch  again  to  be  had  for  love  nor 
money.  \_Afde. 

Mr.  D.  Well,  gentlemen,  your  follies  light  upon 
your  own  heads  ;  we  have  no  more  to  fay. 

C.  Car.  Why  then  hoiit  fails  for  a  new  world  : — .. 
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<••  Teag.  Ay  for  old  Ireland." 

C.  Car,  D'ye  hear  Blunt,  what  gentlewoman  is 
that  ? 

C.  £/.   'Tis   their  witty  daughter  I  told  thee  of. 

C.  Car.  I'll  go  to  fpeak  to  'em;  I'd  fain  convert 
that  pretty  covenanter. 

C.  El.  Nay,  pr'ythee  let's  go. 

C.  Car.  Lady,  I  hope  you'll  have  that  good  for- 
tune, not  to  be  troubled  with  the  covenant. 

Arb.  If  they  do,  I'll  not  take  it. 

C.  Bl.  Brave  lady  1  I  muft  love  her  again  ft  my 
will. 

C.  Car.  For  you,  pretty  one,  I  hope  your  por- 
tion will  be  enlarged  by  our  misfortunes ;  remember 
your  benefactors.  "  *  '.' 

Ruth.  If  I  had  all  your  eftates,  I  cou'd  afford  you 
as  good  a  thing. 

C.  Car.   Without  taking  the  covenant  ? 

Ruth.  Yes,  but  I  would  invent  another  oath. 

C.  Car.  Upon  your  lips  ? 

Ruth.  Nay,  I  am  not  bound  to  difcover. 

C.  BL  Pr'ythee  come;  is  this  a  time  to  fpend  in 
fooling? 

C.  Car.  Now  have  I  forgot  every  thing".  .,,-•) 

C.  BL  Come,  let's  go. 

2  Com.  Gentlemen,  void  the  room. 

C.  Car.  Sure  'tis  impoflible  that  kite  mould  get 
that  pretty  Merlin. 

C.  BL  Come,  pr'ythee  let's  go;  thefe  muck- 
worms will  have  earth  enough  to  Hop  their  mouths 
with,  one  day. 

C.  Car.  Fray  ufe  our  eftates  hufband-like,  and  fo 
our  moft  honourable  bailiffs,  farewel. 

[Exeunt  Colonels  Carelefs  and  Blunt. 

"  Teag.   Ay,  bumlaily  ra/ca/s." 
Mr.  D.  You  are  rude  :  door-keeper,  put  'em  forth 
there. 

Porter.  Come  forth,  ye  there  j  this  is  not  a  place 
for  fuch  as  you. 

Teag.  "  Devil  burn  me  but"  ye  are  a  rafcal,  that 
you  are  now. 

B  5  For. 
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Porter,  And  pleafe  your  honours,  this  profane  Irfjb- 
man  fwore   an  oath   at   the  door,  even  now,  when  I 
wou'd  have  put  him  out. 
2  Com.  Let  him  pay  for't. 

Porter.   Here,  you  mnft  pay,  or  lie  by  the  heels. 
Teag,   What  mult  I  pay,  by  the  heels  ?  I  \vill   not 
pay  by  the  heels,   '  that  I  will  not,  upon  my  fhoul.' 
•'  Majter  ubbitb  boo." 

"  Enter  Carelefs. 
"  C.  Car.   Heat's  the  matter? 

"  Teag.  This  gander -faid  pag  ft?}'*,  I  mnft  pay  by 
"  the  heels. 

"  C.  Car.  What  have  yen  done? 
"  T'eag.    Onfyjkvore  a  bit  of  an  cath." 
C.  Car.  Here,    here's     a   ihilling     '  for  thee,    be 
'  quiet. — '  [Exit. 

Tsag.  Well,  I  have  not  curs'd  '  you  now,  that  I 
'  have  not.  What  if  I  had  curfed  then?  "  but  how 
* '  ?nuch  had  that  been  ? '  * 

Porter.  That  h.id  been  nx-pence. 
Tcag.  Och,  if  I  had  but  one  fix- pence-halfpenny  in 
the  world,  but  I  \voa'd  give  it  for  a  curfe  to  eafe  my 
ftomach  on  you.  My  money  is  like  a  wild  colt,  I  air* 
oblig'd  to  drive  it  up  in  a  corner  to  catch  it.  I  have 
hold  of  it,  by  the  icuriF  of  the  neck.  Here  mifter, 
there's  the  milling  for  the  oath.  And  there's  the  fix- 
pence-halfpenny  for  yeu,  for  the  curfe,  before-hand  ; 
and  now,  iny  curfe,  and  the  curfe  of  Crotaivcll,  ligh* 
upon  you  all,  you  thieves,  you. 

[  Knocks  a'a-ivn  the  Porter  and  exit. 
'  Rutb.  Hark  ye,  Arbella  ;   'twere  a  fin  not  to  love 
'  thefe  men. 

'  A,-b.    I  am  not  guilty,    RnthS 
Mrs.  D.  Has  this  honourable  board  any  oth'er  com- 
mand ? 

2  Com.  Nothing  farther,  good  Mrs.  Day  : — gentle- 
woman, you  have  nothing  to  care  for,  but  be  grateful 
and  kind  to  Mr.  Abel. 

Arl.  I  defire  to  know  what  I  muft  direftly  trull  to, 
or  1  will  complain. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  D.  The  gentlewoman  r.eedeth  not  doubt,  fiis  - 
ft  all  fuddenly  perceive  the  good  that  is  intended  her, 
if.lhe  does  not  interpoie  in  her  own  light. 

as    als  d 


if.lhe  does  not  interpoie  in  her  own     gt. 

Mr.  D.  I  pray  withdraw  ;  the  Committee  has  pals  d 
their  order,  and  thev  mail  now  bs  p:  , 

2.  Cc/».Nay,pray,muti-efs,  withdraw,  [ExcuataUtut  .. 
tfaCoMHrittee.']  '  So»brethren,wehave  hniih'd  this  day  s 
'  work  ;  and  let  us  always  keep  the  bonds  cf  unity  nn- 
«  broken,  walking  hand  in  hand,  and  fcattering  the 
'  enemy. 

«  Mr.  D.  You  may  perceive  they  have  ipints  never  to 
«  be  reconcil'd  ;-they  \Alk  accordinglo  nature,  and  are 
'  ful*  of  inward  dar'kneis. 

•  2.  Com.  It  is  well  truly  for  the  good  people,  that. 
<  they  are  fo  oblUnate,  whereby  their  eftates.  may  of 
'  right  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  chofen,  which  truly. 

*  is  a  mercy.'  , 

Mr.  D.  "l  think  there  remaineth  nothing  farther,  bi 
to.  adjourn  till  Monday.    '  Take  up  .the  papers  there,. 

•  and  bring  home  tome  their  honours  order  ior  Mrs 
'  Arbdla's  eftate.  So,  brethren,  we  feparate  ourfelyes 
'  to  our  particular  endeavours,  'till  we  join  mpubhck 
«  on  Monday,  i\v.o  of  the  clock  )'  and  fo  peace  remain. 
with  you.  ,  ..%  [Extuut^ 


A     C     T      HIuM 
fritter.  Col.  Caj-elcfs,  CoL  Blun$,  and  Lieutenant  Story,   . 

i',V».  T)  Y  my  faith,  a  fad  flory  :  Ldid  apprehend  this 

J3  covenant  v.ou'd  be  the  trap. 
C»_C^  Never  did  any  rebels  filh  with  fuch  cormo- 
rants ;  no    ftoppage  about  their  throats  ;    the   rafcals. 
are  all  fwallows. 

'  C.  i'/x  Now  am  I  ready  for  any  plot  ;  I  II  go  find 

'  feme  of  thefe  agitar.ts,  and  fill  up  a  blank  commiffioa 

'  with  rny  name"  And  if  I  can  but  find  two  or  three 

.a-'*i  together,  thev  arf  fure  of  ir.e;  I  will  pleafe 

'  myfelf 
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'  myfelf,    however,  with   endeavouring    to  cut  their 
'  throats. 

'  C.  Car.  Or  do  fomething  to  make  them  hang  us, 
'  that  we  may  but  part  on  any  terms :' 

Enter  Teague. 

How  now,  Teague,  what  fays  the  learned  ? 
•    7  '  cag.  Well  then,  upon  my  fhoul,  the  man  in  the  great 
cloak,  with  the  long  fleeves,  is  mad,  that  he  is. 

C.  Car.  Mad,  Teague  ! 

Feag.  Yes  i'faith  is  he  ;  he  '  bid  me  be  gone,  and' 
faid  I  was  fent  to  make  game  of  him. 

C.  Car.  Why,  what  did' ft  thou  fay  to  him  ? 

Teag.  '  Well  now,'  I  afk'd  him  if  he  wou'd  take 
any  counfel. 

C.  Car.  'Slife,  he  might  well  enough  think  thru 
mock'dit  him.  Why,  thou  fhodd'it  have  afk'd  hi:n 
when  we  might  have  come  for  counfel. 

Teag.  Well,  that  is  all  one,  is  it  not  ?  If  he  wou'd 
take  any  counfel,  or  you  wou'd  take  any  counfel,  is 
not  that  all  one  then  ? 

C.  Car.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  miftake  ? 

C.  Bl.  Pr'ythee  ne'er  be  troubled  at  this ;  we  are  paft 
counfel:  If  we  had  but  a  friend  among'ft  them,  tuat 
cou'd  but  flide  us  by  this  covenant. 

C.  Car.  "  Nothing  angered  me  fo,  as"  that  my  old 
kitchen-ftuff  acquaintance  look'd  another  way,  and 
feein'd  not  to  know  me. 

C.  El.  How,  kitchen-ftuffacquaintance  ! 

C.  Car.  Yes,  Mrs.  Day,  that  com  nanded  the  party 
in  the  hackney-coach,  was  my  father's  kitchen  maid, 
and  in  time  of  yore  called  Gillian. 

Lieu.  Hark  ye,  Colonel ;  what  if  you  did  vifit  this 
tranflated  kitchen-maid  ? 

feag.  Well,  how  is  that?  a  kitchen-maid?  where 
is  (he  now  ? 

C.  BL  The  Lieutenant  advifes  well. 

C.  Car.  Nay,  ftay,  ftay ;  in  the  firft  place  I'll  fend 
league  to  her,  to  tell  her  I  have  a  little  bufinefs  with 
her"  and  defire  to  know  when  I  may  have  leave  to  wait 
j,i  her. 

C.  £1. 
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C.  Bl.  We  ihall  have  Teague  miftake  again. 

7eag.  How  is  that  now  r  I  will  not  miftake  that 
kitchen-maid?  Whither  muft  I  go  now,  to  miftake 
that  kitchen-maid  ? 

C.  Car.  But  dy'e  hear,  Teague  ?  you  muft  take  no 
notice  of  that,  upon  thy  life  ;  but  on  the  contrary,  at 
every  word  you  muft  fay,  your  ladvihip,  and  your  ho- 
nour ;  as  for  example,  when  you  have  made  a  leg, 
you  muft  begin  thus ;  my  mafter  prefents  his  fervice 
to  your  ladvihip,  and  having  fome  bufmefs  with  your 
honour,  deiires  to  know  when  he  may  have  leave  to 
wait  upon  your  ladyihip.  "  {Teague turns  bis  back  on  the 
11  CoL]  Blockhead,  yon  muft  not  turn  your  back." 

Teag.  "  Oh,  no,Jir,  I  always  turn  my  face  i  o  a  lady  ;" 
But  was  ftie  your  father's  kitchen-maid  ? 

C.  Car.  Why,  what  then  ? 

Tea*.  Upon  my  fhoul  I  fhall  laugh  upon  her  face, 
for  all  I  wou'd  not  have  a  mind  to  do  it. 

C.  Car.  Not  for  a  hundred  pounds  Teague ;  you  muft 
be  fure  to  fet  your  countenance,  and  look  very  foberly, 
before  you  begin. 

feag.  If  I  ihou'd  think  then  of  any  kettles,  or  fpits, 
or  any  thing  that  will  put  a  mind  into  my  head  of  a 
kitchen,  I  fhou'd  laugh  then,  Ihou'd  I  not  ? 

C.  Car.  Not  for  a  thoufand  pounds,  Teague ;  thod 
may'ft  undo  us  all. 

T'eag.  Well,  I  will  hope  1  will  not  laugh  then  :  I 
will  keep  my  mouth  if  I  can,  that  I  will,  from  running 
to  one  fide,  and  t'other  fide.  Well  now,  where  does 
this  Mrs.  Toy  live  ? 

Lieu.  Come,  Teague,  I'll  walk  along  with  thee,  and 
mew  thee  the  houfe,  that  thou  may'ft  not  miftake  that 
however. 

"  Teag.  Shew  me  the  door  and  /'//  find  the  koufe  my- 
/elf." 

C.  Car.  Pr'ythee  do,  Lieutenant  : 

"  Teag.  O,Jtr,  <what  is  Mrs.  Tay's  name? 

C.  Car.  Have  a  care,  Teague ;  thou  ihalt  find  us 
in  the  temple.  \Exeunt  Lieutenant  flWTeig.J  '  Now, 
'  Blunt,  have  I  another  defign. 

•  e.  BI. 
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'  C.  £/.  What  further  defign  canft  thou  have  ? 
'  C.  Car.  Why   by  this  means  I  may  chance  to  fee 
th-efe  women  again,  and  get  into  their  acquaintance. 
•  C.  Bl.  With  both,  man  ? 

'  G.  Crfr.  'Slife  thou  art  jealous;  do'-ftlove  either  of 
*  'em  ? 

'  C.  BL  Nay>  I  can't  tell  ;  all  is  not  as  'twas. 
'  C.  Car.   Like  a  man  that  is  not  well,  and  yet 
'  knows  not  what  ails  him. 

'  C.  BL  Thou  art  fomething  near  the  matter  ;  but 
'  I'll  cure  myfelf  with  conftdering,  that  no  woman  can  . 
'  ever  care  for  me. 

'  C.  Car.  And  why  pr'ythee  ? 
'  C.  Bl.  Becaufe  I  can  fay  nothing  to  them. 
'  C.  Car.  The  fefs  thou  can'ft  fay,  they'll  like  thee-, 
'  the  better  ;  fhe'll  think  'tis  love  that  has  ham-ftring'd 
'  thy  tongue:  befides    man,    a   woman   ,can't  abide 
'  any  thing  in  the   houfe'lhou'd  talk,  but  (he  and  her: 
'  parrot.-    What,  is  it  the  cavalier  girl  thou  lik'il  ? 
<  C"  BL  Can'it  thou  love  .any  of  the  other  breed  ? 

'  C.  Car.  Not  honeftly, yet  I  confefs  that  ill-be-; 

'  gotten  pretty  rafcal  never  look'd  towards  me,  but  ihe 
'  fcatter'd  fparks  as  fait  as  kindling  charcoal  ;  dune's 
'  grown  already  to  an  honeft  flame  :  Come  Blvjit,  when: 
'  Te'ague  comes  we  will  refolve  on  fomething.  \Exeunt.' 

Enter  Arbella  and  Ruth. 

'  Arl,  Come  now,  a  word  of  our  own  matters ;  how 
'  do'ft  thou  hope  to  get  thy  eftate  again  ? 

'  Ruth.  You  mall  drink  firft ;  I  was  juft  going  to  aik 
'  you,  how  you  would  get  yours  again  ;  you  arenas  fafc. 
'  as  if  you  were  under  covert-baron. 

*  Arb.  Biit  I  have  more  hopes  than  thou  haft. 
'  Ruth  Not  a  fcruple  more  ;  if  there  were  but  fcales 
'  tliat  could  weigh  hopes:   for  thefe  rafcals  muft  be 

•  hang'd    before  either  of  us  mall  get  our  own  ;  you, 
'  may  eat  and  drink  out  of  yours  as  I  do,  and  be  a 

*  fojourner  with  Abel. 

'  Arb.  I  am  hamper'd,  but  I'll  not  intangle  myfelf 
'  with  Mr.  Abel's  conjugal  cords ;  nay— —I  am  more' 
'  hamper'd  than  thou  thinkell;  for  if  thou  art  in  as  bad 

«  cafe 
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*  trfe  as  I  (you  understand  me)  hold  up  thy  finger. 

4  Ruth.  Behold  :  nay  I'll  ne'er  forfake  thee.  [Ruthr 
'  holds  up  her  finger.}  If  I  were  not  fmitten,  I  wou'd 

*  perfwade  myfelf  to  be  in  love,  if  'twere  but  to  bear 

*  thee  company. 

'  Arb.  Dear  girl !  hark  ye,  Ruth,  the  compofition- 
'  day  made  an  end  of  all  ;  all's  gone. 

'  Ruth.  Nay,  that-  fatal  day  put  me  into  the  con-- 

*  dition  of  a  compounder  too ;  there  was   my  heart 
'  brought  under  fequeftration. 

4  Arb.  That  day,  \vench  ? 

*  Ruthj  Yes,  that  very  day,  with  twoor  three  force- 

4  able  looks   'twas  driven  an  inch  at  leaitout   of  its' 

*  old  place  ;   fenfe  or  reafon    can't  find  the   way  to't 
4  now. 

'  Arb.  That  day,  that  very  day  !  if  you  and  I  mould 
'  like  the  fame  man  ? 

'  Ruth.  Fie  upon't ;  as  I  live  thou  mak'fc  meftart  ; 
4  now  dare  not!  aflc  which  thou  lik'it? 

*  Arb.  Wou'd  they  were  now  to  come  in,  that  \ve 

*  might  watch  one  another's  eyes,  and    difcover  by 
4  figns ;  I  am  not  able  to  afk  thee  neither. 

«'•  Ruth.  Nor  I  to  tell  thee  ;  (hall  we  go  afk  Lilly  which 

*  it  is  ? 

4  Arb.  Out  upon  him  ;  nay,  there's  no  need  of  liars  ; 
'  we  know  ourfelvcs,  if  we  durft  fpeak. 

'  Ruth.  Pilh,  I'll  fpeak:  if  it  be  the  fame,  we'll  draw 

*  cuts. 

'  Arb.  No,  hark  ye,  Ruthy  do  you  aft  them  both, 
'  for  you  faw  their  feveral  humours,  and  then  watcii 
4  my  eyes,  where  I  appear  mod  concern'd  j  I  can't  dif- 
4  femble,  for  my  heart. 

4  Ruth.  I  dare  fwear  that  will  hinder  thee  todifTem- 

4  b!e  indeed, come  have  at  you  then,  I'll  fpeak  as 

4  if  I  were  before  the  honourable  rafcals  :  and  fini  for 

*  my  brave  Blunt  Colonel,  who  hating  to  take  the  oath, 

*  cry'd  out  with  a  brave  fcorn  (fuch  as  made  thee  in 

*  love,   I  hope)  hang  yourfclves,  rafcals,  the  time  will 
•'come  when  thofe  that  dare  be  honeilwill  be  rewarded. 
4  Don't  I  acl  him  bravely,  dcn't  1  ad  him  bravely  ? 

'Arb. 
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'  Arb.  O  admirably  well !  dear  wench,  do  it  once 
'  more. 

«  Ruth.  Nay,  nay,  I  muft  do  the  other  now. 

'  Arb.  No,  no  ;  this  once  more,  dear  girl,  and  I'll 
'  aft  the  other  for  thee. 

'  Ruth.  No  forfooth,  I'll  fpare  your  pains  ;  we  are 
right,  no  need  of  cuts ;  fend  thee  good  luck  with  him 

I  acled,  and  wifti  me  well  with  my  merry  Colonel, 

that  mall  a£l  his  own  part. 

'  Arb.  And  a  thoufand  good  lucks  attend  thee    We 
have  fav'd  our  blufhes  admirably  well,  and  reliev'd 

our  hearts -from  hard  duty But  mum,  fee  where 

the  mother  comes,  and  with  her,  her  fon,  a  true  ex-» 

emplification  or  duplicate  of  the  original  Day.  Now 
fora  charge.' 

Enter  Mrs.  Day  and  Abel. 

'  Ruth.  Stand  fair,  the  enemy  draws  up.' 

Mrs.  D.  Well,  Mrs.  Arbella,  I  hope  you  have  confi- 
der'd  enough  by  this  time;  you  need  not  ufe  fo  much 
conlideration  for  your  own  good  ;  you  may  have  your 
eftate,  and  you  may  have  Abel,  and  you  may  be  worfo 

ofter'd. Abel,    tell  her  your  mind,    ne'er  ftand, 

fhilly,  fhaliy — Ruth,  does  me  incline,  or  is  flie  wilfull? 

Ruth.  I  was  juft  about  the  point  when  you  honour 
interrupted  us. — One  word  in  yourladyiiiip's  ear. 

Abel.  You  fee  forfooth  that  I  am  fome  body,  thought 
you  make  no  body  of  me,  you  fee  I  can  prevail ;  there- 
fore pray  fay  what  I  mall  truft  to  ;  for  1  muft  not  ftand 
fliilly,  fhaliy. 

Arb.  You  are  hafty,  fir. 

Abel.  I  am  call'd  upon  by  important  affairs;  and 
therefore  I  muft  be  bold  in  a  fairway  to  tell  you  that  it 
lies  upon  my  fpirit  exceedingly. 

Arb.  Saffron-pofTet-drink  is  very  good  againft  the 
heavinefs  of  the  fpirit. 

Abel,  Nay,  forfooth,  you  do  not  underftand  .my 
meaning. 

Arb.  You  do,  I  hope,  fir  ;  and  'tis  no  matter,  fir. 
if  one  of  us  know  it. 

Enter 
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Enter  Teague. 

1  tag.  Well  now,  who  are  all  you  ? 

Arb.  What's  here,  an  Irijb  elder  come  to  examine  us 
all? 

Tea*.  Well  now,  what  is  your  names,  every  one  ? 

Kuih.  Arbella,  this  is  a  fervant  to  one  of  the  co- 
lonels ;  upon  my  life,  'tis  the  Irijbma*  that  took  the 
covenant  the  right  way. 

Arb.  Peace,  what  (hou'd  it  mean  ? 

V'eag.  Well,  cannot  fome  of  you  all  fay  nothing 
without  fpeaking  ? 

Mrs.  D.  Why  how  now  fauce-box  ?  what  wou'd 
you  have  ?  What,  have  you  left  your  manners  with- 
out f  Go  out,  and  fetch  'em  in. 

Teag.  What  (hou'd  I  fetch  now  ? 

Mrs.  D.  D'you  know  who  you  fpeak  to,  firrah  ? 

Teag.  "  Yes  /  </o/'  '  Well,  what  are  you  then  ?  upon 
'  my  Ihoul,  in  my  own  country  they  can  tell  who  I 
*  am  ;'  and  it  is  little  my  own  mother  thought  I 
ftiou'd  fpeak  to  the  like  of  you. 

Abel.  You  muft  not  be  fo  faucy  unto  her  honour. 

Teag.  Well,  I  will  knock  you  down,  if  you  be 
fancy,  with  my  hammer. 

Ruth.  This  is  miraculous  ? 

Teag.  Is  there  none  of  you  that  I  mufl  fpeak  to 
now  ? 

Arb.  Now,  wench,  if  he  fhou'd  be  fent  to  us. 

{Aftde. 

Teag.  Well,  I  wou'd  have  one  Mrs.  Toy  fpeak 
unto  me. 

Mrs.  D,  Well,  firrah,  I  am  me ;  what's  your  bu- 
fineis? 

Teag.  O  fo  then,  are  you  Mrs.  ?ay?~ Well, — I 
will  lock  well  firft,  and  I  will  fet  my  face  «  in  fome 
'  wormip ;  yes  indeed  that  I  will;'  and  tell  her  my 
mefiage.  \_Afide. 

'  Ruth.  How  the  fellow  begins  to  mould  himfelf! 

'  Arb.  And  tempers  his  chops  like  a  hound  that  has 
«  lapp'd  be-fore  his  meat  was  cold  enough,  i.  «$. . 

*  Ruth.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  fome  gifts  to  pour 

'forth; 
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'•forth  ;  thofe  are  Mr.  Day's  own  white  eyes  before  he- 
'  begins  to  fay  grace:  now  for  a  fpcech  ratling  in  Ms 
s  kecher,  as  if  his  words  Humbled  in  their  way.' 

Teag.  'Well,  now  I  will  tell  thee,  i'faith:'  mf. 
mafter,  the  good  Colonel  Carelffi,  bid  me  afk  thy 

good "-ladyfliip- upon  my  foul  now  the  laugh. 

will  come  upon  me. 

[He  laughs  always  when  he  fays  ladyjhip  or  honour.- 

Mrs.  D.  Sirrah,  fir r ah  ;.-  what,  were  you  fent  tor 
autife  me  ? 

Ruth,  As  fure  as  can  be.  [jl/tjfj 

Teag.  '  I'faith  now,'  I  do  not  abufe  thy  good  ho- 
nour,— I  cannot  help  my  laugh  now,  I  will  try  agauv 
now;  I  will  not  think  of  a  kitchen  then  :  "  n»r  a  drip-< 
ping  pan,  nor  a  tnuftard  pa?' — My  mafter  wou'd  know 
of  your  ladyfhip 

Mrs.  D.  Did  your  mafter  fend  you  to  abufe.  me, 
you  rafcal  ?  By  my  honour,  firrah — 

Teag.  Why  do  you- abufe  yourfelf  now,  joy  ? 

Mrs.  D.  How,  firrah,  do  I*mock  myfelf'?  This  is 
fome  IriJJj  traitor. 

J-eag.  I  am  no  traitor,  that  I  am  not ;  I  am  an 
Irijh  rebel ;  you  are  cozen'd  now. 

Mrs.  D. .  Sirrah,  firrah,  I  will  make  you  know 
who  I  am.— An  impudent  Iri/h.  rafcal ! 

Abel.  He  feemeth  a  dangerous  fellow,  and  of  a 
bold  fedrtious  fpirit. 

Mrs.  D.  You  are  a  bloody  rafcal,  I  warrant  ye. 

Teag.  You  are  >a  foolilh  brabble  bribble  woman>  . 
that  you  are. 

jib  eh  Sirrah,  we  that-  are.  at  the  head,  of  affairs  mufl 
punilh  your  faucinefs. 

<teaff>  "  Arid,  we  that  are  at  the  .tail  of  affairs,  will  • 
*  -punijhyour faucinefs'"  you  fhali  take  a  knock  upon  your  . 
'  pate,  if  you  are  faucy  with  me,  that  I. (hall;  you. 
'  fon  of  a  round-head,  you.' 

Mrs.  D.  Ye  rafcally  varlet,  get >  you  ouJ  of  my 
doors. 

Teag.   Will  not  I  give  you  my  melTage  {hen  ? 

Mrs,  D.  .Get  you.out,  rafc.il. 
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Ter.g.  I  pr'ythee  let  me  tell  thee  my  meflage. 

Mrs.  D.   Get  you  out,  I  fay. 

Tsag.  Well  then  I  care  not  neither  ;  the  devil  take, 
your  ladyihip,  and.  h'onourlhip, ,  and  kitchenfhip, 
'  too  ;  there  now.'  [Exit.. 

*  Art.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fcene  ?  'Tis  im- 
'  potfible  to  guefs  any  thing. 

'  Ruth.  Our  Colonels   have. don't,  as  fure  as  thou 

*  lived,  to  make  themfelves  fport  ; .  being   all    the  re- 

*  venge  that  is  in  their  po'.ver :  lock,  look,  how  her  ho- 
'  nour  trots  about,   lik_-  a  beall  ftung  with  flies.' 

Airs.  D.  How  the  villain  has  diltemper'd  me  !  Out. 
apon't  too,  that  I  have -let  the  rafcal  go  unpunifh'd,, 
and  you  [7*o  ^&?/.]'cnn  (land  by  like  a  (heep ;  run. 
after  him  then,  and. flop  him  ;.I'll  have  him  Idid  by 
the  heels,  and  make  him  confefs  who  fent  him  ta 
abufe  me :  call  help  as  you  go,  make  hafte  I  fay. 

{Exit  AbeL. 

Ruth.  'Slid  Arbella,  run  after  him,  and  fave  the. 
poor  fellow  for  fake's  fake ;  flop  Abel  by  any  means, 
that  he  may  'fcape. 

Arb.  Keep  his, dam  off,  and  let  me  alone  with  the 
puppy.  [Exit* 

Ruth:  Fear  not. 

Mrs.  D.  'Uds  my  life,  .the  rafcal  has  heated:me— « 
Now  I, think  on'f,  I'll  go  myfelf,  and  fee  it  done;  3. 
fa'ucy  villain. 

Ruth.  But  rmuft  needs'  acquaint  your  honour  with 
one  thing  firft,  concerning  Mrs.  Arbclla. 

Mrs.  D.  As  .foon.as  ever  I  have  done.  Is't  good 
nn.vs,  wench?" 

Ruth.  Mod  excellent;  if  you  go  out  you  may' 
fpoil  all.  Such  a  difcovery  I  have  made,  that  you. 
will  blefs  the  accident  that  anger'dyoiu 

Mrs.  D    Quickly  then,   girl: 

Ruth.  When  you  ft&t-jfsiu  after  the  Irifiman,  Mrs. 
Arbellas  colour  came  and  went  in  her  fuce  ;  and  at 
laft,  not  able  to  ftay,  fhe  flunk  away  afcer  him,  for. 
fear  the  Irifliman  fliou'd  hurt  him  ;  (he  flole  away,,; 
wd  bJufh'd  the  pretticft. 
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Mrs.  D.  I  proteft  he  may  be  hurt  indeed  ;  I'll  ran 
myfelf  too. 

Ruth.  By  no  means,  forfooth  ;  '  nor  is  there  any 

*  need  on't ;  for  fhe  refolv'd  to   ftop  him  before  he 

*  cou'd  get  near  the  Irijhman  :  fhe  has  done  it,   upon 
'  my  life  ;  and  if  you  fhou'd  go  out  you  might  fpoil 

*  the  kindeft  encounter  that  the  loving  Abel  is  ever 
'  like  to  Jiave. 

«  Mrs.  D.  Artfureof  this?' 

Ruth.  If  you  do  not  find  fhe  has  ftopt  him,  let  me 
ever  have  your  hatred  :  pray  credit  me. 

'  Mrs.  D.  I  do,  I  do  believe  thee;  come,  we'll  go 
1  in  where  I  ufe  to  read  ;  there  thou  fhalt  tell  me  all 

*  the  particulars,  and  the   manner   of  it :  I  warrant 
'  'twas  pretty  to  obferve. 

'  Ruth.  O,  'twas  a  thoufand  pities  you  did  not  fee't, 

*  when  Abel  walk'd  away   fo  bravely,  and  foolifhly, 
'  after  this  wild  Irijhman :  fhe  ftole  fuch  kind  looks 
'  from  her  own  eyes ;  and  having  robb'd  herfelf,  fent 
'  them  after  her  own  Abel ;  and  then' 

Mrs.  D.  Come,  good  wench,  I'll  go  in,  and  hear 
it  all  at  large  ;  it  mall  be  the  beft  tale  thou  haft  told 
thefe  two  days.  Come,  come,  I  long  to  hear  all. 
Abel,  for  his  part,  needs  no  help  by  this  time  ;  come, 
good  wench. 

'  Ruth.  So  far  I  am  right ;  fortune  take  care  for 
'  future  things  [AJtde.'Y  [Exeunt. 

Enter  C.  Blunt  as  taken  by  bailiffs. 

C.  EL  At  whofe  fuit,  rafcals  ? 

I  Bail.  You  (hall  know  that  time  enough. 

C.  BL  Time  enough,  dogs !  muft  I  wait  your  lei- 
fures  ? 

i  Bail.  O  you  are  a  dangerous  man  ;  'tis  fuch 
traitors  as  you  that  difturb  the  peace  of  the  nation. 

C.  BL  Take  that,  rafcal;  [kicking  him.}  If  I  hjad 
any  thing  at  liberty  befides  my  foot,  I  wou'd  bellow  it 
on  you. 

I  Bail.  You  fhall  pay  dearly  for  this  kick,  before, 
you  are  let  loofe,  and  give  good  fpecial  bail :  Mark 
that,  my  furly  companion ;  we  have  you  faft. 

C.SL 
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C.  El.  'Tis  well,  rogues,  you  caught  me  conve- 
niently ;  had  I  been  aware,  I  wou'd  have  made  fome 
of  your  fcurvy  fouls  my  fpecial  bail. 

*  I  Bail.  O,  'tis  a  bloody-minded  man  !  I'll  vvar- 
'  rant  ye  this  vile  cavalier  has  eat  many  a  child. 

'  C.  Bl.  I  cou'd  gnaw  a  piece  or  two  of  you,  raf- 
'  cals.' 

Enter  C.  Carelefs. 

C.  Car.  How  is  this  !  Blunt  in  hold  !  you  catch- 
pole,  let  go  your  prey,  or [Draivs,  and  Blunt  ;'* 

the  fcuffle  tbrc-jjs  up   one  of  their  heels,  and  gets    a 

fword,  and  helps  to  drive  them  off'-} 

\  Bail.  Murder,  murder  ! 

C.  Bl.  Faith,  Carelefs,  this  was  worth  thanks,  I 
was  fairly  going. 

C.  Car.  What  was  the  matter,  man  ? 

C.  Bl.  Why,  an  aftion  or  two  for  free  quarter, 
now  made  trover  and  c ou*verfeon :  nay,  I  believe  we 
fhall  be  fued  with  an  aclion  of  trefpafs,  for  every 
field  we  have  marched  over  ;  and  be  indicled  for  riots, 
for  going  at  unfeafonable  hours,  above  two  in  a  com- 
pany. 

Enter  Teague  running. 

C.  Car.  Well,  come,  let's  away. 

*Teag.  Now  upon  my  fhoul  run  as  I  do ;  the  men 
in  red  coats  are  running  too,  '  that  they  are,'  and 
they  cry,  murder,  murder  ;  I  never  heard  fuch  a  noife 
in  Ireland  "  in  all  my  life,  '  that's  true  too." 

C.  Car.  'Slire,  we  mult  ftiift  feveral  ways.  Fare- 
wel.  If  we  'fcape,  we  meet  at  night ;  I  fhall  take 
heed  now. 

<Teag .   Shall  I  tell  of  Mrs.  Toy  now  ? 

C.  Car.  Ogood  Teague,  no  time  for  meffages. 

[Exe  unt  federal  <vjay$, 

[d  noife  nuithin.~\          Enter  bailiff's  and foldiers. 

I  Bail.  This  way,  this  way !  Oh  villains !  My 
neighbour  S=wajh  is  hurt  dangeroufly.  Come  good 
foldiers,  follow,  follow.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  Carelefs  and  Teague  again. 

C.  Car.  I  am  quite  out  of  breath,  and  the  blood- 
3  hounds 
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hounds  are  in  a  fall  cry  upon  a  burning  fcent :  plagu? 
•on  'cm,  what  a  noife  the  kennels  make  ?  What  door's 
this  that  gracioufly  {lands  a  little  open  ?  What  an  afs 
"am  I  to  afk  ?  league,  fcout  abroad;  if  any  thing 
happens  extraordinary,  obferve  this  door,  there  you 
"fhall  find  me ;  be  careful.  Now  by  'your  favour, 
landlord,  as  unknown.  [Exeunt  feveral'v. 

Enter  Mrs.  Day  and  Obadiah. 

Mrs.  D.  It  was  well  obferved,  Qbadiah,  to  bring 
'the  parties  to  me  firft ;  'tis  your  mailer's  will  that  I 
•ihoti'd,  as  I  may  fay,  prepare  matters  for  him.  In 
truth,  in  truth,  I  'have  too  gfeaf  a  turthen  upon  me  ; 
.yet  for  the  publick  good  I  am 'content  to  undergo  it. 

Ob.  I  lhall  with  fincere  care  prefent  unto  your  ho- 
nour, from  time  to  time,  fuch  negotiations  as  I  may 
difcreetly  prefume  may  be  material 'for  your  honour's 
infpcction. 

Mrs.  D.  It  will  "become  you  fo  to  do.  You  have 
the  prefent  that  came  laft  ? 

Ob.  Yes,  and  pleafe  your  honour ;  the  gentlewo- 
man concerning  her  brother's  releafe,  hath  alfo  fent 
in  a  piece  of  plate. 

Mrs.  D.  It's  very  well. 

Ob.  But  the  man  without,  about  a  bargain  of  the 
king's  land,  is  come  empty. 

'Mrs.  D.  Bid  him  be  gone,  I'll  not  fpeak  with 
''him  ;  he  does  not  underftand  himfelf. 

Ob.  I  (hall  intimate  fo  much  to  him. 

[J/s  Obadiah  gees  out,  C.  Carelefs  meets  him  and 
tumbles  ht?n  back. 

Mrs.  D.  Why  how  now  ?  What  rude  compa- 
,nion's  this  ?  What  wou'd  you  have  ?  What's  your  bu- 
finefs  ?  What's  the  matter?  Who  fent  you?  Who 
d'you  belong  to?  Who! 

C.  Car.  Hold,  hold,  if  you  mean  to  be  anfwer'd  to 
all  thefc  interrogatories ;  you  fee  I  refolve  to  be  your 
companion  ;  I  am  a  man  ;  there's  no  great  matter; 
ITO  body  fent  me ;  nor  I  belong  to  nobody  :  I  think -I 
have  anfv/cr'd  to  the  chief  heads. 

?.Jrs. 
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"Mrs.  D.  Thou  haft  committed  murder,  for  ought 
i  know  :  how  is't,  Qbadiah  ? 

C.  Car.  Ha  !  what  luck  have  I  to  fall  into  the 
territories  of  my  old  kitchen  acquaintance  ;  I'll  pro- 
reed  upon  the  ftrength  of  Ttague's  mefluge,  tho'rl 
had  no  anfyver.  \_JlJtde, 

Mrs.  Z).   How  is't,  man  ? 

•  Ob,  Truly  he  came  forceably  upon  me,  and  I  fear 
"has  bruifed  fome  intellectuals  within  myftomach. 

Mrs.  D.  Go  in,  and  take  fome  Irifi  flat  by  way  of 
prevention,  and  keep  yourfelf  warm.  ]£x.  Obad..] 
?\Tow,  Sir,  have  you  any  bufmefs,  that  you  came  in 
fo  rudely  as  if  you  did  'not  know  who  you'  came  td  ? 
How  came  you  in,  fir  Royiter  ?  Was  not  the  porter 
Ut  the  pate  ?" 

C.  Car.  No  truly,  the  gate  kept  itfelf,  and  {rood 
gaping  as  if  it  had  a  mind  to  fpeak,  and  fay,  I 
"pray  come  in. 

Mrs.  D.  Did  it  fo,  fir  ?  and  what  have  you  to  fay  ? 

C.  Car.  Ay,  there's  the  point  ;  either  (he  does  not, 
or  will  .net  know  me  :  what  fhou'd  I  fay  ?  '  How  dull 
amI?;Pox  on't,  this  -wit  is  like  a  common  friend, 
-when  one  has  need  on  him  he  won't  come  near  one. 


Mrs.  D.  Sir,  are  you  ftu  dying  for  an  invention  ? 
for  cuglit  I  know  you  have  done  fotne  rnifchief,  and 
'twere  fit  to  fecure  you. 

C.  Car.  So,  that's  well  :  'twas  pretty  to  fall  into 
•th  •  head  quarters  of  the  enemy.  \AJide. 

Mrs.  Z).  Nay,  'tis  e'en  fo;  I'll  fetch  thofe  that 
fhall  examine  you. 

C.  Car.  Stay,  thou  mighty  dates-woman  ;  I  did 
but  give  you  time  to  fee  if  your  memory  would  but  be 
fo  honeft,  as  to  tell  you  who  I  am. 

Mrs.  D.  What  d'you  mean,  fauce-box  ? 

C.  Cftr.  There's  a  word  yet  of  thy  former  employ- 
ments, that  fouce  :  you  and  1  have  been  acquainted. 

Mrs.  Z).  I  do  not  ufe  to  have  acquaintance  wifh 
<  cavaliers. 

C.  Car. 
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C.  Car.  Nor  I  with  Committee-mens  utenfils  ; '  but 

*  in  diebus  Hit's,  you  were  not  honourable,  nor  I  a  malig- 
'  -riant.  •  Lord,  lord,  you  are  horrible  forgetful  :  pride 

*  comes  with  godlinefs,  and   good  cloaths:'  What, 
you  think  I  ihou'd  not  know  you,  becaufe  you  are  dif- 
guifed  with  curl'd  hair,   and  white  gloves?  Alas!  I 
know  you    as  well   as  if  you  were  in  your  fabbath- 
day's  cinnamon  waiftcoat, '  with  a  filver  edging  round. 
«  the  fkirt.' 

Mrs.  D.  How,  firrah  ? 

C.  Car.  And  with  your  fair  hands  bath'd  in 
lather ;  or  with  your  fragrant  breath  driving  the 
fleeting  ambergreece  off  from  the  waving  kitchen- 
ftuff. 

Mrs.  D.  O,  you  are  an  impudent  cavalier  !  I  re;- 
member  you  now  indeed  ;  but  I'll 

C.  Car.  Nay,  but  hark  you  the  now  honourable, 
non  clftante  paft  conditions;  did  not  I  fend  my  foot- 
man, an  Irijbman,  with  a  civil  meffage  to  you  j  why 
all  this  ftrangenefs  then  ? 

Mrs.  Z).  How,  how,  how's  this!  was't  you  that 
fent  the  rafcal  to  abufe  me,  v/as't  fo  ? 

C.  Car.  How  now  !  what,  matters  grow  worfe  and 
worfe  ? 

Mrs.  D.  I'll  teach  you  to  abufe  thofe  that  are  in 
authority :  within  there,  who's  within  ? 

C.  Car.  'Slife,  I'll  Hop  your  mouth,  if  youraife  an 
alarm.  [She  cries  out,  and  be  flops  her  mouth. 

Mrs.  D.  Stop  my  mouth,  firrah  !  whoo,  whoo,  ho. 

C.  Car.  Yes,  flop  your  mouth :  what,  are  you  good 
at  a  who-bub,  ha  ? 

Enter  Ruth. 

Ruth,  What's  the  matter,   forfooth  ? 

Mrs.  D.  The  matter !  why  here's  a  rude  cavalier 
has  broke  into  my  houfe ;  'twas  he  too  that  fent  the 
Irrfh  rafcal  to  abufe  me  too  within  my  own  walls : 
call  your  father,  tiiat  he  may  grant  order  to  fecute 
him.  'Tis  a  dangerous  fellow. 

C.  Car.  Nay,  good  pretty  gentlewoman,  fpare  your 

motion. What  muft  become   of  me  ?  Teague  has 

made  fome  ftrange  miitake.  \_dfide. 

Ruth. 
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Ruth.  'Tis  he*,  what  mall  I  do  !  now  invention  be 

equal  to  my  love.  [Jjtde.]  Why,  your  ladyihip  will 
ipoil  all  :  I  fent  for  this  gentleman,  and  enjoin'd  him 
fecrecy,  even  to  you  yourfelf,  till  I  had  made  his  way. 
O  fie  upon't,  I  am  to  blame  ;  but  in  truth  I  did  not 
think  he  would  have  come  thefe  two  hours. 

C.  Car.  I  dare  fwear  fhe  did  not  j  I  might  very  pro- 
bably not  have  come  at  all. 

Ruth.  How  came  you  to  come  fo  foon,  fir  ?  'twat 
three  hours  before  you  appointed. 

C.  Car.  Hey  day  !  I  lhall  be  made  believe  I  came 
hither  on  purpofa  prefently.  \_Ajide* 

Ruth.  'Twas  upon  a  meflage  of  his  to  me,  and 
pleafe  your  honour,  to  make  his  clefires  known  to  your 
ladyfhip,  that  he  had  confider'd  on't,  and  was  re- 
folved  to  take  the  covenant,  and  give  you  five  hun- 
dred pounds  to  make  h>s  peace,  and  bring  his  bufinefs 
about  again,  .that  he  may  be  admitted  in  his  firir,  con- 
dition. 

C.  Car.  What's  this  r  —  D'ye  hear,  pretty  gentle- 
woman. 

Ruth.  Well,  well,  I  know  your  mind  ;  I  have  done 
your  bufmefs. 

Mrs.  D.  Oh,  his  flomach's  come  down  ! 

Ru</j.  Sweeten  him  again,  and  leave  him  to  me  ;  I 
warrant  you  the  five  hundred  pounds,  and  - 

[fjftyfart. 

C.  Car.  Now  I  have  found  it  ;  this  pretty  wench 
has  a  mind  to  be  left  alone  with  me,  at  her  peril. 


Mrs.  D.  I  underftand  thee  —  Well,  fir,  I  can  pafs 
by  rudenefs,  when  I  am  inform'd  there  was  no  inten- 
tion of  it  ;  I  leave  you  and  my  daughter  to  beget  a 
right  underllanding.  [Ex.  Mrs.  Day. 

C.  Car.  We  mould  beget  fons  and  daughters 
fooner  :  what  does  all  this  mean  ?  [AJide. 

Ruth.  I  am  forry,  fir,  that  your  love  for  me  fhould 
make  you  thus  ram. 

C.  Car.  That's  more  than  you  know  ;  but  you  had 
a  mind  to  be  left  alone  with  me  ;  that's  certain. 

C  Ruth. 
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Ruth.  'Tis  too  plain,  fir;  you'd  ne'er  have  run 
yourfelf  into  this  danger  elfe. 

C.  Car.  Nay,  now  you're  out :  the  danger  run 
after  me. 

Ruth.  You  may  diflemble. 

C.  Car.  Why,  'tis  the  proper  bufinefs  here  ;  but 
we  lofe  time  ;  you  and  I  are  left  to  beget  a  right  un- 
derftanding  :  come,  which  way  ? 

Ruth.  Whither? 

C.  Car.  To  your  chamber  or  clofet. 

Ruth.  But  I  am  engaged  you  fhall  take  the  co- 
venant. 

C.  Car.  No,  I  never  fwear  when  I  am  bid. 

Ruth.  But  you  wou'd  do  as  bad. 

C.  Car.  That's  not  againrt  my  principles. 

Ruth.  Thank  you  for  your  fair  opinion,  good  fig- 
nior  Principle ;  there  lies  your  way,  fir  :  however,  I 
will  own  fo  much  kindnefs  for  you,  that  I  repent  not 
the  civility  I  have  done,  to  free  you  from  the  trouble 
you  were  like  to  fall  into ;  make  me  a  leg,  if 
you  pleafe,  and  cry,  thank  you;  and  fo  the  gentle- 
woman that  defired  to  be  left  alone  with  you,  defires 
to  be  left  alone  with  herfelf,  me  being  taught  a  right 
underftanding  of  you. 

C.  Car.  No:  I  am  riveted;  nor  fhall  you  march 
oft"  thus  with  flying  colours :  my  pretty  commander 
in  chief,  let  us  parley  a  little  farther,  and  but  lay 
down  ingenuoufly  the  true  ilate  of  our  treaty.  The 
bufinefs  in  fhort  is  this :  we  differ  feemingly  upon 
two  evils,  and  mine  the  leaft  :  and  therefore  to  be 
chofen  :  you  had  better  take  me,  than  1  take  the  co- 
venant. 

Ruth.  We'll  excufe  one  another. 

C.  Car.  You  wou'd  not  have  me  take  the  covenant 

Ruth.  No ;  I  did  but  try  you :  I  forgive  your  idle 
loofenefs,  for  that  firm  virtue  :  be  conftant  to  your 
fair  principles,  in  fpite  of  fortune. 

C.  Car.  What's  this  got  into  petticoats  ! — '  but  d'ye 
*  hear;  I'll  not  excufe  you  from  my  propofition,  not 

'  with- 
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*  withftanding  my  releafe :  come,  we  are  half  way  to 
'  a  right  underftanding nay,  I  do  love  thee. 

'  Ruth.  Love  virtue :  you  have  but  here  and  there 

*  a  patch  of  it ;  y'are  ragged  ftill.' 

C.  Car.  Are  you  not  the  Committee  Day's  daughter? 

Ruth.  Yes :  'what  then  ? 

C.  Car.  Then  am  I  thankful  :  I  had  no  defence 
againil  thee  and  matrimony,  but  thy  own  father  and 
mother,  which  are  aperfed  Committee  to  my  nature. 

'  Ruth-.  Why,  are  you  fure  I  wou'd  have  match'd 
'  with  a  malignant,  not  a  compounder  neither? 

'  C.  Car.  Nay,  I  have  made  thee  a  jointure againft 
'  my  will ;  methinks  it  were  but  as  reafonable,  that  I 
'  fhou'd  do  fomething  for  my  jointure ;  but  by  the 
'  way  of  matrimony  honeftly  to  encreafe  your  genera- 
'  tion,  this,  to  tell  you  truth,  is  againft  my  conscience. 

'  Ruth.  Yet  you  wou'd  beget  right  underltandings. 

*  C.  Car.  Yes,  I  wou'd  have  'em  all  baltards. 

•  Ruth.  And  me  a  whore. 

'  C.  Car.  That's  a  coarfe  name  ;  but  'tis  not  fit  a 

*  Committee-man's  daughter  fhould  be  too  honeft,  to 
'•  the  reproach  of  her  father  and  mother.' 

Ruth.  When  the  quarrel  of  this  nation  is  recon- 
ciled, you  and  I  mail  agree  :  till  when,  lir— — •^•SD.M 
Enter  Teague. 

Teag.  Are  you  here  then  ?  upon  my  ihoul,  the  good 
colonel  Blunt  is  over-taken  again  now,  and  carried  to 
the  devil,  '  that  he  is  i'faith  now.' 

C.  Car.  How,  taken  and  carried  to  the  devil ! 

Teag.  He  defired  to  go  to  the  devil,  '  that  he  did  ;' 
I  wonder  of  my  fhoul  he  was  not  afraid  of  that. 

C.  Car.  I  underftand  it  now  ;  what  mifchief's  this  ? 

Ruth.  You  feem  troubled,  fir. 

C.  Car.  I  have  but  a  life  to  lofe,  that  I  am  weary 
of,  come,  Teague. 

Ruth.  Hold,  you  (han't  go  before  I  know  the  bu- 
fmefs;  what  d'ye  talk  of? 

C.  Car.  My  friend,  my  deareft  friend  is  caught  up 
by  rafcally  bailiffs,  and  carried  to  the  Devil-Tavern  ; 
pray  let  me  go. 

C  2  Ruth. 
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Ruth.  Stay  but  a  minute,  if  you  have  any  kindneft 
for  me. 

C.  Car.  Yes,  I  do  love  you. 

Ruth.  Perhaps  I  may  ferve  your  friend. 

Enter  Arbella. 
O  Arlella,  I  was  going  to  feek  you. 

Arb.  What's  the  matter? 

Ruth.  The  colonel  which  thou  lik'ft,  is  taken  by 
bailiffs  ;  there's  his  friend  too,  almoil  diflradted  :  you 
know  the  mercy  of  thefe  times. 

Arb.  What  doft  thou  tell  me  :  I  am  ready  to  fink 
down  ! 

Ruth.  Compofe  yourfelf,  and  help  him  nobly  ;  you 
have  no  way,  but  to  fmile  upon  Abel,  and  get  him  to 
bail  him. 

Enter  Abel  and  Obadiah. 

Arb.  Look,  where  he  and  Obadiah  come ;  fent  hi- 
ther by  Providence O  Mr.  Abel*  where  have  you 

been  this  long  time?  can  you  find  of  your  heart  to. 
keep  thus  out  of  my  fight? 

Abel.  Affuredly  fome  important  affairs  conftrain'd 
my  abfence,  as  Obadiah  can  teflify,  bonafde. 

"  Teag.   7 he  de<vil  break  your  bones  a  Friday." 

Ob.  I  can  do  fo  verily,  myfelf  being  a  material 
party. 

C.  Car.  Pox  on  'em,  how  flow  they  fpeak ! 

Arb.  Well,  well,  you  fiull  go  no  more  out  of  my 
fight ;  I'll  not  be  fatisfiei  with  your  bonafd'is :  I  have 
ibme  occafions  that  call  me  to  go  a  little  way  ;  you  (hall 
e'en  go  with  me,  and  good  Obadiah  too :  you  fhall 
not  deny  me  any  thing. 

Abel.  It  is  not  meet  I  mould,  I  am  exceedingly 
exalted.  Obadiah,  thou  malt  have  the  bell  bargain 
cf  all 'my  tenants. 

'  Ob.  I  am  thankful. 

*  C.  Car.  What  may  this  mean  ?  \Afide* 

Arb.  Ruth,  how  fhall  we  do  to  keep  thy  fwift  mo- 
ther from  purfuing  us  ? 

Ruth.  Let  me  alone  :  as  I  go  by  the  parlour,  where 
flie  fits,  big  with  expectation,  I'll  give  .her  a  whifper, 

that 
-lo«l    , 
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that  we  are  going  to  fetch  the  very  five  hundred  pounds. 

Arb.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ruth.  No  question  now.     Will  you  march,  fir? 

C.  Car.   Whither? 

Ruth.  Lord,  how  dull  thefe  men  in  love  are  ! — why, 
to  your  friend.     No  more  words. 

C.  Car.  I  will  flare  upon  thee,  though.      [Exeunt. 


ACT          IV. 

Colonel  Blunt  brought  in  by  Balijft. 

\  Bail.    \  Y,  ay,  we  thought  how  well  you'd  get 
I\   bail. 

C.  El.  Why,  you  unconfcionable  rafcal,  are 
you  angry  that  1  am  unlucky,  or  do  you  want  fome 
fees?  I'll  perifh  in  a  dungeon,  '  before  I'll  confume 
'  with  throwing  fops  to  fuch  curs.'  "  Before  1  in-ill 
"  give  you  a  farthing.'* 

I  Bail.  Caufe,  chufe :  come,  along  with  him. 

C.  Bl.  I'll  not  go  your  pace  neither,  rafcals;  I'll 
go  foftly,  if  it  be  but  to  hinder  you  from  taking  up 
fome  other  honeil  gentleman. 

'  I  Bail.  Very  well,  furly  fir;  we  will  carry  you 
'  where  you  fhall  not  be  troubled  what  pace  to  walk  ; 
'  you'll  find  a  large  bill :  blood  is  dear. 

'  C.  BL  Not  yours,  is  it  ?  a  farthing  a  pint  were 
'  very  dear  for  the  belt  blood  you  have.' 

Enter  Arbella,  Ruth,  Abel,   Col.  Carelefs,  and 
Obadiah. 

I  Bail.  How  now  !  are  thefe  any  of  your  friends  ? 

C.  BL    Never,  if  you  fee  women  ;    that's  a  rule. 

Arb.  [To  Abel.]  Nay,  you  need  have  no  fcruple, 
'tis  a  near  kinfman  of  mine ;  you  do  not  think,  I  hope, 
that  I  wou'd  let  you  fuffer — You — that  muft  be  nearer 
than  a  kinfman  to  me. 

Abel.  But  my  mother  doth  not  know  it. 

Arb.  If  that  be  all,  leave  it  to  me  and  Rittlk.  We'll 

(ave  you  harmlete:  befides,    I  cannot  marry,  if  my 

C  3  kinf- 
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kinfman  be  in  prifon;  he  mull  convey  my  ciUte,  as 
you  appoint;  for  'tis  all  in  him  :  we  muft  pleafe  him. 

JM.  The  confideration  of  that  doth  convince  me. 
Obattiab,  'tis  neceflary  for  us  to  fet  at  liberty  this  gen- 
tleman, being  a  trullee  for  Mrs.  Arbellas  eftate;  tell 
'em,  therefore,  that  you  and  I  will  bail  this  gentle- 
man— and — d'ye  hear,  tell  them  who  lam. 

Qb.  I  {hall. — Gentlemen,  this  is  the  honourable 
Mr.  Abel  Day,  the  firft-born  of  the  honourable  Mr. 
Day,  Chairman  of  the  committee  of  fequeftration  ;  and 
I  myfelf  by  name  Qbadiak,  and  clerk  to  the  faid  ho- 
nourable committee. 

I  Bail.  Well,  fir,  we  know  Mr.  Day,  and  Mr. 
Abel. 

AbeL  Yes,  that's  I ;  and  I  will  bail  this  gentleman  ; 
I  believe  you  dare  not  except  againft  the  bail :  nay, 
you  ihall  have  Qbadiatfs  too,  one  that  the  ftate  trufts. 

i  Bail.  V/ith  all  our  hearts,  fir. But  there  are 

charges  to  be  paid. 

Arb.  Here,  Obadiah,  take  this  purfe  and  difcharge 
them,  and  give  the  bailiffs  twenty  millings  to  drink. 

C.  Car.  This  is  miraculous  ! 

I  Bail.  A  brave  lady ! — Ffaith,  mtftrefs,  we'll  drink 
your  health. 

AteL  She's  to  be  my  wife,  as  fure  as  you  are  here  : 
what  fay  you  to  that  now  ? 

\  Boil.  [Afede.~\  That's  impoffible:  here's  fome- 
thing  more  in  this.— Honourable  Mr.  Abel,  the  fhe- 
riff's  deputy  is  hard  by  in  another  room,  if  you  pleafe 
to  go  thither,  and  give  your  bail,  fir. 

Abel.  Well,  fhew  us  the  way,  and  let  him  know 
who  I  am.  [Eyeunf  Abel,  Obadiah,  and  Bailiffs. 

C.  Car.  Hark  ye,  pretty  Mrs.  Ruth,  if  you  were 
not  a  committee-man's  daughter,  and  fo  consequently 
againft  monarchy,  two  princes  fhoa'd  have  you  and 
that  gentlewoman. 

Ruth.  No,  no,  you'll  ferve  my  turn  ;  I  am  not  am- 
bitious. 

C.  Car.  Do  but  fwear  then,  thatthou  art  not  the 
iflue  of  Mr.  Day ;  and  tho'  I  know  'tis  a  lie,  I'll  be 
content  to  be  cozen'd,  and  believe* 

Ruth, 
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Ruth.  Fie,  fie !  you  can't  abide  taking  of  oaths  i 
look,  look,  how  your  friend  and  mine  take  aim  at 
one  another :  is  he  fmitten  ? 

C.  Car.  C»/>/V  has  not  fuch  another  wounded  fub- 
jed,  nay,  and  is  vex'd  he  is  in  love  too:  troth,  'tis 
partly  my  own  cafe. 

Ruth.  Peace;  fhe  begins,  as  need  requires. 

Arb.  You  are  free,    fir. 

C.  SI.  Not  fo  free  as  you  think. 

Arb.  What  hinders  it  ? 

C.  Bl.  Nothing,  that  I'll  tell  you. 

Arb.  Why,    fir? 

C.  Bl.  You'll  laugh  at  me. 

Arb.  Have  you  perceived  me  apt  to  commit  fuch  a 
rudenefs  ?  pray  let  me  know  it. 

C.  El.  Upon  two  conditions  you  fliall  know  it.  .'.  . 

Arb.  Well !  make  your  own  laws. 

C.  Bl.  Firft,  I  thank  ye,  y'have  freed  me  nobly  : 
pray  believe  it ;  you  have  this  acknowledgement  from, 
an  honed  heart,  one  that  would  crack  a  ftring  for  you  ; 
that's  one  thing. 

Arb.  Well!  the  other. 

C.  BL  The  other  is  only,  that  I  may  fland  fo 
i-eady,  that  I  may  be  gone  juft  as  I  have  told  it  you ;. 
together  with  your  promife,  not  to  call  me  back  :  and 
upon  thefe  terms,  I  give  you  leave  to  laugh  when  I 
am  gone.  Carelejs,  come  ftand  ready,  that,  at  the 
fign  given,  we  may  vanifh  together. 

Ruth.  If  you  pleafe,  fir,  when  yon  are  ready  to  ftart, 
I'll  cry  one,  two,  three,  and  away. 

C.  Bl.  Be  pleafed  to  forbear,  good  fmart  gentle- 
woman :  you  have  leave  to  jeer  when  I  am  gone,  and 
I  am  juit  going  j  by  your  fpleens,  leave,  a  little  pa- 
tience. Ji;i 

Arb.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Ruth.  I  lhall  contain,  lir. 

C.  BL  That's  much  for  a  woman  to  do. 

Art.  Now,   fir,  perform  your  promife. 

C.  BL  Carele/s,  have  you  done  with  your  woman  ? 

C.C«r.  Madam '.^ 

C4  C.  BL. 
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C.  SI.  Nay,  I  have  thank'd  her  already ;  prV- 
thee  no  more  of  that  dull  way  of  gratitude  :  lland  ready 
man;  yet  nearer  the  door:  fo,  now  my  misfortune 
that  I  promifed  to  difcover,  is,  that  I  love  you  above 
my  fenfe  or  reafon  :  fo  farewell,  and  laugh.  Come, 
Carelefs. 

C.  Car.  Ladies,    our  lives  are  yours ;    '  be  but  fo 

•  kind  as  to  believe  it,  till   you  have  fornething  to 

•  command.  '  \Exeunt. 

Ruth.  Was  there  ever  fuch  humour  ? 

Arb.  As  I  live,   his  confeilion  mews  nobly. 

Ruth.  It  mews  madly,  I  am  fure :  an  ill-bred  fel- 
low, notindure  a  woman  to  laugh  at  him  ! 

Arb.  He's  honeft,   I  dare  fwear. 

Ruth.  That's  more  than  I  dare  fwear  for  my  colonel. 

Arb.   Out  upon  him. 

Ruth.  Nay,  'tis  but  for  want  of  a  good  example ; 
I'll  make  him  fo. 

Arb.  But  d'ye  hear,  Ruth,  we  were  ^horribly  to 
blame,  that  we  did  not  enquire  where  they  lodg'd, 
under  pretence  of  fending  to  them  about  their  owa 
bafmefs. 

Ruth.  '  Why,  thy  whimfical  colonel  difcharg'd  him- 
"*  felf  off  like  a  gun  :  there  was  no  time  between  the 
4  flaming  in  the  pan,  and  the  going  off,  to  alk  a  quef- 

•  tion :  but  hark  ye.'  I  have  an  invention  upon  the 
old  account  of  the  five  hundred  pounds,  which  mall 
make  ^Jfend  his  purfuivant,  Obadiah,    to  look  'em 

Arb.  Excellent!  the  trout  Abel  will  bite  immedi- 
ately at  that  bait :  *  the  meflage  mail  be  as  from  hiV 
'  Mafter  Day,  fenior,  to  come  and  fpeak  with  him; 
'  they'll  think  prefently,  'tis  about  their  compofition, 
'  and  come  certainly.  In  the  mean  time,  we'll  pre- 
'  pare  them  with  counter-expeftations.' 
Enter  Abel  and  Obadiah. 

Ruth.  You  have  it;  peace  :  fee  where  Abel  and  the 
gentle  'fquire  of  low  degree,  Obadiah,  approach,  hav- 
ing newly  enter'd  themfelves  into  bonds. 

Arb.  Which  I'll  be  fure  to  tell  his  mother,  if  he  be 
ever  more  troublefome. 

Ruth, 
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Ruth.  And  that  he's  turn'd  an  arrant  cavalier,  by 
bailing  one  of  the  brood. 

Abel.  I  have,  according  to  your  defires,  given  free- 
dom to  your  kinfman  and  truftee ;  I  fuppofe  he  doth 
perceive  that  you  may  have  power,  in  right  of  me. 

Arb.  Good  Mr.  Abel,  I  am  fiucerely  beholden  to 
you,  and  your  authority. 

Ruth.  O  fie  upon't/  brother,  I  did  forget  to  as- 
quaint  you  with  a  bufinefs  before  the  gentlemen  went. 
O  me,  what  a  fieve-like  memory  have  I!  'twas  an  im- 
portant affair  too. 

Abel.  If  you  difcover  it  to  me,  I  mall  render  you 
my  opinion  upon  the  whole. 

Ruth.  The  two  gentlemen  have  repented  of  their 
obttinacy,  and  wou'd  now  prefent  five  hundred  pounds 
to  your  good  honourable  mofher,  to  ftand  their  friend, 
that  they  may  be  permitted  to  take  the  covenant;  and 
we,  negligent  we,  have  let  them  go,  before  we  knew 
where  to  lend  to  them. 

Abel.  That  was  the  want  of  being  us'd  to  important 
affairs;  it  is  ill  to  neglect:  the  accepting  of  their  con- 
verfion,  together  with  their  money. 

Ruth.  Well,  there  is  but  one  way;  'do  you  fend 
'  Qbadiah,  in  your  father's  name,  to  defire  them  both 
'  to  come  to  his  houfe  about  fome  bufinefs  that  will  be 
'  for  their  good,  but  no  more  ;  for  then  they'll  take  it 
'  ill ;  for  they  enjoin'd  us  fecrecy ;  and  wheji  they 
'  come,  let  us  alone.'  Qbadiah  may  enquire  them 
out  '  at  fome  tavern.' 

Ob.  The  bailiffs  did  fay  the^  w:ie  gone  to  the  De- 
vil-' Tavern,  to  pay  a  reckoning.' 

Abel.  Haiien  thither,  good  Obadiab,  as  if  you  had 
met  my  honourable  father,  and  defire  them  to  come 
unto  his  hcufe,  about  an  important  affair  that  is  for 
their  good. 

Ob.  1  ihall  ufe  expedition.  ,       [Exit. 

Abel.  And  we  will  haften  '  home,  left  the  gentle- 
'  men  lliou'd  be  before  us,  and  not  know  how  tcTad- 
*  drefs  their  offers;  and  then  we  will  haften'  our  be- 
ing united  in  the  bonds  of  matrimony.. 

C  c  :  Arb. 

-. 
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Arb.  Soft  and  fair  goes  far.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  tivo  Colonels  a»</Teague  at  the  'Ta-vern. 

C.  Car.  Did  ever  man  get  away  fo  crafty  from 
the  thing  he  lik'd  ?  terrible  bufmefs !  afraid  to  tell, a 
woman  what  me  defir'd  to  hear.  '  I  pray  heartily  that 
*  the  boys  do  not  come  to  the  knowledge  of  thy  famous 
'  retreat ;  we  lhall  be  followed  by  thofe  fmall  birds, 
'  as  you  have  feen  an  owl  purfued. 

«  C.  BL  I  lhall  break  fome  of  their  wings  then. 

'  C.  Car.'  To  leave  a  handfome  woman,  a  woman 
that  came  to  be  bound  body  for  body  for  thee  !  one 
that  does  that  which  no  woman  will  hardly  do  again. 

C.  SI.  What's  that  ? 

C.  Car.  Love  thee,  and  thy  blunt  humour  ;  a  mere 
chance,  man,  '  a  thing  betides  all  the  fortunate  ftars. 


'  C.  Bl.  You  praftife  your  wit  to  no  purpofe,  I  i 
*  not  to  be  perfuaded  to  lie  Hill,  like  a  jack-a-lent 


am 
to 

to  be  caft  at;  I  had  rather  be  a  whifp  hung  up  for 
a  woman  to  fcold  at,  than  a  fix'd  lover  for  'em  to 
'  point  at :  your  fquib  began  to  hifs.' 

Enter  Obadiah. 

C.Car.  Peace,  man,  here's  Jupiter's  Mercury.  la 
his  meflage  to  us,  trow  ? 

Ob.  Gentlemen,  you  are  opportunely  over-taken- 
.and  found  out. 

C.BI.  How's  this? 

Qb.  I  come  unto  you  in  the  name  of  the  honoura- 

>th  about 
your 
good. 

C.  Bl.  What  train  is  this? 
C.  Car.  Peace,  let  us  not  be  ram.— —  Teague 
'  Teag.  Well  then.' 

C.  Car.  Were  it  not  poffible  that  yon  cou'd  enter- 
tain this  fellow  in  the  next  room,  'till  he  were  pretty 
drunk?  [Afide.. 

Tgag.  I  warrant  you  >hat  now ;  I  will  make  him  and. 
jnyfelt  too  drunk,  for  thy  fvveet  fake. 

C.  Car.  Be  fure,  T&ague. Some  bufinefs,  fir,  that: 

will  take  us  up  a  very  little  time  to  finifh,    makes  us 

-a  defir* 


ble  Mr.  Day,  who  defires  to  fpeak.with  you  both  s 
fome  important  affair,  which  is  conducing  for 
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defire  your  patience  till  we  difpatch  it :  in  the  mean 
time,  fir,  do  us  the  favour  as  to  call  for  a  glafs  of  fack, 
in  the  next  room  Teague  mail  wait  upon  you,  and  drink 
your  mailer's  health. 

O6.  It  needeth  not,  nor  do  I  ufe  to  drink  healths. 

C.  Car.  None  but  your  mailer's,  fir,  and  that  by 
way  of  remembrance. 

Qb.  We  that  have  the.  affairs  of  flate  under  our  tui- 
tion cannot  long  delay  ;  my  prefence  may  be  required 
for  the  carrying  on  the  work. 

C.  Car.  Nay,  lir,  it  mail  not  exceed  above  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour;  perhaps  we'll  wait  upon  you  to  Mr. 
Day  prefently  :  pray,  fir,  drink  but  one  glafs  or  two ; 
we  wou'd  wait  upon  you  ourfelves,  but  that  wou'd 
hinder  us  from  going  with  you. 

Ob.  Upon  that  confideration  I  fliall  attend  a  little. 

C.  Car,  Go  wait  upon  him, now,  Teague,  or 

never. 

Teag.  I  will  make  him  fo  drunk  as  can  be,  upon 
my  flioul.  [Exit  Teague  and  Obadiah. 

C.  JBl.  What  a  devil  iliou'd  this  meflage  mean  ? 

C.  Car.  'Tis  too  plain ;  this  cream  of  committee 
rafcals,  who  has  better  intelligence  than  a  ftate-fecre- 
tary,  has  heard  of  his  fon  Abel's  being  hamper'd,  in 
the  caufe  of  the  wicked,  and  in  revenge  wou'd  intice 
us  to  perdition. 

C.  Bl.  If  TeaguecoulA  be  fo  fortunate  as  to  make 
him  drunk,  we  might  know  all. 

'  C.  Car.  If  the  clofe-hearted  rogue  will  not  be- 
*'  open-mouth'd,  we'll  leave  him  pawn'd  for  all  our 
'•  fcores,  and  fluff  his  pockets  with  blank  commiflions. 

*  C.  Bl.  Only  fill  up  one  with  his  mailer's  name. 

'  C.  Car.  And  another  with  his  wife's  name  for  ad- 
'  jutant  general,  together  with  a  bill  of  ammunition 

*  hid  under  Day's  houfe,  and  make  it  be  digg'd  down, 
•'  with  fcandal  of  delinquency.     A  rafcal,  "to  think  to. 
''invite  us  into  Newgate! 

•  C.  Bl.  Well,  we.  muft  refolve  what  to  do. 

'  C.  Car.  I  have  a  fancy  come  into  my  head,1  that: 

*  may  produce  an  admirable  fcene. 
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'  C.  Bl.  Come,  let's  hear. 

'  C.  Car.  'Tis  upon  fuppofition,  that  Teague  makes 
him  drunk ;  and,  by  the  way,  'tis  a  good  omen  that 
we  have  no  fober  apparition  in  that  wavering  pofture 
of  frailty  ;  we'll  fend  him  home  in  a  fedan,  and  caufe 
him  to  be  deliver'd  in  that  good-natur'd  condition 
to  the  ill-natur'd  rafcal  his  matter. 

'  C.  BL  It  will  be  excellent :  how  I  pray  for  Teague 

*  to  be  victorious !' 

Enter  Mufician. 

Muf.  Gentlemen,  will  you  have  any  mufick  ? 
C.  BL  Pr'ythee  no,  we  are  out  of  tune. 
C.  Car.  Pirn,   we  never  will   be  out   of  humour, 

*  Do' ft  hear,  canft  ling  us  a  malignant  fonnet  ? 

'  Muf.  I  can  fing  many  fongs.     You  feem  honeft 

*  gentlemen. 

'  C.  Car.  Cavaliers,  thou  mean'ft.     Sing  without 
'  any  apprehenfion. 

'SONG. 

*  AT O  W  the  veil  is  puWd off,  and  this  pitiful  nation 

'  Too  late  fees  the  gull  of  a  Kirk-reformation, 
4  Ho<w  all  things  that  Jhou V  be 
'  Are  turned  topfy  tur-vy  ; 
'  The  freedom  <we  have, 

*  Our  prince  made  a  Jlave, 

'  And  the  majiers  muji  noiu  turn  the  'waiters. 

'  The  great  ones  obey, 

'*  While  the  rafcals  do  fa  ay  y 
4  And  the  loyal  to  rebels  are  tray  tors. 

'  The  pulpits  are  crowded  with  tongues  of  their  mvrt.} 
'.  And  the  preachers  fpiritual  committee-men  grown , 

'  To  denounce  fequeftration 

'  On  fouls  of  oldfajhicn: 

*  They, "-ail  and  they  pray, 

'  'Till  they  quite  preach  a-ivay 
'  The  'wealth  that  'was  once  the  wife  city's, . 
'  The  courts  in  the  hall, 
f  Where  the  lawyers  did  ba~~wlt 

*  Are  turned  into  pious  committees. 

3  *  C.  Car, 
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c  C.  Car.  This  fong  hasrais'd  my  fpirits :  here,  fing 
'  always  for  the  king;  I  wou'd  have  every  man  in  his 

*  way  do  fomething  for  him  ;  I  wou'd  have  fidlers  ling 
f  for  him,  parfons  pray  for  him,  men  fight  for  him, 
'  women  fcold  for  him,  and  children  cry  for  him  ;  and 
«  according  to  this  rule,  Teague  is  drinking  for  him  : 

*  But  fee,' 

Enter  Teague  and  Obadiah  drunk.  . 
'  See  and  rejoice  where  Teague  with  laurel  comes.' 

C.  Bl.   And  the  vanquifh'd  Obadiah,  with  nothing 
fix'd  about  him  but  his  eyes. 

'  C.  Car.  Stay  :  fmg  another  fong  in  the  behalf  of 
'  compounders,  if  thou  canft,  that  the  vapours  of  the 

*  wine  may  have  full  power  to  afcend  up  to  the  firma- 
'  ment  of  his  truly  reformed  coxcomb. 

'SONG. 

'  S^Ome,   drawer,  fame  wine, 
'  Let  it  fparkle  and  Jhine, 

*  And  make  its  own  drops  fall  a  bounding  ; 

*  Like  the  hearts  it  makes  light, 
'  Let  it  flow  pure  and  right, 

*  And  a  plague  take  all  kind  of  compounding. 

'  We'll  not  be  too  wife, 
'  Nor  try  to  adnjife, 
'  How  to  fuff'er  and  gravely  defpair  : 

*  For  wifdcm  and  parts 

'  Sit  brooding  on  hearts, 

*  And  there  they  catch  nothing  but  care. 

€  Not  a  thought  Jhall  come  in 
'  But  'what  brings  our  king  ; 

*  Let  committees  be  damn  d  with  their  gain  ; 

«  Willfend  bytbisjtealth 

1  To  our  hearts  our  king's  health, 

*  And  there  in  defpite  he  Jhall  reign. 

['  Obadiah  repeating  ivit/j  him. 

*  C.  Car.  This  is  fport  beyond  modeft  hopes.  How 

« I  will 
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*  I  will  adore  fack,  that  can  force  this  fellow  to  reli- 

*  gion.     The  rogue  is  full  of  worfhip.' 

Teag.  Well  now,  upon  my  fhoul,  Mr.  Obadiab 
fings  as  well  as  the  man  now :  come  then,  will  you 
fing  an  Irijh  fong  after  me  ?. 

Ob.  I  will  fing  Irijh  for  the  king  now, 
Teag.  I  will  fing  for  the  king,  as  well  as  you.   Hark 
you  now.       \_He  Jitigs  an  Iiiftifcng,  and  Obadiah  tries. 

SONG. 

f\  Ht  Teady-foley,  you  are  my  darling, 

You  are  my  looking- gfafs,  both  night  and  morning  ;. 
I  had  rather  have  you  without  a  farthing, 
fban  Bryan  Gaulichar,  iuith  bis  houfe  and  garden. 

La,  ral  lidy. 

O,  Norah,  agra,  1  do  not  doubt  you, 
And  for  that  reafon  I  kifs  and  mouth  you ; 
And  if  there  nuas  ten  and  tnventy  about  you^ 
Devil  burn  me,  if  Inuou'd  go  without  you. 

Lai,  ral  lidy. 

Ob.  That  is  too  hard  fluff;  I  cannot  do  thefe  and 
thefe  material  matters. 

^eag.  Here  now,  we  will  take  fome  fnufFfor  the 
king — fo,  there,  lay  it  upon  your  hand ;  put  one  of 
your  nofes  to  it  now  ;  fo,  fnuff  now.  Upon  my  fhoul,. 
Mr.  Qbad.  Commit,  will  make  a  brave  Irijhman. 
"  Put  this  in  your  other  nofe" 

Ob.  I  will  fnuff  for  the  king  no  more.  Good  Mr. 
league  give  me  fome  more  fack,  and  fing  Englijh,  for 
my  money. 

Teag.  I  will  tell  you  that  Irijb  is  as  good  ai|d  better 
too.  Come,  now,  we  will  dance  :  Can  you  play  an  Irijh 
tune  ?  *  can  you  play  this  now  ? 

'Ma/  No,  fir;  but  I  can  play  you  an  excellent 
'  Jrijh  jig.  [They  dance. 

'  C.  Car.  This  is  beyond  thought !  fo,  this  motion, 
«  like  a  tumbled  barrel,  has  fet  the  liquor  a  working 
'again.  Now  for  a  chair. 

*  C,  EL  Drawer!  who  waits  there? 

•  Enter- 
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*  Enter  Drawer. 

'  Draivtr.  What  d'you  want,  gentlemen  ? 
'  C.  BL  Call  a  chair  prefently,  and  bring  it  into 

*  this  room  ;   here's  a  friend  of  ours  overtaken. 

*  Drawer.  I  go,  fir.  [Exit. 
'  C.  Car.  Teagtte,  thouhaft  done  miracles  ;  thou  art 

*  a  good  omen,  and  haft  vanquilh'd  the  cauie,  in  this 
4  overthrow  of  this  counterfeit  rafcal,  its  true  epitome  : 
'  and  now,  Teague,  according  to   the  words  of  con- 
'  demnation,  we'll  fend  him  to  the  place  from  whence 
'  he  came. 

'  Teag.  Upon  my  fhoul  he's   dead  now  j  fhall  I 
'  howl,  as  we  do  in  Ireland? 
'  C.  Car.  How's  that,  Teague  ? 
4  Teag.  Yo,  yo.  [ffoivfs. 

'  C.  Car.  No  more,  good  Teague,  left  you  give  an 

*  alarm  to  the  enemy.     Welcome,  honeft  follow  ;  by 
'  your  looks  you  feem  fo. 

'  Enter  Chairmen  with  a  Chair. 

*  i  Chair.  How,  Colonel,   have  you  forgot  your 

*  poor  foldier  tied? 

1  C.  Car.  Why,  this  is  a  miraculous  purfuit  of  good 
'fortune!  honeft  AW;  what,  turn'd  chairman  ? 

*  i  Chair.   Any  thing  for  bread  and   beer,   nofole- 
'  Colonel :  mall  I  have  the  honour  to  carry  you  ? 

*  C.  Car.  No,  Ned;  is  thy  fellow  honeft? 

*  i  Chair.  Or  I'd  be  hang'd  before  I'd  carry  an  inch 
'  with  him. 

C.  Ccr^  'Tis  well — Look  you,  AW,  that  fellow  is 
*•  Mr.  Day  the  committee-man's  clerk,  whom  with 
'  wonderful  induftry  we  have  made  drunk  :  juft  as  he 

*  is,  pack  him  up  in  thy  chair,  and  immediately  tranf- 

*  port  him  to  his  mailer  Day's  houfe  ;  and  in  the  very 
*-hall  turn  him  out.    There's  half  a  crown  for  thy  pains. 

*  I  Chair.  If  I  fail,  fay  Ned's  a  coward:  come,  fhall 

*  we  put  your  ftiort-wing'd  wormip  into  your  mew  ? 
'•  Come  along.  \¥hey  put  him  in,  and  ex. 

'  C.  Car.  Farewel,  AW.  Teague,  come,  you  muft 
'  carry  fome  money  to  one  or  two  confident  friends  of 
4  mine  i  we'll  pay  our  xeckonir.g  at  the  bar,  then  go 

•home 
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«  home  and  laugh  ;  and,  if  you  will,  plot  Tome  way 
'  to  fee  our  enchanting  females  once  more  ;  they  make 

'  me  fo  long [Exeunt,* 

[*  "  Dance,  Obadiah  tumbles  down. 

"  Teag.  Obid,  Obid  !  upon  my  foul  I  believe  he's  dead. 

"C.  Car.  Dead! 

"  Teag.  Dead  drunk.  Poor  Obid  is  feck,  and  1 
'  will  mull  him  fame  wine — /  iaill  put  fame  fpice  in't. 
'  [Puts  fome  fnuff  into  the  funnel.]  Now  I  will  howl 
1  over  him  as  they  do  in  Ireland  :  oh,  oh,  oh. 

"  C.  Car.  Peace,  Teague,  you'll  alarm  the  enemy. 
'  Here's  a  Jhilling,  call  a  chair,  and  let  them  carry  him 
1  in  this  condition  to  his  kind  mafter.  If  you  meet  the 
'  ladies,  fay  we  wou'dfpeak  with  them  at  the  lieutenant's. 

"  Teag.  Give  me  the  thirteen,  and  I  <will  give  him 
"  an  Iriihfedan. 

"  C.  Car  How's  that? 

"  Teag.  This  way.  [Takes  him  by  the  heels  and 
"  draws  him  off.]  [Exeunt." 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  and  Mrs.  Day. 

Mrs.  D.  Difpatch  quickly  I  fay,  and  fay  I  faid  it ; 
many  things  fall  between  the  lip  and  the  cup. 

Mr.  D,  Nay,  duck,  let  thee  alone  for  counfeL 
Ah,  if  thou  hadft  been  a  man  ! 

Mrs.  D.  Why  then  you  wou'dhave  wanted  a  woman, 
and  a  helper  too. 

Mr.  D.  I  profefs  -ib  I  fhou'd,  and  a  notable  one 
too,  though  I  fay't  before  thy  face,  and  that's  no  ill  one. 

Mrs.  D.  Come,  come,  you  are  wandrii>g  from  the 
matter :  difpatch  the  marriage  I  fay,  whilft  Ihe  is  thus 
taken  with  cur  Abel.  Women  are  uncertain. 

Mr.  D.  How  if  fhe  fhou'd  be  coy  ? 

Mrs.  D.  You  are  at  your  ifs  again  ;  if  flie  be  foolifh, 
tell  her  plainly  what  fhe  inuft  trult  to,  no  Abel,  no 
land ;  plain-dealing's  a  jewel  :  have  you  the  writings 
drawn  as  I  advifed  you,  which  fhe  mull  figa  ? 

*  Inftead  of  the  lines  betweea  fingle  commas,  ,--fter  the  vords 
«'  Irilh  tune  ;"  Page  62, Line  7,  from  the  Bottom,  they  now  peiform 
&\  iheTheaire^  thofe  'm  Italics  betwcca  double  comma§. 

Mr, 
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Mr.  D.  Ay,  I  warrant  you,  duck  j  here,  here  they 
be.  O  fhe  has  a  brave  eftate  ! 

Mrs.  D.  What  news  you  have! 

Mr.  D.  Look  you  wife. 

[Day  pulls  out  writings,  and  lays  out  bis  keyf. 

Mrs.  D.  Pifh,  teach  your  grannam  to  fpin  j  let  me 
fee. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  May  it  pleafe  your  honour,  your  good  neigh- 
bour Zecbariah  is  departing  this  troublefome  life  :  he 
has  made  your  honour  his  executor,  but  cannot  depart 
till  he  has  feen  your  honours. 

Mr.  D.  Alas,  alas !  a  good  man  will  leave  us.  Come, 
good  duck,  let  us  haften :  where  is  Qbadiab  to  uftier  you? 

Mrs.  D.  Why,  Obadiab  ! — A  varlet  to  be  out  of  the 
way  at  fuch  a  time  ;  truly  he  moveth  my  wrath.   Come, 
hu/band,  along;  I'll  take  Abel'vi\  his  place.     [Exeunt. 
Enter  Ruth  and  Arbella. 

Ruth.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  alarm  ?  there's 
fome  carrion  difcover'd  j  the  crows  are  all  gone  upon 
a  fudden. 

Arb.  The  She-Day  call'd  moft  fiercely  for  Obadiab  : 
look  here,  Ruth,  what  have  they  left  behind  ? 

Ruth.  As  I  live,  it  is  the  Day's  bunch  of  k«ys, 

which  he  always  keeps  fo  clofely  : well-  if 

thou  haft  any  mettle,  now's  the  time. 

Arb.  To  do  what  ? 

Ruth.  To  fly  out  of  Egypt. 

Enter  Abel. 

Arb.  Peace,  we  are  betray'd  elfe  ;  as  fure  as  can 
be,  wench,  he's  come  back  for  the  keys. 

Ruth.  We'll  forfwear  'em  in  confident  words,  and 
no  lefs  confident  countenances. 

Abel.  An  important  aftair  hath  called  my  honoura- 
ble father  and  mother  forth,  and  in  the  abfence  of  0^«- 
diab  I  am  enforced  to  attend  their  honours ;  '  and 
'  therefore  I  conceiv'd  it  right  and  meet  to  acquaint 

*  you  with  it ;  leaft  in   my  abfence  you  might  have 

*  apprehended,  that  fome  mifchance  had  befallen  my 

*  perfon  t 
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'  perfon  :  therefore  I  defire  you  to  receive  confola- 
4  tion  :'  and  fo  I  bid  you  heartily  farewel.  [Exit. 

Arb.  Given  from  his  mouth,  this  tenth  of  April.— - 
He  put  me  in  a  cruel  fright. 

Ruth.  '  As  I  live,  I  am  all  over  in  fuch  a  dew  as 
'  hangs  about  a  ftill,  when  'tis  firft  fet  a  going;  but 
'  this  is  better  and  better :  there  was  never  fuch  an 
'  opportunity  to  break  prifon.  I  know  the  very  places, 

*  the  holes  in  his  clofet  where  the  compofition  of  your 
'  eliate  lies,  and  where  the  deeds  of  my  own  eftate 
«  He.     I  have  caft  my  eye  upon  them  often,  when  I 

*  have  gone  up  to  him  in  errands,  and  to  call  him  to 
'  dinner.'     If  I  mifs  hang  me. 

Arb,  But  whither  mail  we  go  ? 

Ruth.  To  a  friend  of  mine,  and  of  my  father's,  that 
lives  near  the  'Temple,  and  will  harbour  us  ;  fear  not  ; 
and  fo  fet  up  for  ourfelves,  and  get  our  colonels. 

Arb.  Nay,  the  mifchief  that  I  have  done,  and  the 
condition  we  are  in,  makes  me  as  ready  as  thou  art : 
come,  let's  about  it. 

Ruth.  Stay;  do  you  ftand  centinel  here;  that's  the 
clofet-window ;  I'll  call  for  thee,  if  I  need  thee  ;  and 
be  fure  to  give  notice  of  any  news  of  the  enemy.  [Exit. 

Arb.  I  warrant  thee. — '  May   but  this  departing 

*  brother  have  fo  much  ftring  of  life  left  him,  as  may 
'  tie  this  expecting  Day  to  his  bedfide,  'till  we  have 

*  committed  this  honeft  robbery' Hark  !  what's 

that this  apprehenfion  can  make  a  noife  when  there 

is  none. 

Ruth.  I  have  'em,  I  have  'em  ;  nay  the  whole  covey, 
and  his  feal  at  arms  bearing  a  dog's  leg.  [Above. 

Arb.  Come,  make  hafte  then. 

'  Ruth.  As  I  live,  here's  a  letter  counterfeited  from 
'  the  king,  to  the  rafcal  his  rebellious  fubject  Day; 
'  with  a  remembrance  to  his  difcreet  wife.  Nay, 

*  what  daft  thou  think  thefe  are  ?  I'll  but  caft  my  eye 

*  upon  thefe  papers,  that  were  fchifmatial,  and  lay 

*  in  feparation  :  what  do'ft  think  they  are  ? 

1  Arb.  I  can't  tell,  nay  pr'ythee  come  away. 
'•Ruth.  Out  upon  the  precife  baboon  !  they  are  letters 
'  from  two  wenches;  one  for  an  increafe  of  falary  to 

maintain. 
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*  maintain  his  unlawful  ifi'ue;  another  from  a  wench 
'  that  had   more  confcience  than  he,  and  refus'd  to 
'  take  the .  phyfick  that  he  prefcrib'd  to  take  away  a 
4  natural  tympany. 

'  drtt.  Nay,  pr'ythee  difpatch. 

'  Ruth.  Here  be  abundance  more ;  come,  run  up, 

*  and  help  me  carry  'em.     We'll  take  the  whole  in- 
4  d^x  of   his   rugueries  :  we   {hall   be  furnifli'd  with 
'  fuch  arms,  ofFeniive  and  defenfive,  that  we  fhall  never 
«  need  fue  to  him  for  a  league.     Come,  make  hafte. 

*  Arb.  I  come.  [Exit. 

'  Enter  Chairman  ivith  Obadiah  in  the  chair. 
1  i  Chair.  Come,  open  this  portable  tomb  :  'Slife, 

*  here's  nothing  in  it ;  ferret  him,  or  he'll  never  bolt. 
'  It  looks  as  if  we  had  brought  a  baiket  hare,  to  be 
'  fet  down  and  hunted. 

4  2  Chair.  He's  dead. 

*  I   Chair.  Dead  drunk,    thou   mean'ft  :  turn   up 
«  the  chair,  and  turn  him  out,  as  they  do  badgers 

*  caught  in  a  fack :  make,  man :  fo,  now  he  fallies. 
[Obadiah  tumbles  out  of  the  chair,  and  fengs  as  at  the 

tavern,  fame  of  the  fong — then  enter  Arbella  and 
Ruth  from  the  clofet. 
Arb.  What's  this  ?  we  are  undone. 
Ob.  Mr.  league,  will  you  dance,  Mr.  'Te.ague  ? 
Ruth.  Put  a  good  face  on't,  or  give  me  die  van. 
«  O,  'tis  Obadiah  fallen. 

*  Arb.  Nay,   and  cannot  rife  neither:  d'ye  hear, 
'  honeft  friends,  was    this   zealous  gentleman    your 
'  freight  ? 

4  I  Chair.  Yes,  miftrefs:  two  honeft  gentlemen  took 

*  care  of  him,  feeing  him  thus  devoutly  overtaken. 

4  Arb.  It  was  our  colonels,   that  thought  Day  fent 

*  him  to  trapan  them,  as  fure  as  can  be. 

*  Ruth.  No  doubt  on't ;  how  unmerciful  they  are, 
'  Arbella,  every  minute  to  do  fomething  or  other  to 
'  encreafe  our  whimfie Are  you  paid  ? 

«  i  Chair.  Yes,  miftrefs. 'Slife,  we  fnall  be 

«  paid  double. 

4  Ruth.  Stay,  where  did  you  leave  the  two  careful  - 
'  minded  gentlemen, 

*  i  Chur. 
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'  I  Chair.  Why  do  you  afk,  miftrefs  ? 

'  Ruth.  For  no  hurt.  Can'ft  carry  us  near  the  place  ? 

'  I  Chair.  Yes,  miftrefs. — Sure  there's  no  danger 
*  in  women. 

«  Arb.  What  do'ft  mean  ?  [To  Ruth. 

'  Ruth.  The  fame  that  thou  do'ft:  to  fee  'em,  if 
I  can. — Is't  near  Temple-Ear?  [Obadiah  y?/zg-.f. 

'  i  Chair.   Hard  by,  miftrefs. 

'  Ruth.  Come  in,  there's  my  friend  lives  hard  by  ; 

fear  not,  we  can  never  fly  fo  conceal'd May  that 

nightingale  continue  his  note,  'till  the  owl  Day  re- 
turns to  hear  him— Come,  honeft  fellow,  flop  over- 
againft  the  place  where  you  left  the  gentlemen,;  we 
have  fome  bufinefs  with  them  ;  we'll  pay  you,  and 
they'll  thank  you  :  fo  good  night,  Mr.  Day. 

*  I  Chair.  I  warrant  you,  miftrefs.  Come  along,  Tom.9 

"  Enter  Teague,  with  Obadiah  on  his  back. 

*  "  Teag.   Long  life  to  you,    madam  ;    my  majler    it 
"  at  lieutenant  Story'j,  and  wants  to  fpeak  to  you,   and 
"  that  dear  creature  too. 

"  Arb.  and  Ruth.   Conduft  us  to  him. 

"  Teag.  Oh,  that  I  will — Come  along,  and  I  will 
"  follow  you."  [Exeunt  all  but  Obadiah. 

Ob.  Some  fmall  beer,   good  Mr.  league. 

Enter  as  returned,  Mr.  Day,  Mrs.  Day,  and  Abel. 

Mr.  D.  He  made  a  good  end,  and  departed  as  unt» 
deep. 

Mrs,-:ZX  I'll  affure  you  his  wife  took  on  grievoufly ; 
I  do  not  believe  ilie'll  marry  this  half  year. 

Mr.  D.  He  died  full  of  exhortation.  Ha,  duck, 
Ihoud'ft  be  forry  to  lofe  me  ? 

Mrs.  D.  Lofe  you  !  I  warrant   you  you'll   live  as 

long  as  a  better  thing Ah,  lord,  what's  that? 

[  O  badiah  fings. 

Mr.  D.  How  now  !  what's  this  ?  how  ! -Qba- 

diah and  in  a  drunken  diftemper  affuredly  .' 

Mrs.  D.  O  fie  upon't !  who  wou'd  have  believ'd 
that  we  fhou'd  have  liv'd  to  have  feen  Obadiah  over- 
come with  the  creature? — Where  have  you  been,firrah? 

*  The  lines  in  Italics  are  now  performed  at  the  theatres,  instead 
of  the  fo:  egoing  ones  between  fingle  commas. 

Q£. 
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Ob.  D — d — drinking  the    ki — -ki — king's    health. 

Mr.  D.    O   terrible  !  fome  difgrace  put  upon   us, 

and  fhame  brought  within  our  walls ;  I'll  go  lock  up 

my  neighbour's  will,  and  come  down  and  fhe,v  him  a 

reproof How how 1  cannot  feel  my  keys 

« nor [He  feels  in  bis  pocket,   and  leaps  up}    hear 

'em  gingle  :   diclft  thou  fee  my  keys,    duck  ! 

Mrs.  D.  Duck  me  no  ducks.  I  fee  your  keys !  fee  a 
fool's  head  of  your  own  :  had  I  kept  them,  I  warrant 
they  had  been  forth  coming:  you  are  fo  flappim,  you 
throw  'em  up  and  down  at  your  tail :  why  don't  you 
go  look  if  you  have  not  left  them  in  the  door? 
Mr.  D.  I  go,  I  go,  duck.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  D.  Here,  Abel,  take  up  this  fallen  creature, 
who  has  left  his  uprightnefs  ;  carry  him  to  a  bed,  and. 
when  he  is  return'd  to  himfelf,   I  will  exhort  him. 
Abel.  He  is  exceedingly  overwhelmed. 

[He  goes  to  lift  him  up, 

Ob.  Stand  away,  I  fay,  and  give  me  Ibme  fack, 
that  I  may  drink  a  health  to  the  king,  "  and  let  com- 
"  mitlees  be  damri'd  <with  their  gain."  [ObadiahyJ/ag.f.] 
Where's  Mr.  Teague  ? 

Enter  Mr.  Day. 

Mr.  D.  Undone,  undone !  robb'd,  robb'd !  the 
door's  left  open,  and  all  my  writings  and  papers 

ftolen  :   undone,  undone! Ruth,  Ruth! 

Mrs.  D.  Why  Ruth,  I  fay !   thieves,  thieves  ! 

Enter  Jervant* 

Ser--j.  What's  the  matter!  foriboth  ?  here  has  been 
no  thieves :  I  have  not  been  a  minute  out  of  the 
houfc. 

Mrs.  D.  Where's  Ruth,  and  Mrs.  Arlella? 
Ser-v.  I  h.ive  not  feen  them  a  pretty  while. 
Mr.  /).  'Tis  they  have  robb'd  me,  and  taken  away 
the  writings  of  both  their  ertates.     Undone,  undone  ! 
Airs.  O.  This  came  with  Haying  for  you,  [to  Abel.] 
coxcomb,  we  had  come  back  fooner  elfe  :  you  flow 
drone,  we  mult  be  undone  for  your  dulinefs. 

Ob.  Be  not  in  wrath. 

.    Mrs.  D.  I'll  wrath  you,   ye  rafcal  you ;  I'll  teach 
you,  you  drunken  rafcal,  and  you  fob  er  dull  man. .: 

Ob. 
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Ob.  Your  feet  are  fwift  and  violent ;  their  motion 
will  make  them  fume. 

Mrs.  D.  D'ye  lie  too,  ye  drunken  rafcal  ? 

Mr.  D.  Nay  patience,  good  duck,  and  let's  lay 
put  for  thefe  women;  they  are  the  thieves. 

Mrs.  D.  'Twas  you  that  left  your  keys  upon  the 
talkie  to  tempt  them  :  ye  need  cry,  good  duck,  be  pa- 
tjerit..  Bring  in  the  drunken  rafcal,  ye  booby:  when 
he  is  fober,  he  may  difcover  fomething.  Come,  take 
him  up ;  I'll  have  'em  hunted. 

[Exeunt  Mr.  Day  and  Mrs.  Day. 

Abel.  I  rejoice  yet  in  the  midil  of  my  fufferings,  that 
my  miltrefs  faw  not  my  rebukes.  Come,  Obadiak, 
1  pray  raife  yourfelf  upon  your  feet,  and  walk. 

Ob.  Have  you  taken  the  covenant  ?  that's  the 
queftion. 

Abel.  Yea. 

Ob.  And  will  you  drink  a  health  to  the  king  ;  that's 
t'other  queltion. 

Abel.  Make  net  thyfelf  a  fcorn. 

Ob.  Scorn  in  my  face  !  void,  young  Satan. 

Abel.  I  pray  you  walk  in,  I  fhall  be  affifting. 

Ob.  Stand  off,  and  you  (hall  perceive  by  my  fted- 

faft  going,  that  I  am  not  drunk.     Look  ye  now 

fo,  foftly,  foftly  ;  gently,  good  Obadiah,  gently  ancl 
fteadily,  for  fear  it  fiiould  be  laid  that  thou  art  in 
drink :  So,  gently  and  uprightly,  Obadiah. 

[  Hi  mo*ve  s  bis  h'gs,  but  keeps  in  the  fame  place, 

Abel.  You  do  not  move. 

Ob.  Then  do  .1  ftand  ilill,  as  faft  as  ycu  go. 
Enter  Mrs.  Day. 

Mrs.  D.  What,  flay  all  day  ?  there's  for  you,  fir  ; 
[To  Abel.]  you  are  a  fweet  youth  to  leave  in  truft ; 
;>long,  you  drunken  rafcal  ;  [To  Obadiah.j  111  fet 
you  both  forward. 

Ob.  The  Philiflines  are  upon  us,  and  day  is  broke 
loofe  from  darknefs,  high  keeping  has  made  her  fierce. 

[She  beats  'em  off*. 

Mrs.  D.  Out,  you  drunken  rafcal :  I'll  make  you 
move,  you  beaft.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT.     V. 

*  Enter    Book  feller   and  Bailiff's,  having  laid  bold  on 

1  Teague. 

*  Boc.k.f~^G  M  E  along,  fir  ;  I'll  teach  you  to  take  co- 

\*J    '  venants. 
4  Teag.  Will  you  teach  me  then  ?  Did  I  not  take  it 

*  then  ?  Why  will  you  teach  me  now  ? 

4  Book.  You  mall   pay  dearly    for  the  blows  you 

'  ftruck  me,  my  wild  Irijh,  by  St.  Patrick,  you  mail. 

4  Teag.  What  have  you  now  to  do  with  St.  Patrick  ? 

*  he  will  fcorn  your  covenant. 

'Book.  I'll  put  you,  fir,  where  you  fhall  have  woife 
4  liquor  than  your  bonny-clabber. 

*  Teag.  Bonny-clabber  !  By  my  godfhip's  hand  now 

*  you  are  a  rafcal  if  you  do  not  love  bonny-clabber, 
'  and  I  will  break  your  pate  if  you  will  not  let  me  go 
4  to  my  m after. 

4  Book.  O  you  are  an  impudent  rafcal.  Come, 
'  away  with  him. 

Enter  C.  Carelefs. 
4  C.  Car.  How  now ! — hold,  my  friend  ;  whither 

*  do  you  carry  my  fervant  ? 

'  Book.  I  have  arrefted  him,  fir,  for  finking  me,  and 
4  taking  away  my  books. 

4  C.  Car.  What  has  he  taken  away  ? 

4  Book.  Nay,  the  value  of  the  thing  is  not  much, 
'  'twas  the  covenant,  fir. 

4  Teag.  Well,  I  did  take  the  covenant,  and  my 
'  mafter  took  it  from  me ;  and  we  have  taken  the 
'  covenant  then,  have  we  not  ? 

4  C.  Car.  Here,  honeft  fellow,  here's  more  than 
'  thy  covenant's  worth  ;  here,  bailiffs,  here's  for  you 
4  to  drink. 

4  Book.  Well,  fir,  you  feem  an  honeft  gentleman  ; 
'  for  your  fake,  and  in  hopes  of  your  cuftom,  I  releafe 
'  him. 

4  i  Bail.   Thank  ye,  noble  fir.    [Ex.  Book/,  and  Bail, 

4  C.  Car.  Farewel,  my  noble  friends— — — fo— — 

d'ye 
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'd'ye  hear,  league  pray  take  no  more  covenants.' 
— —  Have  you  paid  the  money  I  fent  you  with  ? 

Teag.  Yes ;  but  I  will  carry  no  more,  look  you 
there  now. 

C.  Car.   Why,  Teague  ? 

Teag.  God  fa'  my  flioul  now,  I  mall  run  away 
with  it. 

C.  Car.  Piih,  thou  art  too  honeft. 

Teag.  That  I  am  too  upon  my  Ihoul  now  ;  but  the 
devil  is  not  honelt,  that  he  is  not;  he  would  not  let 
me  alone  when  I  was  going;  but  he  made  go  to  this 
little  long  place  ;  and  t'other  little  long  place  ;  and 
upon  my  fhoul  was  carrying  me  to  Ireland,  for  he  made 
me  go  by  a  dirty  place  like  a  lough  now  ;  and  there- 
fore I  know  now  it  was  the  way  to  Ireland :  then  I 
wou'd  ftand  ftill,  and  then  he  wou'd  make  me  go  on  ; 
and  then  I  wou'd  go  to  one  fide,  and  he  wou'd  make 
me  go  to  t'other  fide ;  and  then  I  got  a  little  farther, 
and  did  run  then  ;  and  upon  my  flioul  the  devil  cou'd 
not  catch  me  ;  and  then  I  did  pay  the  mony :  but  I 
will  carry  no  more  mony  now  that  I  will  not. 

C.  Car.  But  thou  fnal't,  Teague,  when  I  have  more 
to  fend ;  thou  art  proof  now  againfl  temptations. 

Teag.  Well  then,  if  you  fend  me  with  mony  again, 
and  if  I  do  not  come  to  thee  upon  the  time,  the 
devil  will  make  me  be  gone  then  with  the  mony : 
here's  a  paper  for  thee,  'tis  a  quit  way  indeed. 

C.  Car.  That's  well  faid,  Teague. [Reads. 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  Obadiah,  and '  foldiers. 

Ob.  See,  fir,  Providence  hath  directed  us  ;  there  is 
one  of  them  that  cloathed  me  with  fhame,  and  the 
inoft  malignant  among  the  wicked. 

Mr.  D.  Soldiers,  feize  him :  I  charge  him  with 
treafon  ;  here's  a  warrant  to  the  keeper,  as  I  told  you. 

*  I  Sold.  Nay,  no  refiftance  now.' 

C.  Car.  What's  the  matter,  rafcals? 

Mr.  D.  You  mail  know  that  to  you  cofl  hereafter  : 
away  with  him. 

C.  Car.  Teague,  tell  'em  I  lhall  not  come  home  to 
night :  I  am  engag'd. 
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Teag.  I  pr'ythee  bent  engag'd. 

-C.  Car.  Gentlemen,  I  am  guilty  of  nothing,  that  I 
know  of. 

Mr.  D.  That  will  appear,  iir  ; — away  with  him. 
"  'Teag.   What  will  you  do  with  my  mailer  now  ? 

Mr.  D.  Be  quiet,  fir,  cr  you  mail  go  v/ith  him. 

Teag.  That  I  will,  for  all  you  now,  "  you  old  fool.'" 

C.  Car.   Teague,  come  hither. 

'"  Teag.    Sir  ? 

"  C.  Car.  Here,  take  this  key,  open  my  bureau,  and 
"  burn  all  the  papers  you  fnd  there  ;  and  here,  burn  this 
"  letter. 

"  Teag.  Pray,  give  me  that  pretty,  clean  letter,  to 
"  fend  my  mother."  '  Muft  not  I  go  with  you  then  ?f 

C    Car.  No,  no  ;  be  fure  to  do  as  I  tell  you. 

Mr.  D.  Away  with  him  :  we  will  be  aveng'd  on 
the  fcorner  ;  and  I'll  go  home  and  tell  my  duck  this 
part  of  my  good  fortune.  \_Exeun. 

'  Enter  Chairman  with  Sedan,'  women  come  OK?. 

'  Ruth.  So  far  we  are  right. — Now,  honelt  fellow, 
'  ftep  over,  and  tell  the  two  gentlemen,  that  we  two 
*  women  defire  to  fpeak  with  them.' 

Enter  C.   Blunt  and  Lieutenant. 

'  I  Chair.  See,  miilrefs,  here's  one  of  them.' 

Ruth.  That's  thy  Colonel,  Arbclla ;  .catch  him 
quickly,  or  he'll  fly  again. 

Arb.  What  ftou'd  I  do  ? 

Ruth.  Put  forth  fome  good  words,  '  as  they  ufe  to 
'  ihake  oats  when  they  go  to  catch  a  fkittilh  jade-' 
Advance. 

Arb.  Sir. 

C.  Bl.  Lady 'tis  me. 

Jrb.  I  wiih,  fir,  that  my  friend  and  I  had  fome 
conveniency  uf  fpeaking  with  you  ;  we  now  want  the 
affiftance  of  fome  noble  friend. 

C.  Bl.  Then  I  am  happy.  Bring  me  but  to  do 
fomctiiing  for  you ;  I  wou'd  have  my  aftions  talk, 
not  I :  my  friend  will  be  here  immediately  ;  I  dare 

fpeak  for  him  too pardon  my  laft  confiifion  ;  but 

\vJ\at  I  told  you  was  as  true  as  if  I  had  ftaid. — 

D  Rtab. 
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Ruth.  To  make  affidavit  of  it. 

C.  Bl.  Good  over-charged  gentlewoman,  fpare  me 
but  a  little. 

Arb.  Pr'ythee  peace  :   can 'ft  thou  be  merry,  and  we 

in   this  condition  r Sir,  I  do  believe  you  noble, 

truly  worthy  :  if  we  might  withdraw  any  whither  out 
of  fight,  I  wou'd  acquaint  yon  with  the  bufmefs. 

Lieu.  My  houfe,  ladies,  is  at  that  door,  where  both 
the  Colonels  lodge  :  pray  command  it.  Colonel  Care- 
lefs  will  immediately  be  here. 

Enter  Teague. 

Teag.  '  Well  now,'  "  he  will  not  come ;"  my  good 
mafter  will  not  come  ;  that  Commit  rogue  Day  has.g.ol 
him  with  men  in  red  coats,  and  he  is  gone  to  prifon 
here  below  this  Street ;  he  wou'd  net  let  me  go  with 
him  i'faith,  but  m:;de  me  come  to  teli  thee  now. 

Ruth.   O  my  heart tears,  by  your  leave  awhile 

. [wipes  her  eyes.}  D'ye  hear,  Arkella,  here,   take 

all  the  trinkets,  only  the  bait  that  I'll  ufe  ;   '  accept  of 

*  this  gentleman's  houfe,  there  let  me  find  thee,  I'll 

*  try  my  fkill;  nay,  talk  not.'  {Exit. 

C.  Bl.  Car  clefs  in  prifon!  pardon  me  madam;  I 
rrrjlr  leave  you  for  a  little  while  ;  pray  be  confident  ; 

*  this  honeil  friend  of  mine  will  ufe  you  with  all  re- 
'  fpefts  'till  I  return.' 

Arb.  What  do  you  mean  to  do,  fir  ? 

C.  BL  I  cannot  tell ;  yet  I  muft  attempt  fomething  : 

ou  mail  have  a   fudden  .account  of  all  things.     You 

ay  you  dare  believe  ;  pray  be  as  good  as  your  word  ; 

and  whatever  accident  befals  me,  know  I   love  you 

dearly  :   '  why  do  you  weep  ? 

'  Arb.  Do  not  run  yourfelf  into  a.needlefs  danger. 

'  C.  Bl.  How  !  d'ye  weep  for  me  ?  pray  let  me  fee  : 
<  never  woman  did  fo  before,  that  1  know  of.  I  am 
'  raviih'd  with  it ;  the  round  gaping  earth  ne'er  fuck'd 
1  mowers  fo  greedily,  as  my  heart  drinks  thefe  :  pray 
'  if  you  love  me,  be  but  fo  good  and  kind  as  to  con- 
'  fefs  it. 

'  Arb.  Do  not  afk  what  yo.u  may  tell  yourfelf. 

'  C.  /;/.  1  mult  go  ;  honour  and  friendship  call  me. 
'  Here,  dear  Lieutenant,  I  never  had  a  jewel  but  this ; 

'  ufe 
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r  ufc  it  as  right  ones  fhou'd  be  ufc'd  ;  do  not  breath 

'  upon  it,  but  gaze  as  I  do, hold one  word 

'  more  ;  the  folaicr  taut  you  often  tulk'd  of  to  me  is 
'  he  {till  honcl : 

'  Lieu.  Moil  perfidy. 

'  C.  Bi.  And  I  in  ay  trull  him  ? 

'  Lieu.  With  your  life. 

'  C.  EL  Enough, Pr">-  lot  me  leave  my  Lift 

''looks  fix'd  upon  you fo  I  love  you,  and  am 

'  honeft.  Be  careful,  good  Lieutenant,  of  this  trea- 

4  fure flie  weeps  itill'— — I  cannot  go,  and  yet 

Imuft. {Exit. 

Lieu.  Madam,  pray  let- my  houfe  be  honoured  with 
you  ;  be  confident  of  all  refpeft  and  faith. 

'  Arb.  What  uncertainties  purfue  my  love  and  for- 
tune !'  [Exeunt-* 
Enter  Ruth  ivitk  a  f oldie?'. 

Ruth.  Come,  give  me  the  bundle  ;  fo,  now  the  ha- 
bit ;  'tis  well,  there's  for  your  pains  !  be  fecret,  and 
wait  where  I  appointed  you. 

Soh  If.  I  fail,  may  I  die  in  a  ditch,  and  there  lie, 
and  out-ftink  it.  [Exit. 

Ruth.  Now  for  my  wild  Colonel ;  '  firft,  here's  a 
'  note  with  my  Lady  Day's  feal  to  it,  for  his  releafe  ; 

*  if  that  fails  (as  he  that  will  moot  at  thefe  rafcals  muft 
1  have  two  firings  to  his  bow)  then  here's  my  red-coat's 
'  fkin  to  difguife  him,  and  a  ftring  to  draw  up  a  ladder 
'  of  cords,  which  I  haveprepared  againit  it  grows  dark ; 

*  one  of  them  will  hit  fure.    I  muft  have  him  out,  and 
'  I  mull  have  him  when  he  is  out :  I  have  no  patience 
**to  expect.'    Within  there ho 

Enter  Keeper. 

Ruth.  Have  not  you  a  prifoner,  fir,  in  your  cuftody, 
one  Colonel  Garelefs  ? 

Keep.  Yes,  miitrefs  ;  and  committed  by  your  father, 
Mr.  Day. 

'  Ruth.  I  know  it ;  but  there  was  a  miftake  in  it ; 

*  here's  a  warrant  fur  his  delivery,  under  his  hand  and 
-feal. 


•  Keep.  L  wou'd  willingly  obey  it,  miftrefs  ;  but 

•T*\  4  tliptv**a 

M    Z  L9JU9Ut&3l 
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'  there's  a  general  order  come  from  above,  that  all  the 
'  king's  party  fhou'd  be  kept  clofe,  and  none  releas'd 
'  but  by  the  ftates  order.' 

Ruth.  '  This  goes  ill.' May  I  fpeak  with  him, 

fir  ? 

Keep.  Very  freely;  miftrefe  ;  there's  no  order  to 
forbid  any  to  come  to  him  :  to  fay  truth,  'tis  the  moil 
pleafant'it  gentleman. I'll  call  him  forth.  {Exit. 

Ruth,  O'  my  confcience  every  thing  muft  be  in  love 
with  him ;  now  for  my  laft  hopes ;  if  this  fail,  I'll 
ufe  the  ropes  myfelf. 

Enter  Keeper  and  Carelefs. 

C.  Car.  Mr.  Day's  daughter  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Keep.  Ay,  fir,  there  me  is.  \Exlt-. 

Ruth.  O  fir,  does  the  name  of  Mr.  Day's  daughter 
trouble  you  ?  you  love  the  gentlewoman,  but  hate  his 
daughter. 

C.  Car,  Yes,  Ido  love  thatgentlewoman  you  fpeak 
cf  moft  exceedingly. 

R.utb.  And  the  gentlewoman  loves  you  :  but  what 
luck  this  is,  that  Day's  daughter  fhou'd  ever  be  with 
her,  to  fpoil  all  ! 

C.  Car.  Not  a  whit,  one  way  ;  I  have  a  pretty 
room  within,  dark,  and  convenient. 

Ruth.  For  what  ? 

.  C.  Car.  For  you  and  I  to  give  counter-fecurity  for 
our  kindnefs  to  one  another. 

Ruth.  But  Mr.  Day's  daughter  will  be  there  too. 

C.  Car.  'Tisdark;  we'll  ne'er  fee  her. 

Ruttr.~  You  care  not  who  you  are  wicked  with  ;  me- 
thinks  aprifon  fhou'd  tame  you. 

'  C.  Car.  Why,  d'ye  think  a  prifon  takes  away 
'  blood  and  fight  ?  as  long  as  I  am  fo  qualified,  I  am 
'  touchwood,  and  whenever  you  bring  fire,  I  fhall  fall 
*  a  burning. 

'  Ruth.  And  you  wou'd  quench  it. 

•  C.  Car.  And  you  fhall  kindle  it  again. 

*  Ruth.  No,  you  will  be  burnt  oxit  at  laft,  burnt  to 
'  a  coal,  black  as  dilUoneft  love.' 

G.  Car.. 
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C.  Car.  Is  this  your  bufinefs  ?  did  you  come  to  di- 
ftarb  my  contemplations  with  a  fermon  ?  is  this  all  ? 

Ruth.  One  thing  more  :  I  love  you,  it's  true  ;  but  I 
love  you  honellly  :  if  you  know  how  to  love  me  virtu- 
oufly,  I'll  free  you  from  prifon,  and  run  all  fortunes 
with  you. 

C.  Car.  Yes,  I  cou'd  love  thee  all  manner  of  ways  ; 
if '  I  cou'd  not,  freedom  were  no  bait  ;  were  it  from 
'  death?!  ihou'd  defpife  your  offer,  to  bargain  for  a  lie.' 

. But 

Ruth.  Oh  noble but  what  ? 

C.  Car.  The  name  of  that  rafcal  that  got  thee  ;  yet 
I  lie  too,  he  ne'er  got  a  limb  of  thee.  Pox  on't,  thy 
mother  was  as  unlucky  to  bear  thee  :  but  how  fhall  we 
falve  that  ?  Take  off  but  thefe  incumbrances,  and  I'll 
purchafe  thee  in  thy  fmock;  but  to  have  fuch  a  flaw- 
in  my  title 

Ruth.  Can  I  help  nature  ? 

C.  Car,  Or  I   honour?  Why,  hark  you  now,  do 
but  Avear  me  into  a  pretence,  do  but  betray  me  with 
an  oath,  that  thou  wert  net  begot  on  the  body  of  Gil- 
lian, my  father's  kitchen-maid. 
Jbfk.Wkf's  that?  '      • 

C.  Car.  Why,  the  honourable  Mrs.  Day  that  now 
is. 

Ruth.  Will  you  believe  me  if  I  fwear  ? 
C.  Car.  Ay  that  1  will,  though  I  know  all  the  while 
•'tis  not  true. 

Ruth.  I  fwear  then  by  all  that's  good,  I  am  not  their 
daughter. 

C.  Car.  Poor  kind  perjur'd  pretty  one,  I  am  be- 
holden to  thee  ;  woud'lt  damn  thvfelf  for  me  ? 

Ruth.  You  are  miftaken :  I  have  try'*!  you  fully*; 
'  you  are  noble,  and  I  hope  you  love  me  ;  be  ever  firm 
1  to  virtuous  principles  :'  my  name  is  not  fo  godly  a 
one  as  Ruth,  but  plain  A-,n:et  daughter  to  Sir  Eatil 
Thorowgocd \  '  one  perhaps  that  you  have  heard  of, 
'  fmce  in  the  world  he  hns  ftill  had  fo  loud  and  fair  a 
4  character:'  'tis  too  long  to  tell  you  hov/  this  Day  goE 
me  a.n  infant,  and  myeliv.te,  into  his  power,  and  made 
D  3  me 
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me  pafs  for  his  own  daughter,  my  father  dying  when  I 
was  but  two  years  old.  '  This  I  knew  but  lately,  by 
'  an  unexpected  meeting  of  an  ancient  fervant  of  my 

*  father's.'     But  two  hours  fmce  Jlrbella  and  I  found 
an  opportunity  of  Healing  away  all  the  writings  that 
belong'd  to  my  eftate,  and  her  compofition  :  in  our 
-flight  we  met  your  friend,  with  whom  I  left  her  as  fcon 
as  I  had  intelligence  of  your  misfortune,  to  try  to  get 
your  liberty  ;  which  if  I  can  do,  you  have  an  eftate, 
for  I  have  mine. 

C.  Car.  Thou  more  than 

Ruth.  No,  no,  no  raptures  at  this  time ;  here's  your 
difguife,  purchas'd  from  a  true-hearte.i  red-coat'  here's 
'  a  bundle  !'  Let  this  line  down  when  'tis  almoft  dark, 
and  you  mall  draw  up  a  ladder  of  ropes  ;  '  if  the  ladder 
'  of  ropes  be  done  fooner,  I'll  fend  it  by  a  foldier  that 

*  I  dare  truft ;  and  you  may.     Your  window's  large 
'  enough.'  As  foon  as  you  receive  it,  come  down  ;  '  if 
'  not,  when  'tis  dufk,  let  down  your  line,'  and  at  the 
bottom  of  the  window  you  mall  find  yours,  more  than 
her  own,  not  Ruth,  but  Anne. 

C.  Car.  I'll  leap  into  thy  arms. 

Ruth.  So  you  may  break  you  neck  :  If  yotr  do,  I'll 
jump  too.  But  time  Heals  on  our  words ;  obferve  all 
I  have  told  you :  fo  farewel 

C.  Car.  Nay,  as  the  good  fellows  ufe  to  fay,  let  us 
not  part  with  dry  lips One  lei's. 

Ru*b.  Not  a  bit  of  me,  till  I  am  all  yours. 

C.  Car.  Your  hand  then,  to  ihew  I  am  grown  rea- 


Ruth.  Pifh  there's  a  dirty  glove  upon't. 

'  C.  Car.  Give  rne  but  anv  naked  part,  and  I'll  kifsit 
'  as  a  fnail  creeps,  and  leave  fign  where  my  lips  flid 
*  along 

'  Ruth.  Goodfnail,  get  out  ofyourhole  firfl,  think  of 
'  your  bufinds.  So  fare- ' 

C.  Car.  Nay,  pr'ythee  be  not  afham'd  that  then  art 
loth  to  leave  me.  'Slid,  I  am  a  man  ;  but  I'm  as  ar- 
rant a  rogue,  as  thy  Quondam  father  Day,  if  I  cou'd 
not  cry  to  leave  thee  a  brace  of  minutes. 

Ruth.  A\vay;  we  grow  fooliih farewel yet 

be  careful— —nay,  go  in.  C.  Car. 
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C.  Cm-.Doyougohrlh 

Ruth,  Nay,  he,  go  in. 

C.  Car.  We'll  fairly  then  divide  the  vi&ory,and  draw 

off  together. So 1  will  have  the  laft  look. 

[Exeunt  fc-ver  ally,  locking  at  one  another. 
Eater  C.  Blunt  and  SolJicr. 

C.  BL  No  more  words  ;  I  do  believe,  nay,  I  know 
tiiou  art  honeft.  may  I  live  to  thank  thee  better. 

Sol.  I  fcorn  any  encouragement  to  love  my  king,  or 
thofe  that  ferve  him.  I  took  pay  under  thefe  people, 
with  a  defign  to  do  him  fen-ice;  the  Lieutenant  knows  it. 

C.  El.  Heru^  told  me  fo  :  no  more  words  :  thou  art  a 
noble  fellc-.v  :  thcu  art  lure  his  window's  large  enough  ? 

Sc!.  Fear  it  not. 

C.  BL  Here  then,  carry  him  this  ladder  of ropes :  fd ; 
now  give  me  the  coat  ;  fay  not  a  word  to  him,  but  bid 
him  difpatch  when  he  fees  the  coail  clear;  he  (hall  be 
waited  for  at  the  bottom  of  his  window.  Give  him  thy 
f.vord  too,  if  he  defires  it. 

Sol.  I'll  difpatch  it  ir.Itantly,  therefore  get  to  yoar 
place.  [Exit. 

C.  El.  I  warrant  ye. 

Enter  Teague. 

^Tcag.  Have  you  done  every  thing  then  ?  By  my  fhoul 
now,  yonder  is  the  man  with  the  hard  name  ;  that  mdn 
now,  that  I  made  drunk  for  thee,  Mr.  Toy's  rafcal  ; 
he  is  coming  along  there  behind,  new  upon  my  ilio'ul 
that  he  is. 

C.  BL  The  rafcal  comes  for  foine  mifchief.  Teague, 
now  or  never  play  the  man. 

Tcag.  How  ftiou'd  I  be  a  man  then  ? 

C.  El.  Thy  mailer  is  never  to  be  got  out,  if  this  rcgue 
gets  hither  ;  meet  him  therefore,  Teague,  in  the  ra6lt 
winning  manner  thou  canft,  and  make  him  once  more 
drunk,  and  it  ftiall  be  call'd  the  fecond  edition- c.f  Oba- 
dia,  put  forth  with  Irijh  notes  upon  him ;  and  if  he 
will  not  go  drink  with  thee 

Teag.  I  will  carry  him  upon  my  back-fide,  if  he  will 
not  go ;  and  if  he  will  not  be  drunk,  I  will  cut  his 
throat  then,  that  I  will,  for  my  fv/eet  mafcer  now  that 
I  will. 

C.  EL. 
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C.  Bl.  DifpatcK,  good  Teagne  ;  and  difpath  him  too, 
if  he  will  net  be  conformable  ;  and  if  thou  canlt  but 
once  more  be  victorious,  brincj  him  in  triumph  to 
Lieutenant  Story's,  there  mall  be'  the  general  rendez- 
vous :  now,  or  never,  Tit  ague. 

Teag.  I  warrant  you,  I  will  get  drink  into  his  pate, 
or  I  will  break  ic  for  him,  that  I  will,I  warrant  you  : 
he  mall  not  come  after  you  now.  [Exit. 

'  C.  BL  G'oodluck  go  with  thee!  the  fellow's  faithful 
'  and  ftout;  that  fear's  over  :  now  to  my  itation.  [Exit. 
1  C.  Carelefs  as  in  prifon. 

f  C.  Car.  The  time's  almoltcorne:  how  flowitflut- 
'  ters.  My  defires  are  better  wing'd:  how  I  long  to 
'  counterfeit  a  faintnefs  when  I  come  to  the  bottom, 
'  and  fink  into  the  arms  of  this  dear  witty  fair  !  •       • 
4  Ha,  who's  this  ? 

'  Enter  Soldier. 

'  Sol.   Here,  fir,  heie's  a  ladder  of  ropes,  fallen   it 

*  to  your  window,  and  defcend:  you  ihall  be  waited  for. 

'  C.  Car.  The  careful  creature  has  fep.t  it — but  d'ye 
'  hear,  fir,  cou'd  you  not  fparc  that  implement  by  your 

*  fide?  it  might  ferve  to  keep  cir  fin  all  curs. 

'  Sol.  You'll  have  no  need  on't,  but  there  it  is :  -mike 
'  haile,  the  coaft  is  clear.  [Ex:t. 

1  C.  Car  O  this  pretty  (he  Captain  General  over  my 
'  foulard  body;  the  thought  of  her  mufters  every  fa- 
'  culty  I  have  :  (he  has  fent  the  ropes,  and  ilays  for  me; 
'  no  dancer  of  the  ropes  ever  flid  down  with  that  fwift- 
'  nefs  (or  defire  of  hafte)  that  I  will  make  to  thee.  [Exit. 
'  £nter  Blunt  in  hisjoldier"1  s  coat. 

'  C.  Bl.   All's  quiet,  and  the  coaft  clear ;    fo  far  it 

*  goes  well ;  that  is  the  window ;  in  this  nock  I'll  Hand, 
'  ;ti!i  I  fee  him  coming  down.  [Stfps  in. 
1  C,  Czi-clcfstil-i-ve,  in  hisfoldiers  habit,  lets  down  the 

'  ladder  of  ropes,  arid  /peaks. 

'  C.  Car.  I  cannot  fee  my  north  liar  that  I  muft  fail 
'  by  ;  'tis  clouded  :  perhaps  me  Hands  clofe  in  fome 
'  corner  ;  I'll  not  trifie  time  :  all's  clear.  Fortune  for- 
'  beai'  thy  tricks,  but  for  this  final!  occafion.' 

Enter 
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Enter  Blunt. 

C.  El  What's  !  a  foldicr  in  the  place  of  Carelefs  ? 
1  am  betray'd,  but  I'll  end  this  rafcal's  duty. 

C.    Car.   How,    a    foldier  ! — betray'd  !   this    rafcal 
ihan't  laurh  ac  me. 

C.  J5/.  Dog. 

C.  Car.  How,  Blunt? 

C.  £/.  Carelefs! 

C.  C«r.  You  guefs  fhrewdly  ;  plague,  what  contri- 
vance hath  let  you  and  I  a  tilting  at  one  another  ? 

C.  Bl.  How  the  devil  got  you  a  foldier's  habit  ? 

C.  Car.  The  fame  friend,    for  ought  I  know,  that 
furnifh'd  you — This   kind  gentlewoman  is  Ruth  ftilK 
Ha,  here  flic  is ;  I  was  juft  ready  to  be  fufpicious. 
Enter  Ruth,  i>,'ltb  a  ladder  of  ropes. 

Ruff-.  Who's  there  ? 

C.  Car.  Two  notable  charging  red-coats. 

Ruth.  As  I  live,  my  heart  is  at  my  mouth. 

C.  Car.  Pr'ythee,  let  it  come  to  thy  lips,  th'at  I  may 
kifs  it.   '  What  have  you  in  your  lap  ?' 

R>{!/:.  '  The  ladder  of  ropes :'  How  in  the  name  of 
wonder  got  you  hither  ? 

C.  Car.  Why,  I  had  the  ladder  of  ropes,  and  came 
down  by  it. 

C.  Bl.  Then  the  miftake  is  plainer  'twas  that  I  fent 
fhe  foldier  with  the  ropes. 

Ruth.  What  an  efcape  was  this  !  come  let's  lofe  no 
time  ;  here's  no  place  to  explain  matters  in. 

C.  Car.  I  will  flay  to  tell  thee,  I  mall  never  defeve 
'thee. 

Ruth.  Tell  me  fo  when  you  have  had  true  a  little  while. 
Come,  follow  me  ;  '  put  on   your  plaineft  garb  ;   not 

*  like  a   dancing    mafter,   with  you  toes  out.     Come 
••along.  [Ruth /.v//f   their  bats  over  their  ryes.]  Hang 

*  down  your  head  as  if  you  wanted  pay.  So.'  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mr.  Day,  Mrs. Day,  Abel,  and  Mrs.  Chat. 
Mrs.  D.   Are  you  fure  of  this,    neighbour  Chat  ? 
Mrs.  Ch.  I'm  as  fure  cf  it,  r.s  I  am  that  I  have  a  nofe1 
to  my  face. 

Mrs.  D.  Ismy— — 
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Mr.  D.   Ay  !  is  rr,y 

Mrs.  D.  You  may  give  one  leave,  jnethin.ks, 
out  one  quelHon.     Is  my  daughter  Rutk  ;vith  her  ? 

Mrs.  Cb.  She  was  not5,,  when  I  fa-v  Mrs.  slrlc.Ha  laih 
I  have  not  been  fo  often  at  your  honour's  hou'ic,  but 
that  1  know  Mrs.  Arbella,  the  rich  heirefs,  that  Mr. 
jf&efv/&s  to  have  had,  good  gentleman,  if  he  has  his 
due  :  they  never  fufpefted  me  ;  for  I  us'd  to  buy  things 
of  my  neighbour  Story,  before  {he  married  the  lieute- 
nant ;  and  ftepping  in  to  fee  Mrs.  Story  that  now  is, 
my  neighbour  Wifi>-<well  that  was,  I  faw,  as  I  told 
Jfou,  this  very  Mrs.  Arbella-;  and  I- warrant  Mrs.  Ruth 
is  not  far  off. 

Mrs.  D.  Let  me  advife  then,  hulband. 

Mr.  D.  Do,  good  duck  j  I'll  warrant  'em 

Mrs.  D.  You'l.warrant,  when  Lhave  done  the  bufi- 
nefe.. 

Mr.  D.  I  mean  fo,   duck. 

Mrs.  D.  Well!  pray  fpare  your  meaning  too :  firft 
then  we'll  g.o  ourfelves  in  perfon  to  this  Story's  houfe, 
and  in  the  mean  time  fend  Abel  for  foldiers  ;  and  when 
he  has  brought  the  foldiers,  let  them  ftay  at  the  door, 
and  come  up  himfelf ;  and  then  if  fair  means  will  not 
do,  foulfha-11. 

Mr.  D.  Excellent  well  advifed,  fweet  duck  ;  ah  ! 
let  thee  alone.  Begone,  Abelj  and  ahferve  thy  mo- 
ther's directions.  Remember  the  place;  We'll  be  re- 
veng'd  for  robbing  us,  and  for  all  their  tricks. 

Abel.  I  fhall  perform  it. 

Mrs.  D.  Come  along,  neighbour,  and  mew  us  the 
beft  way  ;  '  and  by  and  by  we  mall  have  news  fronr 
'  Qbadiah,  v/ho  is  gone  to  give  the  other  colonel's  goa- 
*  ler  a  double  charge,  to  Keep  the  wild  youth  clofe. 
'  Come,  hufband,  let's  haften.'  Mrs.  Chat,  the  ftate 
ihall  know  what  good  fervice  you  have  done. 

Mrs.  Cb.  I  thank  your  honour.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Arbella  and  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  Pray,  madam,  weep  no  more  !  fpare  you  tears 
'till  you  know  they  have  mifcarried. 

'  Arb.  'Tis  a  woman,  fir,  that  weeps !  we  want 
fcnaens  reafons,  and  their  courage  to  praclife  with. 
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- Lieu.  Lookup,  madam,  and  meet  your  unexpect- 
ed joys  !' 

'  Enter  Ruth,   C.  Carelefs,  and  C.  Blunt. 

Arb.  Oh,   my  dear  friend  !   my  dear,  dear  Rwt/j  f 

C.  Car.  Pray,  none  of  thefe  phlegmatic  hugs ;  there, 
take  your  colonel ;  my  captain  and  I  can  hug  afrefa 
every  minute. 

Ruth.   When  did  we  hug  laft,   good  foldier? 

C.  Car.  I  have  done  noihing  but  hug  thee  in  fancy, 
ever  fm:e  you  Ruth  turn'd  Annice. 

Arb.  You  are  welcome,  fir:  I  cannot  deny.I  fliar'd 
in  all  your  danger. 

'•Lieu.  Jf  the  had  deny'd  it,  colonel,  I  would  have 
«  betray 'd  her.' 

C.  Bl.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  nor  how  to  tell,  how 
dearly,  how  well 1  love  you. 

'  Arb.  Now  can't  1  fay  I  love  him;  yet  I  have  a 
'  mind  to  tell  him  too. 

'  Ruth.  Keep't  in  and  choak  yourfeif,  or  get  .the 

*  riling  of  the  lights. 

'  Arb.    Whatihalll  fay? 

'  Ruth.  Say  fomething,    or  he'll  vanifh. 

'  C.  Bl.  D'ye  not  believe. I  love  you  ?  or  can't  you 
4  love  me  :  Not  a  word. — Cou'd  you but'  — 

Arb.  No  more  ;  I'll  fave  you  the  labour  of  courtiltip, 
which  fliou'd  be  .too  tedious  to  ail  plain  and  honelt  na- 
tures :  it  ib  enough;  I  know  you  love  me. 

C.  Bl.  Or  may  I  perifh,    whillt  I  am  fwearing  it. 
Enter   Prentice. 

Lis'i.    I  low  now,    "jack? 

Boy.  O  mailer,  undone !  here's  Mr.  Day  the  com- 
•mittee-man,  and  his  fierce  wife,  come  into  the  /hop : 
.Mrs.  Chat  brought  them  in,  and  they  fay  they  will 
come  up;  they  know  that  Mrs.  Arbclla^  and  their 
daughter  Ruth,  is  here :  deny  'em  if  you  dare,  they 
fay. 

Lieu.  Go  down,  boy,  and  tell  'em  I'm  coming  to 
'em.  [£A-/>  Boy.~\  '  This  pure  jade,  my  neighbour 

*  Chat,   has  betray'd  us;    what  (hall  I  do  ?    I  warrant 
'  the  raiVai  has  foidiers  at  hi.-;  heels.     I  think  I  cou'd 
1  help  the  colonels  out  at  a  back  dcor. 

•  C.  BL 
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'  C.Bl.  I'd  die  rather  by  my  Arbella;   nowyouftisdl 

*  feel  love  you. 

*  C.  Car,   Nor  will  I  Charles  forfake  you  Antrice,' 

Ruth.  Come,  be  chearful ;  I'll  defend  you  all  againii 
the  alia  ults  of  Captain  Day,  andMajcr-General  Day, 
his  nc\v  drawn-up  wife.  Give  me  my  ammunition, 
[T's  ArbcL'a.]  the  papers,  woman.  So,  if  I  do  net 
rout  'em,  fall  on  ;  let's  all  die  together,  and  make  no 
more  graves  but  one. 

C.  L'l.  'Slife,  I  love  her  new,  for  ail  fhe  has  jeer'd 
me  fo. 

Rulh.  '  Go  fetch  'em  in,  lieutenant.  [Exit  Z/V«.'] 
Stand  you  all  drawn  up  as  ni.y  referve  — fc — I  for  the 
forlorn  hope. 

'  C.  Car.  That  we  had  Teague  here!   to  quarrel  with 

*  the  female  triumphing  Day,    whilfl  I  threw  the  male 
1  .Day  out  of  the  window.     Hark,   I  hear  the  troop 
'  marching;    I  know  the  fhe  Day's  itamp,    among  the 
'.tramples  of  a  regiment.' 

Arb.  They  come,  wench;  charge 'em  bravely;  I'll 
fecond  thee  with  a  volley. 

Ruth.  They'll  not  fland  the  firft  charge,  fear  not. ; 
now  the  Day  breaks. 

C.  Car.  Wou'd  'twere  his  neck  were  broke. 
Enter  Mr.  Day,   and  Mrs.  Day. 

'Mrs.  D.  Ah,  ah!  my  iinc-run-aways,  have  I  found 
you  r  what,  you  think  my  hufband's  honour  lives  with- 
out intelligence.  Marry  come  up. 

Mr.  D.  My  duck  tells  you  how  'tis We 

Mrs.  D.  Why  then  let  your  duck  tell  'em  ho.v  'tis ; 
yet  as  I  was  faving,  you  ihall  perceive  we  abound  in 
intelligence ;  elfe  'twere  not  for  us  to  go  about  to  keep 
the  nation  quiet ;  but  if  you,  Mrs.  Arbclla,  will  deli- 
ver up  what  you  have  ftolen,  and  fubmit,  and  return 
with  us,  and  this  ungracious  Ruth. 

Rnf/j.   Anne, '  if  you  pleafe. 

Mrs./).   Who  gave  you  that  name,    pray? 

Ruf/y.  My  godfathers  and  godmothers ;— on,  for- 
footh,  lean  anfwera  leaf  farther. 

.  D.  Duck,  good  duck,   a  word;   I  do  not  like 
th:s  iKime-.i;7.v.'\t-. 

7  Mrs.  D. 


THE    FAITHFUL   IRISHMAN.          S5 

Mrs.  D.  You  are  ever  in  a  fright,  with  a  fhrivell'd 

heart  of  your  own. Well,  gentlewoman,  you  are 

merry. 

Arb.  As  newly  come  out  of  ourwardfhips :  I  hope 
Mr.  Abel  is  well.' 

Mrs.  D.  Yes,  he  is  well;  you  mall  fee  him  prefent- 
ly;  yes,  you  fhall  fee  him. 

C.  Car.  That  is,  with  myrmidons : 'come,  good 
Anne,  no  more  delay,  fall  on. 

Ruth.  Then  before  the  furious  AM  approaches  with 
his  red-coats,  who  perhaps  are  now  marching  under 
the  conduct  of  that  expert  captain  in  weighty  matters ; 
know  the  articles  of  our  treaty  are  only  thefe :  this  Ar~ 
bella  will  keep  her  eftate,  and  not  many  Abel,  but  this 
gentleman  ;  and  I  Anne,  daughter  to  Sir  Bajil  Tborow- 
gwJ,  and  not  Rut'a,  as  has  been  thought,  have  taken 
mv  own  eflate,  together  with  this  gentje-nan,  for  bet- 
ter for  v/ci  fe  :  we  were  modeit,  tho*  thieves ;  only 
plundered  our  own. 

Mrs.  D.  Yes,  gentlewoman,  you  took  fomething 
elfe_,  and  that  my  hulband  can  prove ;  it  may  colt  you 
your  necks  if  you  do  not  fubmit. 

Ruth.  Truth  on't  is,   we  did  take  fomething  elfe. 
Mrs.  D.  Oh,   did  you  fo  ? 

Ruth.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  one  word  in  pri- 
vate with  my  father  Day  ? 

Mrs.  D.  Do  fo,  do  fo ;  are  you  going  to  compound  ? 
ch,  'tis  father D«y,  now! 

Rv.ik.  D'ye  hear,  fir;   how  long  is't  fince  you  have 
"d  phviick  r  [Takes  him  ajide. 

Mr./).  Phyfick!  what  d'ye  mer.n  ? 
R:tth.  I  mean  phvfick ;   look  ye,  here's  a  fmall  pre- 
fer- priori  of  yours :  d'ye  know  this  hand-writing  ? 
Mr.  D.  I  am  undone. 

Ruth.  Here's  another  upon  the  fame  fubjedl;  this 
yci.ng  one  I  believe  came  into  this  wicked  world  for 
want  of  your  preventing  dofe ;  it  will  not  be  taken  now 
mither;  it  fcems  your  wenches  are  wilful :  nay,  I  do 
not  wonder  to  fee  'em  have  more  confcience  than  you 

E  Mr.  D. 
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Mr.  Z>.  Peace,  good  Mrs.  Anne:  I  am  undone,  if 
you  betray  me. 

Enter  Abel,  goes  to  bis  father. 

A 'lei.  The  foldiers  are  come. 

Mr.  D,  Go  and  fend  'em  away,  Abel;  here's  no 
need,  no  need  now. 

Mrs.  D.  Are  the  foldiers  come,  Abel? 

Abel.  Yes,  but  my  father  biddeth  me  fend  them 
away. 

Mr.  D.  No,  not  without  your  opinion,  duck  ;  but 
fince  they  have  but  their  own,  I  think,  duck,  if  we 
\vere  all  friends 

Mrs.  D.  O,  are  you  at. your  if 3  again?  d'you 
think  they  mall  make  a  fool  of  me,  though  they  make 
an  afs  of  you  ?  Call  'em  up,  Abel,  if  they  will  not 
fubmit ;  call  up  the  foldiers,  Abel. 

Ruth.  Why,  your  fierce  honour  fhall  know  the  bu- 
finefs  that  makes  the  wife  Mr.  Day  inclinable  to 
friendship. 

Mr.  D.  Nay,  gocd  fweat-heart,  come,  I  pray  let 
us  be  friends. 

Mrs.  D.  How's  this!  what,  am  not  I  fit  to  be 
trailed  now  ?  have  you  built  your  credit  and  repu- 
tion  upon  my  council  and  labours,  and  am  not  I  fit 
now  to  be  truiled  ? 

Mr.  D.  Nay,  good  fv/eet  duck,  Iconfefs  I  owe  all 
to  thy  wifdom,  good  gentlemen,  perfuade  my  duck, 
that  we  may  be  all  friends. 

C.  Car.  Hark  you,  good  Gillian  Day,  be  not  fo 
fierce  upon  the  huiband  of  thy  bofom  ;  'twas  but  a 
fmall  flart  of  frailty  :  fay  it  were  a  wench,  or  fo  ? 

Ruth.  As  I  live,  he  has  hit  upon't  by  chance :  now 
we  mall  have  fport.  [A fide, 

Mrs.  D.  How,  a  wench,  a  wench !  out  upon  the 
hypocrite.  A  wsnch  !  was  not  I  fufficient  ?  a  wench  ! 
I'll  be  reveng'd,  let  him  be  alhamed  if  he  will :  call 
the  foldiers,  Abel. 

'  C.  Car.  Stay,  good  Abel ;  march  not  off  fo  haflily.' 

Arb.  Soft,  gentle  Abel,  or  HI  difcover,  you  are  in 
bonds;  you  mall  never  be  releafed,  if  you  move  a  ftep. 

Ruth. 
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Ruth,  D'ye  hear,  Mrs.  Day,  be  not  fo  furious,  hold 
your  peace;  you  may  divulge  your  hufband's  fhame,  if 
you  are  fo  fimple,  and  caft  him  out  of  authority,  nay 
and  have  him  try'd  for  his  life  :  read  this.  Remember 
too  I  know  of  your  bribery  and  cheating,  and  fomc- 
thing  elfe :  you  guefs :  be  friends,  and  forgive  one 
another.  Here's  a  letter  counterfeited  from  the  king, 
to  beftow  preferment  upon  Mr.  Day,  if  he  would  turn 
honeit ;  by  which  means,  I  fuppofe,  you  cozened 
your  brother  cheats ;  in  which  he  was  to  remember 
his  fervice  to  you.  I  believe  'twas  your  indidling  : 
you  are  the  committee-man.  'Tis  your  belt  way 
(nay,  never  demur)  to  kifs  and  be  friends.  Now,  if 
you  can  contrive  handfomely  to  cozen  thofe  that  cozen 
all  the  world,  and  get  thefe  gentlemen  to  come  by 
their  eltates  eafily,  and  without  taking  the  covenant, 
the  old  fum  of  five  hundred  pcimds,  that  I  ufed  to 
talk  of,  mall  be  yours  yet. 

Mrs.  D.  We  will  endeavour. 

Ruth.  Come,  Mrs.  Arbella,  pray  let's  all  be  friends. 

Arb.  With  all  my  heart. 

Ruth.  Brother  Abel,  the  bird  is  flown  ;  but  you  mall 
be  releafed  from  your  bonds. 

Alel.  I  bear  my  afflictions  as  I  may. 
Enter  Teague    hading  Obadiah  in  a  halter,  '  and  a. 
mujician.' 

Teag.  What  is  this  now  ?  Who  are  you?  Well,  are 
not  you  Mrs.  Toy  ?  Well,  I  will  tell  her  what  I  mould 
fay  now  ?  Shall  I  then  ?  I  will  try  if  I  cannot  laugh 
too,  as  I  did,  '  that  I  will,'  "or  think  of  the  mujlard 
"pet." 

C.  Car.  No,  good  Teague,  there's  no  need  of  thy 
mrffage  now  ;  but  why  doit  thou  lead  Obadiah  thus  ? 

'f'cag.  Well,  I  will  hang  him  prefently,  that  I  will ; 
look  you  here  Mrs.  Toy,  here's  your  man  Obadiah, 
do  you  fee  'that  now?'  He  would  not  let  me  make 
him  drunk,  '  no  more,  that  he  wou'd  not ;'  fo,  I  did 
'  take  him  in  this  ftring,  '  and  I  did  tell  him,  if  he 
'  did  make  noifes,  I  wou'd  put  this  knife  into  him, 
'  that  I  wou'd  upon  my  flioul.'  "  and  I  am  going  to 
*'  (bank  him." 

C.  £!. 


SS  THE  COMMITTEE;   OR, 

C.  £1.  Honeft  league,  thy  matter  is  beholden  to 
thee  in  ibme  meafure  for  his  liberty. 

C.  Car.  Teague,   I  fhall  requite  thy  honefly. 

T'eag.  Well,  fhall  I  hang  him  then  ?  It  is  a  rogue 
now,  who  would  not  be  drunk,  '  that  he  wou'd  not,' 
"for  the  king." 

Ob.  I  do  befeech  you,  gentlemen,  let  me  not  be 
brought  unto  death. 

"  T'eag.  Ycujlgall  be  brought  to  the  gallows,  you  thief 
*'  o'  the  world." 

C.  Car.  No  :  poor  league,  'tis  enough ;  we  are 
all  friends ;  come,  let  him  go. 

T'eag,  "  Are  you  all  friends"  *  well,  he  mall  go 
'  then  j  but  you  fhall  love  the  king,  or  I  will  hang 
'  you  another  time,  that  I  will  by  my  fhoul,  "  then  here, 
"  little  Obid,  take  this  firing,  and  go  hang  yourfelf" 
'  Well,  look  you  here  now,  here  is  the  man  that  fung 
'  you  the  fong,  that  he  is ;  I  met  him  as  I  came,  and 
'  I  bid  him  come  hither  and  fing  for  the  king,  that  I 

•  did.' 

'  C.  Car.  D'ye  hear,  my  friend,  [To  tbemvjician] 
'  is  any  of  your  companions  with  you  ? 

«  M«f.  Yes,  fir. 

*  C.  Car.  As  I  live,  we'll  all  dance  ;  it  mail  be  the 
'  celebration  of  our  weddings:  nay,  Mr.  Day,  as 
'  we  hope  to  continue  friends,  you  and  your  duck 

•  fhall  trip  it  too. 

'  T'eag.  Ay  by  my  fhoul  will  we  ;  Qbadiah  fhall  be 
'  my  woman  too,  and  you  fhall  dance  for  the  king, 
'  that  you  fhall. 

'  C.  Car.  Go,  and  ftrike  up  then  :  no  chiding  now, 

•  Mrs.   Day  ;  come,   you  muft  not  be  refractory  for 
'  once. 

'  Mrs.  D.  Well,  hnfband,  fmce  thefe  gentlemen 
«  will  have  it  fo,  and  that  they  may  perceive  we  are 
'  friends,  dance. 

'  C.  EL  Now,  Mr.  Day,  to  your  bufmefs;  get  it 
'  done  as  foon  as  you  will,  the  five  hundred  pounds 
«  fhall  be  ready.' 

'-C.  Car.  '  So,  friends ;'  thanks,  honeft  Teague; 

thou 


THE  FAITHFUL  IRISHMAN.          89 

thou  fhalt  flourifh  in  a  new  livery  for  this.  Now,  Mrs. 

^In-nice,  I  hope  you  and  I  may  agree  about  kiffing,  and 

compound  every  way.     Now,  Mr.  Day. 
If  yon  will  have  good  luck  in  every  thing, 
Turn  cavalier,  and  cry,   God  blefs  the  king. 

[Exeunt, 
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7}  UT  now  the  greateft  thing  is  left  to  da, 
"^  Mere  juft  Committee,  to  compound  with  you', 
For,  till  your  equal  cenfures  Jhall  be  known, 
The  poet's  under  Sequeftration  : 
fie  has  no  title  to  hisfmalleftate 
Of  twit,  unlefs  youpleafe  tofet  the  rate. 
Accept  this  half  year's  purchafe  of  his  ivtt, 
For  in  the  compafs  of  that  time  'twas  writ  : 
Not  that  this  is  enough ;  he1  II  pay  you  more, 
If  you  yourf elves  believe  him  not  loo  poor  : 
For  'tis  your  judgment  gives  him  wealth  ;   in  this. 
He's  juft  as  rich  as  you  believe  he  is. 

Wou'd  all  Committees  cou'd  have  done  like  yon , 
Made  men  more  rieh,  and  by  their  payments  too. 

• 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken    by   Mr.    G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 

/~*R  IT  1C  KS,  your  favour  is  our  author's  right— 

The  well-known  fcenes  we  Jhall  prvfcnt  to-night 
Are  no  weak  efforts  of  a  modern  pen, 
But  the  Jtrcng  touches  of  immortal  Ben  ; 
A  rough  old  bard,  whofe  honeft  pride  difdairfd 

Applaufe  it/elf,  unlefs  by  merit  gain 'd 

And  wou'd  tc-night your  loudeft  prarfe  difclaim,         T 

Should  his  great  fhade  perceive  the  doubtful  fame,       r 

Not  to  bis  labours  granted,   but  his  name.  •* 

Boldly  he  'wrote,  and  boldly  told  the  age, 

"He  dar'd  not  proftitute  the  ufeful  ftage, 

tf  Or  purchafe  their  delight  at  fuch  a  rate, 

"  As,  for  it,  he  himfelf  muft  juftly  hate  : 

"  But  rather  begg  d  they  woii'd  be  pleas' d  to  fee 

"  From  him,  fuch  plays  as  other  plays  Jhou'd  be  : 

"   Wou'd  learn  from  him  to  fcorn  a  mctky  fcene, 

"  And  leave  their  monfters,  to  be  pleas' d  with  men." 

Thus  f poke  the  bard — and  tho1  the  times  are  changed, 

Since  his  free  mufe  for  fools  the  city  rang  d ; 

Andfatirehad  not  then  appeared  in  ft  ate  y 

To  lajh  the  finer  follies  of  the  great, 

Yet  let  not  prejudice  inf eft  your  mind, 

Nor  flight  the  gold,  becaufe  not  quite  refind; 

With  no  falfe  nicenefs  this  performance  view, 

Nor  damn  for  low,  whatever  is  juft  and  tr-ue  : 

Sure  to  thofe  fcenes  fame  honour  Jlou'd  be  paid, 

Which  Cambden  patronized,  and  Shakefpeare  playtl. 

Nature  was  nature  then,  and  ftill  furvives; 

The  garb  may  alttr,  but  thefubftance  lives, 

Lives  in  this  play where  each  may  find  complete, 

His  pitfur'djelf Then  favour  the  deceit 

Kindly  forget  the  hundred-years  between ; 
Become  old  Britons,  and  admire  old  Ben, 
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EFERT  MAN  IN  HIS 
HUMOUR. 

ACT       I. 

SCENE,  A  court-yard  before  Kno'welPs  Houfe. 
Enter  Kno'well  and  Brain-worm. 

Kno'ivell.    \     Goodly  day  toward  !  and  a  frefli  morn- 

ji\,          ing  !   Braln--Mcrm, 
Call  up  your  young  matter :   Bid  him  rife,  fir. 
Tell  him,  I  have  fome  bufmefs  to  employ  him. 

Brai,  I  will,  fir,  prefently. 

Kno.  Buc  hear  you,  firrah, 
If  he  be  at  his  book,  diflurb  him  not. 

Brai.  Well  fir.  [Exit, 

Kno.  How  happy  yet,  mould  I  efteem  aiyfelf, 
Could  I  (by  any  practice)  wean  the  boy 
From  one  vain  courfe  of  ftudy,  he  affedls. 
He  is  a  fcholar,  if  a  man  may  truft 
The  liberal  voice  of  Fame,  in  her  report, 
Of  good  account  in  both  our  Univerjities, 
Either  of  which  hath  favour'd  him  with  graces  : 
But  their  indulgence  muft  not  fpring  in  me 
A  fond  opinion,  that  he  cannot  err. 
Myfelf  was  once  a  ftudent,  and,  indeed, 
Fed  with  the  felf-fame  humour  he  is  now, 
Dreaming  on  naught  but  idle  Poetry, 
That  fruitlefs,  and  unprofitable  art ; 
Good  unto  none,  but  leaft  to  the  profeflbrs, 
Which,  then,  I  thought  the  miitrefs  of  all  knowledge : 
Butfince,  time  and  the  truth  have  wak'd  my  judgment, 
And  reafon  taught  me  better  to  diftinguifh 
The  vain  from  th'  ufeful  learnings. 

Enter  Mafter  Stephen. 
Coufm  Stephen  ! 
What  news  with  you,  that  you  are  here  fo  early  ? 
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Step.  Nothing,  but  e'en  come  to  fee  how  you  do, 
uncle. 

Kno^  That's  kindly  done,  you  are  welcome,  Coz. 

Step.  Ay,  I  know  that  fir,  Iwould  not  ha'  come  elfe. 
How  does  my  coulin  Edward,  uncle  ? 

Kno.  O,  well  Coz,  go  in  and  fee :  I  doubt  he  be 
fcarce  ftirring  yet. 

Step.  Uncle,  afore  I  go  in,  can  you  tell  me,  an'  he 
have  e're  a  book  of  the  fciences  of  hawking  and  hunt- 
ing ?  I  would  fain  borrow  it. 

Kno.  Why,  I  hope  you  will  not  a  hawking  now,  will 
you  ? 

Step.  No  wufie,  but  I'll  praftife  againft  next  year, 
uncle  :  I  have  bought  me  a  hawk,  and  a  hood,  and 
bells,  and  all ;  I  lack  nothing,  but  a  book  to  keep  it  by. 

Kno.   O,  moft  ridiculous. 

Step.  Nay,  look  you  now,  you  are  angry,  uncle  : 
\vhy  you  know  an'  a  man  have  not  fkill  in  the  hawk- 
ing and  hunting  languages  now-a  days,  I'll  not  give  a 
rulh  for  him.  They  are  more  fludied  than  the  Greet,  or 
the  Latin.  He  is  for  no  gallants  company  without  'em  : 
And  by  gads-lid  I  fcorn  it,  I,  fo  I  do,  to  be  a  con  fort 
for  every  Hum-drum,  hang  'em  fcroyls,  there's  nothing 
in  'em,  i'  the  world.  What  do  you  talk  on  it  ?  becaufe  I 
dwell  at  Hogfden , I  mall  keep  company  with  none  but  the 
archers  ofFin/lury,  or  the  citizens,  that  come  a  duck- 
ing to  JJlington  ponds  ?  A  fine  jefli'faith  :  flid,  a  gentle- 
man mun  fhow  himfelf  like  a  gentleman.  Uncle,  I 
pray  you  be  not  angry,  I  know  what  I  have  to  do,  I 
trow,  I  am  no  novice. 

Kno.  You  are  a  prodigal  abfurd  coxcomb  :  Go  to. 
Nay,  never  look  at  me,  it's  I  that  fpeak. 
Take't  as  you  will  fir,  I'll  not  flatter  you. 
Ha'  you  not  yet  found  means  enow  to  wafle 
That  which  your  friends  have  left  you,  but  you  muft 
Go  caft  away  your  money  on  a  kite, 
And  know  not  how  to  keep  it,   when  you  ha'  done  ? 
O  it's  comely  !   this  will  make  you  a  gentleman  ! 
Well  coufin,  well !  I  fee  you  are  e'en  part  hope 
Of  all  reclaim  :  Ay,  fo,  now  you  are  told  on  it, 

You 
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You  look  another  way. 

Step.  What  would  you  ha*  me  do  ? 

Kno.  What  would  I  have  you  do  ?  I'll  tell  you,  kinf- 

man  ; 

Learn  to  be  wife,  and  praclife  how  to  thrive, 
That  would  I  have  you  do  :  And  not  to  fpend 
You  coin  on  every  bauble  that  you  fancy, 
Or  every  foolifh  brain  that  humours  you. 
I  would  not  have  you  to  invade  each  placej 
Nor  thruft  yourfelf  on  all  focieties, 
Till  mens  affections,  or  your  own  defert, 
Should  worthily  invite  you  to  your  rank, 
He  that  is  fo  refpedllefs  in  his  courfes, 
Oft  fells  his  reputation  at  cheap  market.  1 
Nor  would  I,  you  mould  melt  away  yourfelf 
In  flaming  bravery,  left  while  you  affec~l 
To  make  a  blaze  of  gentry  to  the  world, 
A  little  puff  of  fcorn  extinguifh  it, 
And  you  be  left  like  an  unfav'ry  fnuff, 
Whole  property  is  only  to  oftend.' 
I'd  ha'  you  fober,  and  contain  yourfelf; 
Not  that  your  fail  be  bigger  than  your  boat  j 
But  moderate  your  expences  now  (at  firft) 
As  you  may  keep  the  fame  proportion  ftill. 
Nor  ftand  fo  much  on  our  gentility, 
Which  is  an  airy,  and  mere  borrovv'd  thing, 
From  dead  mens  duft,  and  bones ;  and  none  of  yours, 
Except  you  make,  or  hold  it.     Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Save  you,  gentlemen. 

Step.  Nay,  we  do  not  ftand  much  on  our  gentility, 
friend ;  yet  you  are  welcome ;  and  I  afTure  you  mine 
uncle  here  is  a  man  of  a  thoufand  a  year,  Middle- 
fex  land  :  he  has  but  one  fon  in  all  the  world,  I  am  his 
next  heir  (at  the  common  law)  Mafter  Stephen,  as  fim- 
ple  as  I  ftand  here,  if  my  coufin  die  (as  there's  hopes 
he  will)  I  have  a  pretty  living  o'  mine  own  too,  be- 
fide,  hard  by  here. 

Ser<v.  In  good  time,  fir. 

Step.  In  good  time,  fir  ?  why  !  and  in  very  good 
time  fir  :  You  do  not  flout,  friend,  do  you  ? 
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Scrv.  Not  I,  fir, 

Step,  Not  you,  fir?  you  were  not  beft,  fir;  ru;* 
you  fhould,  here  be  them  can  perceive  it,  and  that 
quickly  too  ;  go  to  :  and  they  can  give  it  again 
foundly  too,  an'  need  be. 

Ser<v.  Why,  fir,  let  this  fatisfy  you  ;  good  faith, 
I  had  no  fuch  intent. 

Step.  Sir,  an*  I  thought  you  had,  I  would  talk  with 
you,  and  that  prefently. 

Serv.  Good  matter  Stephen,  fo  you  may,  fir,  at 
your  pleafure. 

Step.  An4  fo  I  would,  fir,  good  my  faucy  com- 
panion !  an'  you  were  out  o'  mine  uncle's  ground, 
I  can  tell  you  ;  though  I  do  not  Hand  upon  my  gen- 
tility neither  in't. 

Kno.  Coufin  !   Coufin  !  will  this  ne'er  be  left  ? 

Step.  Whorfon  bafe  fellow  !  a  mechanical  ferving- 
man  !  By  this  cudgel,  an'  'twere  not  for  fharne,  I 
would 

Kno.  What  would  you  do,  you  peremptory  gull  £ 
If  you  cannot  be  quiet,  get  you  hence. 
You  fee,  the  houeit  man  demeans  himfelf 
Modeitly  tow'rds  you,  giving  no  reply 
To  your  unieafon'd,  quarrelling,  rude  fafhion  : 
And  Hill  you  huff  it,  with  a  kind  of  carriage 
As  void  of  wit,  as  of  humanity. 
Go<  get  you  in  ;  'fore  heaven,  I  am  afham'd 
ri  hou  hail  a  kinfman's  interelt  in  me.     [Exit  Stephen. 

Serv.  I  pray,  fir,  is  this  mailer  Kno1  well's  houfe  ? 

Kno.  Yes  marry  is  it,  fir. 

Serv.  I  fhould  enquire  for  a  gentleman  here,  one 
Matter  Eakvant  Kno' well ;  do  you  know  any  fuch,  fir, 
I.  pray  you  ? 

Kno.  I  mould  forget  myfelf  elfe,  fir. 

Ser-v.  Are  you  the  gentleman  ?  cry  your  mercy, 
fir  :  1  was  requir'd  by  a  gentleman  i'  the  city,  as  I 
rode  out  at  this  end  o'the  town,  to  deliver  you  this 
letter,  fir. 

Kno.  To  me,  fir  !  '  What  do  ycu  mean  ?  pray  you 
'  remember  your  court'fie.'  (To  his  mojl  fdefted  friend 
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Mafter  Edward  Kno'well.)  What  might  the  gen- 
tleman's name  be,  fir,  that  fent  it  ?  nay,  pray  you 
be  cover'd. 

Serv,  One  mafter  Well-bred,  fir. 

Kno,  Mafter  Well-bred!  A  young  gentleman?  is 
he  not  ? 

Sen'.  The  fame,  fir,  Mafter  Klteley  married  his 
fifter  :  The  rich  merchant  i'  the  Old  Jewry. 

Kno.  You  fay  very  true.     Brain-worm, 

Enter  Brain-worm. 

Brant.  Sir. 

Kno.  Make  this  honeft  friend  drink  here.  Pray 
you  go  in. 

This  letter  is  direfted  to  my  fon  : 
Yet  I  am  Edward  Kno'well  too,  nnd  may, 
With  the  fafe  confcience  of  good  manners,  ufe 
The  fellows  error  to  my  fatisfaftion. 
Well,  I  will  break  it  ope  (old  men  are  curious) 
Be  it  but  for  the  ftile's  fake,  and  the  phrafe, 
To  fee  if  both  do  anfwer  my  foa's  praifes, 
Who  is  almoft  grown  the  Idolater, 
Of  this  young  Well-bred:  what  have  we  here  ?  what's 
'  this? 

\The  Letter.'} 

Wly,  Ned,  I  befeech  thee,  baft  ibcu  forfworn  all  t by 
friends  V  th'  Old  Jewry  r  or  deft  thou  think  us  all  Jews 
that  inhabit  there  ?  '  yet  if  thou  dojl,  ccmeo<ver,  and  but 
'  fee  our  frippery  ;  change  an  old  jhirt  for  a  whole  fmcck 
'  with  us  :  do  not  conceive  that  antipathy  between  us  ana. 
'  Hogfden,  as  was  between  Jews  and  Hogs-flefh,' 
Leave  thy  vigilant  father  alone,  to  number  over  his  green 
apricots,  evening  ami  morning,  o'  the  Nortb-iaeft  wall: 
an1  I  had  been  his  fon,  I  hadfav'd  him  the  labour  long 
Jince,  if  taking  in  all  the  young  wenches  that  pafs  ly  at 
the  back-dior,  and  codling  every  kernel  cf  the  fruit  for 
'w,  would  M  ferv'd.  '  But  fr'j  thee  come  over  to  me 
quickly,  this  morning  ;  Ihavefucb  a prefent  for.tbce  (our 
Turkey  company  nsver  fent  the  like  to  the  Grand  Signior.) 
One  is  a  rkimcr,firt  o1  your  own  batch,  your  own  leven\ 
but  doth  think  himfelfPort-M*}W  o'  the  town,  willing 
A  5  *' 
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to  be  fljon.cn,  and  worthy  to  be  feen.  The  other  •  I 
ii'ill  not  ^venture  his  dcfcription  with  you,  till  ycu  come, 
because  I  wculd  he?  ycu  make  hither  with  an  appetite.  If 
the  worft  of  'em  be  not  worth  your  journey,  draw  your 
bill  of  charges,  as  unconfcionable  as  any  Guild-hall  ver- 
di£i  will  gi<ve  it  you,  and  you  Jhall  be  allow' d  your 
viaticum. 

From  the  Wind-mill. 
From  the  Burdello,  it  might  come  as  well, 
The  Spittle,  '  or  Pifl-hatch.'     Is  this  the  man 
My  fon  hath  fung  fo,  for  the  happieft  wit, 
The  choiceft  brain,  the  times  have  fent  us  forth  ? 
1  know  not  what  he  may  be  in  the  arts, 
Nor  what  in  fchools ;  but  furely,  for  his  manners, 
I  judge  him  a  prophane  and  diffolute  wretch  : 
Worle  by  poft'dfion  of  fuch  great  good  gifts, 
Being  the  mafter  of  fo  loofe  a  fpirit. 
Why,  what  unhallow'd  ruffian  would  have  writ 
In  fuch  a  fcun  ilous  manner,  to  a  friend  ? 
Why  mould  he  think,  I  tell  my  apricots, 
Or  play  th'  Hefperian  dragon  with  my  fruit, 
To  watch  it  r  Well,  my  fon,  I  had  thought 
You'd  had  more  judgment  t'have  made  election 
Of  your  companions,  '  than  t'  have  ta'en  on  truft 
'  Such  petulant,  jeering  gamefters,  that  can  fparc 
*  No  argument,  or  fubjecl  from  their  jeft.' 
But  I  perceive  affection  makes  a  fool 
Of  any  man,  too  much  the  father.     Brain-worm. 
Enter  Brain- worm. 

Brain.  Sir. 

Kno.  Is  the  fellow  gone  that  brought  this  letter  ? 

Brain.  Yes,  fir,  a  pretty  while  llnce. 

Kno.  And  where's  your  young  mafter  ?. 

Brain.  In  his  chamber,  fir. 

Kno.  He  fpake  not  with  the  fellow,  did  he  ? 

Brain.  No,  fir,  he  faw  him  not. 

Kno.  Take  you  this  letter,  and  deliver  it  my  foa; 
But  with  no  notice  that  I  have  open'd  it,  on  your  life. 

Brain.  O  Lord,  fir,  that  were  a  jeft  indeed  !     [Exit. 

Kno.  I  am  refolv'd  I  will  not  flop  his  journey, 

Not 
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Nor  praftife  any  violent  means  to  flay 
The  unbridled  courfe  of  youth  in  him  ;  for  that 
Reftrain'd,  grows  more  impatient ;  '  and  in  kind 
'  Like  to  the  eager,  but  the  generous  grey-hound, 

*  Who  ne'er  fo "little  from  his  game  with-held, 

*  Turns  head,  and  leaps  up  at  his  holder's  throat." 
There  is  a  way  of  winning  more  by  love, 

And  urging  of  the  modefty,  than  fear : 
Force  works  on  fervile  natures,  not  the  free. 
He  that's  compell'd  to  goodnefs,  may  be  good  ;. 
But  'tis  but  for  that  fit:  where  others,  drawn 
By  foftnefs  and  example,  get  a  habit. 
Then,  if  they  ftray,  but  warn  'em ;  and  the  fame 
They  mould  for  virtue  have  done,  they'll  do  for  mame.- 

[Mmt- 

SCENE     Young  KnoVell'j  Study. 
Enter  Edw.  Kno'well  and  Brain-worm. 

E.  Kno.  Did  he  open  it,  fay'fl  thou  ? 

Brain.  Yes,  o'my  word,  fir,  and  read  the  contents. 

E.  Kno.  That's  bad.  What  countenance  (pray  dice) 
made  he,  i'th'  reading  of  it  ?  was  he  angry,  or  pleas'd? 

Brain.  Nay,  fir,  I  faw  him  not  read  it,  nor  open  itr 
I  aflure  your  worfhip. 

E.  Kno.  No  ?  how  know'ft  thou,  then,  that  he  did: 
either  ? 

Brain.  Marry  fir,  becaufe  he  charg'd  me,  on  my  life,, 
to  tell  no  body  that  he  open'd  it ;  which  unlefs  he  had. 
done,  he  would  never  fear  to  have  it  reveal'd. 

E.  Kno.  That's  true :  well,  I  thank  thee,  Brain- 
'worm.  [Exit. 

Enter  Matter  Stephen. 

Step.  O,  Brain-worm,  did'ft  thou  not  fee  a  fellow, 
here  in  awhat'ma'-call-him  doublet?  he  brought  mine 
uncle  a  letter  e'en  now. 

Brain*  Yes,  Mafter  Stephen  ;  what  of  him? 

Step.  O,   I  ha'  fuch  a  mind  to  beat  him 
Where  is  he  ?  canft  thou  tell  ? 

Brain.  Faith,  he  is  not  of  that  mind  :  he  is  gone,, 
Mafter 
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Step.  Gone  !  which  way?  when  went  he  ?  how  long 
fmce  ? 

Bruin.  He  is  rid  hence  :  he  took  horfe  at  the  ilreet- 
door. 

Step.  And  I  ftaid  i'  the  fields  !  whorfon  fc anJer-bag 
rogue  !  O  that  I  had  bat  a  horfe  to  fetch  him  back 
again. 

Brain.  Why,  you  may  ha'  my  mailer's  gelding,  to 
fave  your  longing,  fir. 

Step.  But  I  ha'  no  boots,  that's  the  fpight  on't. 

Brain.  Why,  a  fine  \vhifp  of  hay,  roil'd  hard,  mailer 
Stephen. 

Step.  No  faith,  it's  no  boot  to  follow  him,  now  :  let 
him  e'en  go  and  hang.  Pr'ythee,  help  to  trufs  me  a 
little.  He  does  fo  vex  me 

Brain.  You'll  be  worfe  vex'd  when  you  are  irufs'd, 
Mafter  Stephen.  Bell  keep  unbrac'd,  and  walk  your 
felf 'till  you  be  cold;  your  choler  may  founder  you 
elfe. 

Step.  By  my  faith,  and  fo  I  will ;  now  thou  tell'ft  me 
on't :  how  do'il  thou  like  my  leg,  Brain-worm  ? 

Brain.  A  very  good  leg,  Mailer  Stephen  ;  but  the 
woollen  flocking  does  not  commend  it  fowell. 

Step.  Foh,  the  {lockings  be  good  enough,  now 
fummer  is  coming  on,  for  the  dull :  I'll  have  a  pair  of 
filk  againft  winter,  that  I  go  to  dwell  i'th'town.  I  think 
my  leg  would  (hew  in  a  filk  hofe • 

Brain.  Believe  me,  Mafcer  Stephen,  rarely  well. 

Step.  In  fadnefs,  I  think  it  would  :  I  have  a  reafon- 
able  good  leg. 

Brain.  You  have  an  excellent  good  leg,  Mailer 
Stephen  ;  but  I  cannot  itay  to  praife  it  longer  now,  and 
I  am  very  forry  for't.  [Exit. 

Step,  Another  time  will  ferve,  Brain-worn.  Gra- 
mercy  for  this. 

v     Enter  Young  Kno'vvell. 

E.  Kno.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Step.  'Slid,  I  hope  he  laughs  not  at  me,  an'  he  do — 
E.  Kno.  Here  was  a  letter  indeed,  to  be  intercepted 
3  bX 
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by  a  man's  father,  and  do  him  good  with  him  !  he 
cannot  but  think  moft  virtuoufly,  both  of  me,  and  the 
fender,  fure ;  that  make  the  careful  cofter  monger  of 
him  in  our  familiar  epiftles.  '  Well,  if  he  read  this 

with  patience  I'll  be  gelt,  and  troll  ballads  for  Mr. 

John  Trundle  yonder,  the  reft  of  my  mortality.     It 

is  true,  and  likely,  my  father  may  have  as  much 

patience  as  another  man  ;  for  he  takes  much  phy- 

fick :  and  oft  taking  phyfick  makes  a  man  very 

patient.     But  would  your  packet,  Mailer  Wellbred> 

had  arrived  at  him  in  fuch  a  minute  of  his  patience;' 
I  wifh  I  knew  the  end  of  it,  which  now  is  doubtful,  and 

threatens What !  my  wife  coufm  !  nay,  then  I'll 

furnilh  our  feaft  with  one  gull  more  tow'rds  the  mefs. 
He  writes  to  me  of  a  brace,  and  here's  one,  that's 
three  :  O  for  a  fourth  !  Fortune,  if  ever  thou'lt  ufe 
thine  eyes,  I  intreat  thee 

Step.  O,  now  I  fee  who  he  laught  at.  He  laught 
at  fome  body  in  that  letter.  By  this  good  light,  an' 
he  had  laught  at  me. \_Afide. 

E.  Kno.  How  now,  coufin  Stephen,  melancholy  ? 

Step.  Yes,  a  little.  I  thought  you  had  laught  at 
me,  coufin. 

E.  Kno.  Why,  what  an'  I  had,  coz  ?  what  would 
you  ha'  done  ? 

Step.  By  this  light,  I  would  ha'  told  mine  uncle. 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  if  you  would  ha'  told  your  uncle,  I 
did  laugh  at  you,  coz. 

Step.  Did  you  indeed  ? 

E.  Kno.  Yes,  indeed. 

Step.  Why,  then 

E.  Kno.  What  then  ? 

Step.  I  am  fatisfied,  it  is  fufficient. 

E.  Kno.  Why,  be  fo,  gentle  coz.  And,  I  pray  you 
let  me  intreat  a  courtefy  of  you.  I  am  fent  foj,  this 
morning,  by  a  friend  i'  th'  Qld  Jewry,  to  come  to 
him ;  it's  but  croffing  over  the  fields  to  Moor-gate : 
will  you  bear  me  company  ?  I  proteft,  it  is  not  to. draw 
you  into  bond,  or  any  plot  againft  the  ftate,  coz. 

Step.  Sir,  that's  all  one,  and  'twere  j  you  fhall  com- 
mand 
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mand  me  twice  fo  far  as  Moor-gate,  to  do  you  good  in1 
inch  a  matter.  Do  you  think  I  would  leave  you  ?  I 
proteft 

E.  Kno.  No,  no,  you  fhall  not  proteft,  coz. 
Step.  By  my  fackings,  but  I  will,  by  your  leave  ;  I'll 
proteft  more  to  my  friend,  than  I'll  fpeak  of,   at  this 
time. 

E.  Kno.  You  fpeak  very  well,  coz. 
Step.  Nay,  not  fo  neither,  you  fhall  pardon  me  r 
but  I  fpeak  to  ferve  my  turn. 

E.  Kno.  Your  turn,  coz  ?  Do  you  know  what  you 
fay  ?  A  gentleman  of  your  fort,  parts,  carriage,  and 
eftimation,  to  talk  o'  your  turn  i'  this  company,  and 
to  me  alone,  like  a  tankard-bearer  at  a  conduit !  fie. 
A  wight,  that  (hitherto)  his  every  ftep  hath  left  the 
rtamp  of  a  great  foot  behind  him,  as  every  word  the 
favour  of  a  ftrong  fpirit !  and  he !  this  man  !  fo- 
grac'd,  gilded,  or  (to  ufe  a  more  fit  metaphor)  fo  tin- 
foil'd  by  nature,  as  not  ten  houfe-wive?  pewter 
(again'  a  good  time)  mews  more  bright  to  the  world- 
than  he  !  and  he  (as  I  faid  laft,  fo  I  fay  again,  and 
ftill  fhall  fay  it)  this  man  !  to  conceal  fuch  real  or- 
naments as  thefe,  and  fhadow  their  glory,  as  a> 
millener's  wife  does  her  wrought  ftomacher,  with  a 
fmoaky  la>vn,  or  a  black  cyprefs  ?  O  coz  !  it  cannotr 
be  anfwer'd,  go  not  about  it.  Drake's  old  fhip  at 
Deptford  may  fooner  circle  the  world  again.'  Come, 
come,  wrong  not  the  quality  of  your  defert,  with  look- 
ing downward,  coz  j  but  hold  up  your  head,  fo  :  and 
let  the  Idea,  of  what  you  are,  be  portray'd  i'  your 
face,  that  men  may  read  i'  your  phyfiognomy.  (Here, 
•within  this  place  is  to  be  feen  the  true,  rare,  and  acccm- 
fUJhi'd  monfter,  or  miracle  of  nature,  which  is  all  one.) 
What  think  you  of  this,  coz  ! 

Step-.  Why,  I  do  think  of  it ;  and  I  will  be  more 
proud,  and  melancholy,  and  gentleman-like,  than  I 
have  been  ;  I'll  enfure  you. 

E.  Kno.  Why,  that's  refolute,  matter,  Stephen!  Now, 
if  I  can  but  hold  him  up  to  his  height,  as  it  is  happily 
begun,  it  will  do  well  for  a  fobuxb-humour :  we  may 

hap 
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hap  have  a  match  with  the  city,  and  play  him  for  forty 
pound.  \_AJide. "\  Come,  coz. 

Step.  I'll  follow  you. 

E.  Kno.  Follow  me  ?  you  muft  go  before. 

Step.  Nay,  an'  I  muft,  I  will.  Pray  you,  fliew  me, 
good  coufm.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  tbeftreet  before  Coh'^  hcufe. 
Enter  Mr.  Matthew. 

Mat.  I  think  this  he  the  houfe  :  what,  hoa, 
Enter  Cob  from  the  hcufe. 

Cob.  Who's  there  ?  O,  Mailer  Matthew!  gi'  your 
worfhip  good  morrow. 

Mat.  What  !  Cob  !  how  doft  thou,  good  Cob  ?  doflr 
thou  inhabit  here,  Cob  ? 

Col.  I  fir,  I  and  my  lineage  ha'  kept  a  poor  houfe, 
here,  in  our  days. 

'  Mat.  Thy  lineage,  Monjieur  Cob,  what  lineage, 

''  Cob.  Why,  fir,  an  ancient  lineage,  and  a  princely  ~ 
'  Mine  ance'try  came  from  a  king's  belly,  no  worfe 
4  man :  and  yet  no  man  neither  (by  your  worfhip's 
«  leave,  I  did  lie  in  that)  but  Herring,  the  king  of  fifh,. 
«  (from  his  belly  I  proceed)  one  o'  the  monarchs  o'  the 
«  world,  I  allure  you.  The  firft  red  herring  that  was 
'  broil'd  in  Adam  and  Eve's  kitchin,  do  I  fetch  my 
«  pedigree  from,  by  the  harrot's  book.  His  Cob,  was 
«  my  great -great-mighty-great  grand-father. 

«  Mat.  Why  mighty?  why  mighty  ?  I  pray  thee. 

*  Cob.  O,  it  was  a  mighty  while  ago,  fir,  and  a 

*  mighty  great  Cob. 

1  Mat.  How  know'ft  thou  that  } 

*  Cob.   How  know  I  ?  why,  I  fmell  his  ghoft,  ever 

*  and  anon. 

'  Mat.  Smell  a  ghoft  ?  O  mafavoury  jeft !  and  the 
«  ghoft  of  a  herring,.  Cob. 

'  Cob.  I  fir,  with  favour  of  your  worfhip's  nofe,  Mr,, 
'  Matthew,  why  not  the  ghoft  of  a  herring  Cob,  as  well 
'  as  the  ghoft  of  rafher-bacon  ? 

4  Mat.  Roger  Bacon,  thou  vvould'ft  fay  ? 

*  Cob.  I  fayralher-bacon.     They  were  both  broil'd 

e'th* 
•ivy 
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'  o' th'  coals  j  and  a  man  may  fwell  broil 'd  meat,  I 

•  hope?  you  are  a  fcholar,  upfolve  me  that,  now.' 
Mat.  '  O  raw  ignorance  !'  Cob,  canft  thou  {hew  me 

of  a  gentleman,  one  Captain  Babadil,  where  his  lodg- 
ing is  ? 

Cob.  O,  my  guefl,  fir  !  you  mean. 

Mat.  Thy  gueft  !  alas  !  ha,  ha  ! 

Cob.  Why  do  you  laugh,  fir  ?  Do  you  not  mean 
Captain  Bobaail? 

Mat.  Cob,  'pray  thee  advife  thyfelf  well  :  do  not 
wrong  the  gentleman,  and  thyfelf  too.  I  dare  be 
fworn,  he  fcorns  thy  houfe :  he  !  he  lodge  in  fuch  a 
bafe  obfcure  place,  as  thy  hcufe !  tut,  I  known  his  dif- 
pofition  fo  well,  he  would  not  lye  in  thy  bed,  if  thou'dft 
giv't  him. 

Ccb.  I  will  not  give  it  him,  though,  lir.  Mafs,  I 
thought  fomewhat  was  in't,  we  could  not  get  him  to 
bed  all  night :  well  fir,  though  he  lye  not  o*  my  bed, 
he  lies  o'  my  bench  :  an't  pleafe  you  to  go  up,  fir,  you 
fhall  find  him  with  two  cufliions  under  his  head,  and 
his  cloke  wrapt  about  him,  as  though  he  had  neither 
won  nor  loft,  and  yet  (I  warrant)  he  ne'er  caft  better 
in  his  life,  than  he  has  done  to  night. 

Mat.  Why  ?  was  he  drunk  ? 

Cob.  Drunk  fir  ?  you  hear  not  me  fay  fo.  Perhaps, 
he  fwallow'd  a  tavern-token,  or  fome  fuch  device,  fir  : 
I  have  nothing  to  do  withal.  I  deal  with  water,  and 
not  with  wine.  Gi'  me  my  bucket  there  hoa.  God 
b'  w'  you,  fir.  It's  fix  a  clock  :  I  mould  ha'  carried 
two  turns,  by  this.  What,  hoa  !  my  ftoppel,  come. 

Mat.  Lye  in  a  water- bearer/s  houfe  1  A  gentle- 
man of  his  havings  !  Well,  I'll  tell  him  my  mind. 

Cob.  What  Tib,  fhew  this  gentleman  up  to  the 
captain .  [  Tibj&twsjfawj  Mr.  Matthew  into  the  houfe.  ] 
'  Oh,  an'  my  houfe  were  the  brazen  head  now  1 

*  faith  it    would   e'en    fpeak    Mo  fools  yet.'      Yeu 
fhould  ha'   fome  now  would  take  this  Mr  Matthew  to 
be  a  gentleman,  at  the  leaft.     His  father's   an  ho- 
ncft   man,    a  worlhipful  fifhmonger,  and   fo  forth  ; 

.  and  now  does  he  creep,  and  wriggle  into  acquaint- 
ance 
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ance  with  the  all  brave  gallants  about  the  town 
fach  as  my  gueil  is  :  (O,  my  gueft  is  a  fine. man) 
and  they  flout  him  invincibly.  He  ufeth  every  day 
to  a  merchant's  houfe  (where  I  ferve  water)  one 
Mafter  Kiteley's  i'  the"  Old  Jewry  ;  and  here's  the jeft, 
he  is  in  iove  with  my  matter's  filler,  (Miftrefs . 
Bridget]  and  calls  her  miftrefs  :  and  there  he  will  fit 
you  a  whole  afcernoon,  fometimes  reading  o' thefe 
-  abominable,  vile,  (a  pox  on  'em,  I  cannot  abide 
them)  rafcally  verfes,  Poyetry,Poyetry,  and  fpeakingof 
Enterludes,  'twill  make  a  man  burft  to  hear  him. 
And  the  wenches,  they  do  fo  geer,  and  tier  he  at  him 

well,  fhould  they  do  fomuch  tome,  I'd  forfwear 

them  ail, by  the  foot  of  Pharaoh,  There's  an.  oath  '. 
How  many  water- bearers  mail  you-  hear  fwear  fuch 
an  oath  !  O,.  I  have  a  gueft  (he  teaches  me)'  he  does 
Avear  the  legibleft  of  any  man  chriflened  :  By  St. 
George,  the  foot  of  Pharaoh,  the  body  of  me,  as  I 
am  a  gentleman,  and  a  foldier  :  fuch  dainty  .oaths  ! 
and  withal,  he  does  take  this  fame  filthy  roguifh  2V— 
bacco,  the  fined  and  cleanliefc !  it  would,  do  a  man 
good  to  fee  the  fume  come  forth  at's  tonnels  !  Well, 
he  owes  me  forty  millings  (my  wife  lent  him  out 
of  her  parfe,  by  fix-pence  at  a  time)  befides  his  lodg- 
ing :  I  would  I  had  it.  I  (hall  ha't,  he  fays,  the  next 
next  Adion.  Helter  Jkelter,  hang  forrow,  care'll  kill 
a  cat,  up-tails  all,  and  a  loufe  for  the  hangman.  [Exit. 

SCENE  a  Room  in  Cob's  Houfe. 
Bobadill  difcaijered  upon  a  bench* 

:  £»&.  Hoflefs,  hoftefs. 

Enter  Tib. 

Tib.  What  fay  you,  fir  ? 

Bolr.  A  cup  o'  thy  fmall-beer,  fweet  hoflefs. 

Tib,  Sir,  there's  a  gentleman  below  would  -fpeak< 
with  you.     - 

Bob.  A  gentleman  !  'ods  fo,  I  am  not  within. 

Tib.  My  hulband  told  him  you  were,  fir. 

Bob,  What  a  plague what  meant  he  ? 

Maf* 
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Mat.   [within  ]   Captain  Bobadil? 

Bob.  Who's  there?  (take  away  the  bafon,  good 
hoftefs)  come  up,  fir. 

Tib.  He  would  defire  you  to  come  up,  fir.  You 
come  into  a  cleanly  houfe,  here. 

Mat.  'Save  you,  fir,  'fave  you,  captain. 

Bob.  Gentle  Mafter  Matthew .'  is  it  you,  fir  ?  pleafe 
you  to  fit  down  ? 

Mat.  Thank  you  good  captain,  you  may  fee  I  am 
fomewhat  audacious. 

Bob,  Not  fo,  fir.  I  was  requefted  to  fupper,  laft 
night,  by  a  fort  of  gallants,  where  you  were  wifh'd  for, 
and  drank  tor  I  allure  you. 

Mat.  Vouchfafe  me,  by  whom,  good  captain  ? 

Bob.  Marry,  by  young  Well-bred,  and  others  :  why, 
hoftefs,  a  ftool  here  for  this  gentleman. 

Mat.  No  hafle,  fir,  'tis  very  well. 

Bob.  Body  of  me  !  it  was  fo  late  e'er  we  parted  laft 
night,  I  can  fcarce  open  my  eyes  yei  ;  I  was  but  new 
rifeji,  as  you  came  :  how  paffes  the  day  abroad,  fir  ? 
you  can  tell. 

Mar.  Faith,  fome  half  hour  to  feven  :  now  truft 
me,  you  have  an  exceeding  fine  lodging  here,  very 
neat  and  private  ! 

Bob.  Ay,  fir  :  fit  down,  I  pray  you,  Mr.  Matthew 
(in  any  cafe)  pofTefs  no  gentlemen  of  our  acquaint- 
ance, with  notice  of  my  lodging. 

Mat.  Who  !  I  fir  ?  no. 

Bob.  Not  that  I  need  to  care  who  know  it,  for  thfr 
cabbin  is  convenient,  but  in  regard  I  would  not  be  too 
popular,  and  generally  vifited,  as  fome  are. 

Mat.  True  captain,  I  conceive  you. 

Bob.  For  do  you  fee,  fir,  by  the  heart  of  valour  in 
me,  (except  it  be  to  fome  peculiar  and  choice  fpirits,  to 
whom  I  am  extraordinarily  engag'd,  as  yourfelf,  or  fo) 
I  could  not  extend  thus  far. 

Mat.   O  Lord,  fir,  I  refolve  fo. 

[Pulls  out  a  paper  and  reads  it. 

Bob.  I  confefs  I  love  a  cleanly  and  quiet  privacy, 
above  all  the  tumult  and  roar  of  fortune.  What  new 
book  ha'  youth  ere  ?  read  it.  '  What !  Go  by,  Hieronym«  ! 

'  Mat. 
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'  Mat.  Ay,  did  you  ever  fee  it  afted  ?  is't  not  well 
pen'd  ? 

*  Bob.  Well  pen'd  !  I  would  fain  fee  all  the  poets, 
of  thefe  times,  pen  fuch  another  play  as   that  was  ? 
they'll  prate  and  fw agger,  and  keep  a  ftir  of  art  and 
devices,  when  (as  lam  a  gentleman)  read  'em,  they 
are  the  moft  mallow,   pitiful,  barren  fellows,  that 
live  upon  the  face  of  the  earth  again. 

*  Mat.  Indeed,  here  are  a  number  of  fine  fpeeches 
in  this  book!   O  eyes,  no  eyes,  but  fountains  fraught 
with  tears!  There's   a  conceit!  Fountains  fraught 
with  tears  !    O  life,  no  life,  but  lively  form  of  death  ! 
Another  !    O  world,  no  voorld,    but  maff  of  publick 
Wrongs  !  A  third  !   Confused  and  filVd  -with  murder, 
and  mifdeeds  !  A  fourth  !   O,  the  Mufes  ?  Is't  not  ex- 
cellent? Is't  not  fimply  the  beft  that  ever  you  heard, 
captain  ?  ha  !  how  do  you  like  it  ? 

'  Bob.  'Tis  good.' 

Mat.  reads.     To  thee,  the  pureft  objett  to  my  fenfe, 
The  moft  refined  ejjence  heav'n  covers, 
Send  I  thefe  lines,  wherein  I  do  commence, 
The  happy  ft  ate  of  turtle-billing  lovers, 
'  If  they  prove  rough,  unpolijb'd,harjh,  and  rude, 
*  Hafte  made  the  ivafte.      Thus  mildly,   I  conclude. 

Bob.  'Tis  good,  proceed,  proceed.     Where's  this  ? 
[Bobadill  is  making  ready  this  i^hile. 

Mat.  This,  fir  ?  a  toy  o'mine  own,  in  my  nonage  ; 
the  infancy  of  my  Mufes !  But  when  will  you  come 
and  fee  my  ftudy?  good  faith,  I  can  mew  you  fome 

very  good  things,  I  have  done  of  late That  boot 

becomes  your  leg,  pafling  well,  captain,  methinks ! 

Bob.  So,  fo,  it's  the  falhion  gentlemen  now  ufe. 

Mat.  Troth  captain,  and  now  you  fpeak  o'the 
fafliion,  Matter  Well-bred^  elder  brother  and  I,  are 
are  fallen  out  exceedingly  ;  this  other  day,  I  happen- 
ed to  enter  into  fome  difcourfe  of  a  hanger,  which  I 
afTure  you,  both  for  fafhion  and  wcrkmanfhip  was 
moft  peremptory-beautiful,  and  gentleman-like  ?  Yet 
he  condemn'd,  and  cry'd  it  down  for  the  mod  pyed 
and  ridiculous  that  ever  he  faw, 

Bob. 
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Bob.   Squire  Downright,  the  ha  If- brother,  was't  not? 

Mat.   Ay,   fir,  George  Downright. 

Bob.  Hang  him,  rook,  he!  why  he  has  no  more 
judgment  than  a  malr-horfe :  By  St.  George,  I  won- 
der you'd  lofe  a  thought  upon  fuch  an  animal;  the 
molt  peremptory  abfurd  clown  of  Chriftendom,  this 
day,  he  is  holden.  I  proteft  to  you,  as  I  am  a  gen- 
tleman and  a  foldier,  1  ne'er  chang'd  words  with  his 
like.  By  his  difcourfe,  he  mould  eat  nothing  but  hay  : 
he  was  born  for  the  manger,  pannier,  or  pack  faddle  ! 
he  has  not  fo  much  as  a  good  phrafe  in  his  belly,  but 
all  old  iron,  and  rufty  proverbs!  a  good  commodity 
for  fome  f'mith  to  make  hob- nails  of. 

Mat.  Ay,  and  he  thinks  to  carry  it  away  with  his 
man-hood  ftill,  where  he  comes  :  he  brags  he  will  gi' 
me  the  baftinado,  as  i  hear. 

Bob.  How  !  He  the  baftinado  !  How  came  he  by 
that  word,  trow  ? 

Mat.  Nay,  indeed,  he  faid  cudgel  me ;  I  term'd  it 
fo,  for  my  more  grace. 

Bob.  That  may  be;  for  I  was  fure  it  was  none  of 
his  word :  but  when  ?  when  faid  he  fo  ? 

Mat.  Faith,  yeflerday,  they  fay;  a  young  gallant, 
a  friend  of  mine  told  me  fo. 

Bab.  By  the  foot  of  Pharaoh,  and  'twere  my  cafe 
now,  I  mould  fend  him  a  challenge  prefently :  the 
baftine/io  !  A  moft  proper  and  fufficient  dependance, 
warranted  by  the  great  Caranza:  come  hither:  you 
fhall  challenge  him  ;  I'll  mew  you  a  trick  or  two,  you 
mall  kill  him  with,  at  pleafure ;  the  firft  ftoccata,  if 
you  will,  by  this  air,  '•  Til  give  you  a  leflc?:." 

Mat.  Indeed,  you  have  abfoiute  knowledge  i'the 
myftery,  I  have  heard,  fir. 

Bob.  Of  whom  ?  of  whom  ha'  you  heard  it,  I  be- 
feech  you  ? 

Mat.  Troth,  I  have  heard  it  fpoken  of  divers,  that 
you  have  very  rare,  and  un-in-one-breath-utter-able 
fcill,  fir. 

Bab.  By  Heav'n,  no  not  I;  no  fkill  i'th  the  earth  ; 
fome  fmall  rudiments  i'the  fcience,  as  to  know  my 

time, 
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time,  diftance,  or  fo :  I  have  profeft  it  more  for  no-, 
blemen,  and  gentlemens  ufe,  than  mine  own  pradice, 
I  aflure  you  :  '  hoftefs,  accommodate  us  with  another 
'  bed-ftaff  here,  quickly;  lend  us  another  bed-ftaff : 
'  the  woman  does  not  underftand  the  words  of  aftion.' 
Ixx)k  you,  fir  :  exalt  not  your  point  above  this  ftate, 
at  any  hand,  '  and  let  your  poynard  maintain  your 
'  defence,  thus ;  (give  it  the  gentleman,  and  leave 
us,'  fo,  fir.  Come  on  :  O,  twine  your  body  more 
about,  that  you  may  fall  to  a  more  fweet,  comely, 
gentleman-like  guard,  fo,  indifferent:  hollow  your 
your  body  more,  fir,  thus :  now,  ftand  faft  o'your  left 
leg,  note  your  diftance,  keep  your  due  proportion  of 
time — O,  you  diforder  your  point,  mofl  irregularly  ! 

'  Mat.  How  is  the  bearing  of  it  now,  fir  ? 

'  Bob.  O,  out  of  meafure  ill !  a  well  experienc'd 

*  hand  would  pafs  upon  you  at  pleafure. 

'  Mat.  How  mean  you,  lir,  pafs  upon  me? 

'  Bcb.  Why  thus,  fir,   (make  a  thruft  at  me)  come 

*  in  upon  the  anfwer,  controll  your  point,  and  make 

*  a  fall  career  at  the  body  :  the  belt  praftis'd  gallants 
'  of  the  time  name  it  the  paiTada ;  a  moft  defperate 
'  thruft,  believe  it ! 

'  Mat.  Well,  come,  fir. 

*  Bub.  Why,,  you  do  not  manage  your  weapon  with 
'  any  facility  or  grace  to  invite  me !  I  have  no  fpirit 
'  to  play  with  you:  your  dearth  of  judgment  renders 

*  you  tedious. 

'  Mat..  But  one  venue,  fir, 

'  Bob.  Venue!    fie;    moft   grofs  denomination,    as 

*  ever  I  heard  :  O  the  ftoccata,  while  you  live,  fir,  note 
'  that;'  come,  put  on  your  cloak,  and  we'll  go  to 
fome  private  place,  where  yon  are  acquainted,    fome 
tavern,  or  fo and  have  a  bit '  I'll  fend  for  one 

*  of  thefe  fencers,  and  he  {hall   breath  you,  by  my 
'  dire&ion ;  and  then  I  will  teach  you  your  trick : 
'  you  {hall  kill  him  with  it  at  the  firft,  if  you  pleafe. 
'  Why,  I  will  learn  you  by  the  true  judgment  of  the 
«  eye,  hand,  and  foot,  to  controll  any  enemies  point 

*  i'the  wor!4«     Should  your  adverfary  confront  you 

'  with. 


22        EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR. 

•  with  a  piftol,  'twere  nothing,  by  this  hand ;  you 
'  mould  by  the  fame  rule,  controll  his  bullet,  in  a 
'  line,  except  it  were  hail-mot,  and  fpread.'  What 
money  ha'  you  about  you,  Mailer  Matthew  ? 

Mat.  Faith,  I  ha'  not  pail  a  two  /hillings,  or  fo. 

Bob.  "Pis  fomewhat  with  the  leaft ;  but  come ;  we 
will  have  a  bunch  of  radifli,  and  fait,  to  tafte  our  wine, 
and  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  to  clofe  the  orifice  of  the  fto- 
mach ;  and  then  we'll  call  upon  young  Wellbred  : 
perhaps  we  mall  meet  the  Coridon,  his  brother  there, 
and  put  him  to  the  queftion.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     II.     SCENE*  Wareboufe,  belonging 
to  Kitely. 

Enter  Kitely,  Cam,  and  Down-right. 

Kite.  Hp  HO  MAS,  come  hither. 

JL      There  lies  a  note  within  upon  my  defk, 
Here  take  my  key :  it  is  no  matter  neither. 
Where  is  the  boy  ? 

Ca/h.  Within,  fir,  i'  th'  warehoufe. 
Kite.  Let  him  tell  over  ftraight,  that  Spanijb  gold, 
And  weigh  it,  with  the  pieces  of  eight.     Do  you 
See  the  delivery  of  thofe  filver-ftuffs, 
To  Mafter  Lucar  :  Tell  him  if  he  will, 
He  mall  ha'  the  grograms,  at  the  rate  I  told  him, 
And  I  will  meet  him  on  the  Exchange  anon. 

Cajh.  Good,  fir,  [Exit. 

Kite.  Do  you  fee  that  fellow,  brother  Do--wn-rig&t  ? 
Dow.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 
Kite.  He  is  a  jewel,  brother. 
I  took  him  of  a  child,  up  at  my  door, 
And  chriftened  him,  gave  him  mine  own  name  Thomas, 
Since  bred  him  at  the  hofpital ;  where  proving 
A  toward  imp,  I  call'd  him  home,  and  taught  him 
So  much,  as  I  have  made  him  my  cafhier, 
*  And  giv'n  him,  who  had  none,   a  furname,  Cajb  j* 
And  find  him  in  his  place  fofull  of  faith, 
That  I  durfl  trull  my  life  into  his  hands. 
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Dow.  So  would  not  I  in  any  baftard's  brother, 
As  it  is  like  he  is  ;  although  I  knew 
Myfelf  his  father.     But  you  faid  yo'  had  fomewhat 
To  tell  me,  gentle  brother,  what  is't  ?  whatis't? 

Kite.  Faith,  I  am  very  loath  to  utter  it, 
As  fearing  it  may  hurt  your  patience  : 
But  that  I  know  your  judgement  is  of  ftrength, 
Againft  the  nearnefs  of  affeclion— — 

Do*w.  What  need  this  circumftance  ?  pray  you  be 
direa. 

*  Kite.  I  will  not  fay,  how  much  I  do  a/bribe 

*  Unto  your  friendfliip,  nor  in  what  regard 

*  I  hold  your  love;  but  let  my  paft  behaviour, 
«  And  ufage  of  your  fitter,  but  confirm 

'  How  well  I'ave  been  affe&ed  to  your' 

'  Dow.  You  are  too  tedious,'    come  to  the  matter, 

'  the' matter.' 

Kite.  Then  (without  further  ceremony)  thus  : 
My  brother  Well-bred,  fir,  (I  know  not  how) 
Of  late,  is  much  declin'd  in  what  he  was, 
And  greatly  alter'd  in  his  difpofition. 
When  he  came  firft  to  lodge  here  in  my  houfe, 
Ne'er  truft  me  if  I  were  not  proud  of  him  : 
'  Methought  he  bare  himfelf  in  fuch  a  fafhion, 
'  So  full  of  man,  and  fweetnefs  in  his  carriage, 

*  And  (what  was  chief)  it  Ihew'd  not   borrow'd  in 

«  him, 

*  But  all  he  did  became  him  as  his  own, 

'  And  feem'd  as  perfect,  proper,  and  pofleft, 
'  As  breath  with  life  ;  or  colour  with  the  blood.' 
But  now  his  courfe  is  fo  irregular, 
So  loofe,  affe&ed,  and  depriv'd  of  grace, 

*  And  he  himfelf  withal  fo  far  fal'n  off 

*  From  that  firft  place,  as  fcarce  no  note  remains, 

*  To  tell  mens  judgements  where  he  lately  ftood. 

*  He's  grown  a  ftranger  to  all  due  relpeft, 

*  Forgetful  of  his  friends;  and  not  content 
'  Toftale  himfelf  in  all  focieties,' 

He  makes  my  houfe  here  common  as  a  mart, 
A  theatre,  a  public  receptacle 

For 
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For  giddy  humour,  and  difeafed  riot ; 

And  here  (as  in  a  tavern,  or  a  ftew) 

He  and  his  wild  affociates,  fpend  their  hours, 

In  repetition  of  lafcivious  jefts, 

Swear,  leap,  drink,  dance,  and  revel  night  by  night, 

Con  troll  my  fervants;  and  indeed  what  not. 

Dow.  'Sdains,  I  know  not  what  I  mould  fay  to  him, 
i'the  whole  world.!  He  values  me  at  a  crack'd  three- 
farthings,  for  ought  I  fee:  it  will  never  out  of  the 
flefh  that's  bred  i'  the  bone  !  I  have  told  him  enough 
one  would  think,  if  that  would  ferve :  <  but  counfel 
'  to  him,  is  as  good  as  a  moulder  of  mutton  to  a  fick 
horfe.'  Well !  he  knows  what  to  truft  to,  for  George: 
let  him  fpend,  and  fpend,  and  domineer,  'till  his 
heart  ake  :  an'  he  think  to  be  reliev'd  by  me,  when 
he  is  got  into  one  o'your  city  pounds,  the  counters, 
he  has  the.  wrong  fow  ty  the  ear  i'  faith ;  and  claps  his 
difh  at  the  wrong  man's  door:  I'll  lay  my  haiul  o*  my 
halfpenny,  e'er  I  part  with  't  to  fetch  him  out,  I'll 
aflure  him. 

Kite.  Nay,  good  brother,  let  it  not  trouble  you 
thus. 

Doiv.  'Sdeath,  he  mads  me,  I  could  eat  my  very 
fpur-leathers  for  anger!  But,  why  are  you  fo  tame  ? 
Why  do  not  you  fpeak  to  him,  and  tell  him  how  he 
difquiets  your  houfe  ? 

Kite.  O,  there  are  divers  reafons  to  difoade,    bro- 
ther. 

But,  would  yourfelf  vouchfafe  to  travel  in  it, 
(Though  but  with  plain  and  eafy  circumftance,) 
It  would  both  come  much  better  to  his  fenfe, 
And  favour  lefs  of  ftomach,  orofpaffion. 
You  are  is  elder  brother,  and  that  title 
Both  gives,  and  warrants  your  authority, 
'  Which  (by  your  prefence  feconded)  mull  breed 
*  A  kind  of  duty  in  him,  and  regard  :' 
Whereas,  if  I  mould  intimate  the  leaft, 
It  would  but  add  contempt  to  his  neglect, 
Heap  worfe  on  ill,  make  up  a  pile  of  hatred, 
That  in  the  rearing  would  come  tottering  down, 

And 
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And  in  the  ruin  bury  all  our  love. 

Nay  more  than  this,  brother,  if  I  fhould  fpeak, 

He  would  be  ready  from  his  heat  of  humour, 

And  over-flowing  of  the  vapour  in  him, 

To  blow  the  ears  of  his  familiars, 

With  the  falfe  breath  of  telling,  what  difgraces, 

And  low  difparagements,  I  had  put  upon  him. 

Whilft  they,  fir,  to  relieve  him  in  the  fable, 

Make  their  loofe  comments  upon  every  word, 

Gefture,  or  look,  I  ufe ;   mock  me  all  over, 

'  From  my  flat  cap,  unto  my  mining  fhoes  :* 

And,  out  of  their  impetuous  rioting  phant'fiesj 

Beget  fome  (lander  that  mall  dwell  with  me. 

And  what  would  that  be,  think  you  ?  marry  this, 

They  would  give  out  (becaufe  my  wife  is  fair, 

My  felf  but  lately  married,  and  my  fifter 

Here  fojourning  a  virgin  in  my  houfe) 

That  I  were  jealous !  nay  as  fure  death, 

That  they  would  fay.     And  how  that  I  had  quarrell'd, 

My  brother  purpofely,  thereby  to  find 

An  apt  pretext,  to  banim  them  my  houfe, 

DO-M.  Mafs,  perhaps  fo  :  they're  like  enough  to  do  it. 

Kite.  Brother,  they  would,  believe  it;    fo  mould  I 
(Like  one  of  thefe  penurious  quack-falvers) 
But  fet  the  bills  up  to  mine  own  difgrace, 
And  try  experiments  upon  myfelf : 
Lend  fcorn  and  envy  opportunity, 
To  ftab  my  reputation,  and  good  name      •  • 
Eater  Matthew  and  Bobadil. 

Mat.  I  will  fpeak  to  him 

Bci.  Speak  to  him  ?  by  the  foot  of  Pharaoh  you  lhall 
not,  you  mail  not  do  him  that  grace. 

Kite.  '  "  What's  the  matter,  Jirs  .?" 

Bob.  The  time  of  day,    to  you  gentleman   o'the 
houfe.     Is  Mr.  Well-bred  K\n:\^} 

Dow.  How  then  ?  what  mould  he  do  ? 

Bob.  Gentleman  of  the  houfe,    it  is  to  you  ;  is  he 
Vvithin,  fir? 

Kite.  He  came  not  to  his  lodging  to  night,  fir,  I 
aflure  you. 

Do*w.  Why,  do. you  hear  you  ? 

B  Ro&. 
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Bob.  The  gentleman-citizen  hath  fatisfied  me,  I'M 
talk  to  no  fcavenger.  [Exeunt  Bob.  «WMatt. 

Doiv.   How,  fcavenger  ?  flay  fir,  ftay. 

Kite.   Nay,   brother  Do-iun-rigbt.  [Holding  him* 

Dow.  'Heart!  (land  you  away,  an' you  love  me. 

Kite.  You  mail  not  follow  him  now,  I  pray  you, 
brother,  good  faith  you  mail  not ;  I  will  over-rule  you. 

Dow.  Ha?  Scavenger.?  well,  go  to,  I  fay  little; 
but  by  this  good  day,  (God  forgive  me  I  mould  fwear) 
if  I  put  it  up  fo,  fay  I  am  the  rankeft  coward  that  ever 
liv'd.  5Sdains,  and  I  fvvallow  this,  I'll  ne'er  draw 
my  fword  in  the  fight  of  Fleet-ftreet  again  while  I 
live;  Til  fit  in  a  barn  with  Madge- botv let,  and  catch 
mice  firft.  Scavenger  !  '  'Heart,  and  I'll  go  near  to 
'  fill  that  huge  tumbrel-flop  of  yours,  with  fome- 
'  what,  an'  I  have  good  luck  :  your  GaraganiKa 
'  breech  cartnot  carry  it  away  fo.' 

Kite.  Oh  do  not  fret  your  felf  thus,  never  think  on't. 

DOTV.  Thefe  are  my  brother's  conforts,  thefe  !  thefe 
are  his  comrades,  his  walking  mates !  he's  a  gallant,  a 
ca-valiero  too,  right  hang-man  cut  !  let  me  not  live., 
and  I  could  not  find  in  my  heart  to  fwinge  the  whole 

fang  of  'em,  one  after  another,  and  begin  with  him 
rih     I  am  griev'd,  it  mould  be  faid  he  is  my  bro- 
ther, and  take  thefe  courfes  :  well,  as  he  brews,  fo 
(hall  he  drink,  for  George,  again.     Yet  he  mall  hear 
on't,  and  that  tightly  too  an'  I  live,  i'faith. 

Kite.  But  brother,  let  your  reprehenfion  (then) 
Run  in  an  eafy  current,  not  o'er  high 
Carried  with  ramnefs,  or  devouring  choler  ; 
But  rather  ufe  the  foft  perfuading  way, 
'  Whole  powers  will  work  more  gently,  and  compofe 
'  Th' imperfect  thoughts  you  labour  to  reclaim ;' 
More  winning,  than  enforcing  the  confent. 

Dew.  Ay,  ay,  let  me  alone  for  that,  I  warrant  yon. 

[Bell  rings. 

Kite.  How  now  ?  O,  the  bell  rings  to  breakfalt. 
Brother,  I  pray  you  go  in,  and  bear  my  wife 
Company  till  I  come;  I'll  but  give  order 

For  iome  difpatch  of  bufmefs  to  my  fervants 

[Exit.  Down-right. 
Enter 
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*  Enter  Cob. 
*  Kite.  What,  Cob  ?  our  maids  will  have  you  by  the 

'  back  i'  faith; 

For  coming  fo  late  this  morning. 
'  Cob.  Perhaps   fo,  fir,  take  heed  fome  body  have 
not  them  by  the  belly,  for  walking  fo  late  in  the 
evening.  [He  paffes  by  ivitb  his  tucket. 

'  Kite.Well,  yet  my  troubled  fpirit's  fomewhat  eas'd. 
Though  not  repos'd  in  that  fecurity 
As  I  could  wifh  :  But  I  muft  he  content. 
How  e'er  I  fet  a  face  on't  to  the  world: 
Would  I  had  loft  this  finger  at  a  venture, 
So  Well-bred  had  ne'er  lodg'd  within  my  houfe. 
Why  't  cannot  be,  where  there  is  fuch  refort 
Of  wanton  gallants,  and  young  revellers, 
That  any  woman  mould  be  honeft  long. 
Is't  like  that  factious  beauty  will  preferve 
The  public  weal  of  chaitity  unfhaken, 
When  fuch  flreng  motives  mufter,  and  make  head 
Againft  her  fingle  .peace  ?  No,  no  :  Beware 
When  mutual  appetite  doth  meet  to  treat, 
And  fpirits  of  one  kind  and  quality, 
Come  once  to  parley  in  the  pride  of  blood, 
It  is  no  flow  confpiracy  that  follows. 
Well,  (to  be  plain)  if  I  but  thought  the  time 
Had  .anfwer'd  their  affedlions,  all  the  world 
Should  not  perfuade  me  but  I  were  a  cuckold, 
Marry,  I  hope  they  ha'  not  got  that  ftart.; 
For  cpportnnity  hath  baulkt  'em  yet, 
And  lhall  do  ftill,  while  I  have  eyes  and  ears, 
To  attend  the  impofitions  of  my  heart. 
My  prefence  (hall  be  as  an  iron  bar, 
'Twixt  the  confpiring  motions  of  defire  : 
Yea  every  look,  or  glance  mine  eyes  eje£l, 
Shall  .check  occaiion,  as  one  doth  his  flave, 
When  he  forgets  the  limits  of  prefcription.' 

Enter  Dame  Kitely. 
Dame.   Sifter  Bridget,  pray  you  fetch  down  the  rofe- 

water  above  in  the  clofet.    Sweet-heart,  will  you  come 

in  to  brcnkfail  ? 

Kite.  An'.lhe  have  over-heard  me  now? 

B  2  Dame. 
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Dame.  I  pray  thee,  (good  Mu/s)    we  ftay  for  you. 

Kite.  By  heav'n  I  would  not  for  a  thoufand  angels. 

Dame.  What  ail  you,  fweet-heart?  are  you  not 
well  ?  fpeak  good  Mu/s. 

Kite.  Troth  my  head  akes  extreamly,  on  a  fudden. 

Dame.   O,   the  Lord  ! 

Kite .  How  now  ?  what  ? 

Dame.  Alas,  how  it  burns  ?  Mufs,  keep  you  warm, 
good  truth  it  is  this  new  difeafe,  there's  a  number  are 
troubled  withal !  for  loves  fake  fweet-heart,  come  in, 
out  of  the  air. 

Kite .  How  fimple,  and  how  fubtil  are  her  anfwers  ? 
A  new  difeafe,  and  many  troubled  with  it ! 
Why  true  ;  me  heard  me,  all  the  world  to  nothing. 

Dame .  I  pray  thee,  good  fweet-heart  come  in ; 
the  air  will  do  you  harm,  in  troth. 

Kite.  '  The  air  !  (he  has  me  i'  the  wind !  fweet-heart,' 
I'll  come  to  you  prefently ;  'twill  away  I  hope. 

Dame.  Pray  Heav'n  it  do.  [Exit  Dame. 

Kite.  A  new  difeafe  !  1  know  not,  new  or  old, 
But  it  may  well  be  call'd  poor  mortals  plague ; 
For  like  a  peftilence,  it  doth  infecl 
The  houfes  of  the  brain.    Firft  it  begins 
Solely  to  work  upon  the  phantafy, 
Filling  her  feat  with  fuch  peftiferous  air, 
As  foon  corrupts  the  judgmeut ;  and  from  thence, 
Sends  like  contagion  to  the  memory : 
Still  each  to  other  giving  the  infection. 
Which  as  a  fubtil  vapour  fpreads  itfelf 
Confufedly,  through  every  fenfive  part, 
Till  not  a  thought  or  motion  in  the  mind 
Be  free  from  the  black  poifon  of  fufpeft. 
Ah,  but  what  mifery  is  it  to  know  this  ? 
Or  knowing  it,  to  want  the  mind's  direction 
In  fuch  extrezms  ?  well,  I  will  once  more  ilrive 
(In  fpite  of  this  black  cloud)  myfelf  to  be, 
And  ihake  the  fever  oft",  that  thus  makes  me.     [Exit. 

SCENE  Moor-ftlds. 
Fitter  Brain-worm,  difguis'd like  afoldicr, 
Brai.  'Slid,  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  fee  my 

fel/ 
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felf  translated  thus,  '  from  a  poor  creature  to  a  crea- 
'  tor;'  for  now  muft  I  create  an  intolerable  fort  of 
lies,  or  my  prefent  profeffion  lofes  the  grace  :  and 
yet  the  He  to  a  man  of  my  coat,  is  as  ominous  a  fruit, 
as  the  fico,  O  fir,  it  holds  for  good  policy  ever,  to 
have  that  outwardly  in  vileft  eftimation,  that  inwardly 
is  moft  dear  to  us.  So  much  for  my  borrowed  fhape. 
Well,  the  troth  is,  my  old  matter  intends  to  follow  niy 
young,  dry-foot,  over  Moorjields  to  London,  this  morn- 
ing;  now  I  knowing  of  this  hunting- match,  or  rather 
confpiracy,  and  to  infinuate  with  my  young  matter, 
(for  fo  muft  we  that  are  blue-waiters,  and  men  of 
hope  and  fervice  do,  '  or  perhaps  we  may  wear 
'  motley  at  the  years  end,  and  who  wears  motley, 
*  you  know)'  have  got  me  afore  in  this  difguife,  de- 
termining here  to  lie  in  ambufcade,  and  intercept  him 
in  the  mid-way.  If  I  can  but  get  his  cloak,  his 
purfe,  his  hat,  nay,  any  thing  to  cut  him  off,  that  is, 
to  flay  his  journey,  <veni,  <vidi,  <vici,  I  may  fay  with 
captain  C<e/ar;  I  am  made  for  ever  i'faith.  Well, 
now  muft  I  praftife  to  get  the  true  garb  of  one  of 
thofe  lance-knights,  my  arm  here,  and  my  • 
young  matter !  and  his  coufm,  Mr.  Stephen,  as  I  am 
true  counterfeit  man  of  war,  and  no  fold.ier  !  [Retires. 
Enter  E.  Kno'well  and  Matter  Stephen. 

E.  Kno.  So,  fir ;  and  how  then  coz  ? 

Step.   S'foot,  I  have  loft  my  purfa,  I  think. 

E.  Kno.  How  ?  loft  your  your  purfe  r  where  ?  when 
had  you  it? 

Step'.  I  cannot  tell,  ftay. 

Brai.  'Slid,  I  am  afraid  they  will  know  me  ;  would 
I  could  get  by  them. 

E.  Kno.  What?  ha' you  it? 

Step.   No,  I  think  I  was  bewitcht,  I    •     n       • 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  do  not  weep  the  lofs,hangit,  let  itgo.' 

Step.  Oh,  it's  here :  no,  an'  it  had  been  loft,  I 
had  not  car'd,  but  for  a  jet  ring  Mrs.  Mary  fent  me. 

E.  Kno.   A  jet  ring  ?   O  the  poejy,  the  poefy  ? 

Step.  Fine,  i'faith  !  though  fancy  Jleep,  my  love  is 
deep.  Meaning,  that  tho'  I  did  not  fancy  her,  yet 
fhe  loved  me  dearly. 

B  3  E.  Knovj. 
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E.  Kno.  Moft  excellent ! 

Step.  And  then  I  fent  her  another,  and  my  pcefy 
was,  The  deeper  the  fleeter,  Pll  be  jv.dg'd  by  St.  Peter.' 

£.  Kno.  How,vby  St.  Peter  ?  I  do  not  conceive  that. 

Step,  Marry,  St.  Peter,  to  make  up  the  metre. 

E.  Kno.  Well,  there  the  faint  was  your  good  pa- 
tron, hehelptyou  at  your  need;  thank  him,  thankhim. 

Brai.  I  cannot  take  leave  on  }em  fo ;  I  will  ven- 
ture, come  what  will.  [He  comes  back.']  Gentlemen, 
pleafe  you  change  a  few  crowns  for  a  very  excellent 
good  blade  here  ?  I  am  a  poor  gentleman,  a  foldier, 
one  that  (in  the  better  ftate  of"  my  fortunes)  fcorn'd 
fo  mean  a  refuge  ;  but  now  it  is  the  humour  of  necef- 
fity  to  have  it  fo.  You  feem  to  be  gentlemen  well 
affected  to  martial  men,  elfe  fhould  I  rather  die  with 
filence,  than  live  with  friame.  However,  vouchfafe 
to  remember  it  is  my  want  fpeaks,  not  my  felf :  this 
condition  agrees  not  with  my  fpirit 

E.  Kno.  Where  haft  thou  ferv'd  ? 

Brai.  May  it  pleafe  you,  fir,  in  all  the  late  wars 
of  Bc!-emia,  Hungaria,  Daltnatia,  Poland,  where  not, 
fir  ?  I  have  been  a  poor  fervitor  by  fea  and  land,  any 
time  this  fourteen  years,  and  follow'd  the  fortunes  of 
the  belt  commanders  in  Cbriftendom.  I  was  twice 
Ihot  at  the  taking  of  Aleppo,  once  at  the  relief  of 
Vienna ;  I  have  been  at  MarfeiUes,  Naples,  and  the 
Adriatick  gulf,  a  gentleman  flave  in  the  gallies  thrice, 
where  I  was  moil  dangeroufly  mot  in  the  head,  thro' 
both  the  thighs,  and  yet  being  thus  maim'd,  I  am 
void  of  maintenance,  nothing  left  me  but  my  fcars^ 
the  noted  marks  of  my  refolution. 

Step.  How  will  you  fell  this  rapier,  friend  ? 

Brai.  Generous  fir,  I  refer  it  to  your  own  judg- 
ment; you  are  a  gentleman,  give  me  what  you  pleafe. 

Step,  True,  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  know  that  friend  : 
But  what  though  ?  I  pray  you  fay,  what  would  you  aflt  ? 

Brai.  I  aflure  you,  the  blade  may  become  the  fide 
'•or  thigh  of  the  beft  prince  in  Europe. 

E.  Kno.  Ay,  with  a  velvet  fcabbard,  *  I  think.' 

Step.  Nay  an't  be  mine,  it  mail  have  a  velvet  fcab- 
bard. 
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rurd  coz,  that's  flat  :  I'd  not  wear  it  as  'tis,  an'  you 
•.vould  give  me  an  angel. 

&-ai.  At  your  worthip's  pleafurc,  fir  ;  nay  'tis  a 
moil  pure  Toledo. 

Step.  I  had  rather  it  were  a  Spaniard.  But  tell  me, 
whatihall  I  give  you  for  it  ?  An'  it  had  a  filver  hilt-< — • 

£.  Kno.  Come,  come,  you  ihall  not  buy  it ;  hold, 
there's  a  milling,  fellow,  take  thy  rapier. 

Step.  Why,  but  I  will  buy  it  now,  becaufe  you  fay 
fo  -y..  and  there's  another  milling,  fellow,  I  fccrn  to 
be  out-bidden.  What,  mall  1  walk  with  a  cudgel, 
like  Higgin-bottorn,  and  may  have  a  rapier  for  money  ? 

E.  Kno.  You  may  buy  one  in  the  city. 

Step.  Tut,  I'll  buy  this  i'  the  field,  fo  I  will ;  I 
have  a  mind  to't,  becaufe  'tis  a  field  rapier.  Tell 
me  your  loweft  price. 

E.  Kno.  You  mail  net  buy  it,  I  fay. 

Step.  By  this  money,  bat   I   will,  though   I  give 
mote  than  'tis  worth. 
.    E.  Kno.  Come  away,  you  are  a  fool. 

Step.  Friend,  I  am  a  fool,  that's  granted;  but  I'll 
have  it,  for  that  word's  fake.  Follow  me  for  your 
money. 

Brai.  At  your  fervice,  fir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Kno'vvell. 

Km.  I  Cannot  lofe  the  thought,  yet,  of  this  letter, 
Sent  to  my  fon,  nor  leave  t'  admire  the  change 
Of  manners,  and  the  breeding  of  our  youth- 
Within  the  kingdom,  fince  myfelf  was  one. 
When  I  was  young,  he  liv'd  act  in  the  flews 
Durll  have  conceiv'd  a  fcorn,  and  utter'd  it,. 
On  a  grey  head  ;  age  was  authority 
Againit  a  buffoon,  and  a  man  .had  then 
Ascertain  reverence  paid  unto  his  years, 
That  had  none  due  unto  his  life.     '  So  much 
'  The  fanftity  of  fome  prevail'd,  for  others.' 
But  now  we  all  afe  fall'n  ;  youth,  from  their  fear  ; 
And  age,  from  that  which  bred  it,  good  example. 
Nay,  would  ourfelves  were  not  the  firft,  even  parents, 
That  did  deliroy  the  hopes  in  our  own  children, 
'  Or  they  not  learn'd  our  vices  in  their  cradles : 

Ii  4  'And 
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'  And  fuck'd  in  our  ill  cuftoms  with  their  milk. 

'   K'er  all  their  teeth  be  born,  or  they  can  fpeak, 

1  We  make  their  palates  cunning:'  the  firft  words 

We  form  their  tongues  with,  are  licentious  jefts : 

Can  it  call  whore  ?  cry  baftard  }  O  then  kifs  it  ! 

A  witty  child  !  can't  fwear  ?  the  father's  darling  ! 

'~'vr  it  two  plums.     Nay,  rather  than't  mall  learn 

No  bawdy  fong,  the  mother  herfelf  will  teach  it ! 

But  this  is  in  the  infancy,   '  the  days 

'  Of  the  long  coat ;'  when  it  puts  on  the  breeches, 

It  will  put  off  all  this.     Ay,  it  is  like, 

'\v>.en  it  is  gone  into  the  bone  already. 

Me,  no  ;  this  dye  goes  deeper  than  the  coat, 

Or  fliirt,  or  Ikin  :  it  ftains  unto  the  liver, 

And  hrart,  in  fome :  and,  rather  than  it  mould  not, 

Note  what  we  fathers  do  !  look  how  we  live  I 

What  miftrefies  we  keep  !  at  what  expence, 

1  In  cur  fon's  eyes !  where  they  may  handle  our  gifts, 

'  Hear  our  lafcivious  courtfhips,  fee  our  dalliance, 

*  Tafte  of  the  fame  provoking  meats  with  us, 

*  To  ruin  of  our  'Hate  !  nay,  when  our  own 

*  Portion  is  fled,  to  prey  on  their  remainder, 
'  We  call  them  into  fellowfhip  of  vice  ; 

'  Bait  'em  with  the  young  chamber-maid,  to  feal  j* 
And  teach  'cm  all  bad  ways  to  buy  affliction. 

*  This  is  one  path  :  but  there  are  millions  more, 

'  In  which  we  fpoil  our  own,  with  leading  them.' 
Well,  I  thank  Heav'n,  I  never  yet  was  he 
That  travell'd  with  my  fon  before  fixteen, 
To  ihevv  him  the  Venetian  courtezans ; 
Nor  read  the  grammar  of  cheating,  I  had  made, 
To  my  lharp  boy,  at  twelve  ;  repeating  ftill 
The  rule,  get  money  ;  ftill,  get  money,  boy  ; 
J\  o  matter  by  <uchat  means  ;   '  money  :will  do 

more,  beys,  than  my  lord's  letter.     Neither  have  I 

Dreft  fnails  or  mufhrooms  curioufly  before  him, 

Perfum'd  my  fauces,  and  taught  him  to  make  'em ; 

Preceding  ftill,  with  my  grey  glnttony, 

At  all  the  ord'naries,  and  only  fear'd 

His  palate  ihould  degenerate,  not  his  manners.' 

Thefe 
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Thefe  are  the  trade  of  fathers  now ;  however, 
My  fon,  I  hope,  hath  met  within  my  threftiold 
None  of  thefe  houfhold  precedents,  which  are  ftrong, 
And  fwift,  to  rape  youth  to  their  precipice. 
But  let  the  houfe  at  home  be  ne'er  fo  clean 
Swept,  or  kept  fweet  from  filth,   '  nay  duft  and  cob- 
If  he  will  live  abroad  with  his  companions,      [webs,' 
In  riot  and  mifrule  it  is  worth  a  fear. 
'  Nor  is  the  danger  of  converfing  lefs 
'  Than  all  that  I  have  mention'd  of  example.' 
Enter  Brain  worm. 

Brat.  My  mafter  ?  nay,  faith  have  at  you ;  I  am 
flefh'd  now,  I  have  fped  fo  well,  "  though  I  mnjt 
"  attact  you  in  a  different  nuay."  Worfhipful  fir,  I 
befeech  you,  refpeft  the  eftate  of  a  poor  foldier ;  I 
am  afham'd  of  this  bafe  courfe  of  life  (God's  my 
comfort)  but  extremity  provokes  me  to't,  what  re- 
medy ? 

Kno.  I  have  not  for  you,  now. 

Brai.  By  the  faith  I  bear  unto  truth,  gentleman, 
it  is  no  ordinary  cuitom  in  me,  but  only  to  prefervs 
manhood.  I  proteft  to  you,  a  man  I  have  been,  a 
man  I  may  be,  by  your  fweet  bounty. 

Kno,  Pr'y  thee,  good  friend,  be  fatisfied. 

Brai.  Good  fir,  by  that  hand,  you  may  do  the 
part  of  a  kind  gentleman,  in  lending  a  poor  foldier 
the  price  of  two  cans  of  beer,  (a  matter  of  fmall 
value)  the  king  of  Heav'n  ihall  pay  you,  and  I  mall 
reit  thankful :  fweet  wormip 

Kno.  Nay,  an'  you  be  fo  importunate  • 

Brai.  Oh,  tender,  fir,  need  will  have  its  courfe : 
I  was  not  made  to  this  vile  life  !  well,  the  edge  of 
the  enemy  could  not  have  abated  me  fo  much  :  it's 
hard  when  a  man  hath  ferv'd  in  his  prince's  caufe, 
ar.d  be  thus — [He  ivesps.]  Honourable  worihip,  let 
me  derive  a  fmail  piece  of  filver  from  you,  it  Ihall 
not  be  given  in  the  courfe  of  time  ;  by  this  good 
ground,  I  was  fain  to  pawn  my  rapier  laft  night 
for  a  poor  fupper ;  I  had  fuck'd  the  hilts  long  before, 
I  am  a.  Pagan  elfe  :  fweet  honour. 

B  5  Km. 
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Kno.  Believe  me,  I  am  taken  with  fome  wonder, 
To  think  a  fellow  of  thy  outward  prefence, 
Should  (in  the  frame  and  fafliion  of  his  mind) 
Be  fo  degenerate,  and  fordid-bafe  ! 
Art  thou  a  man  ?  and  fham'ft  thou  not  to  beg  ? 
To  pra&ife  fuch  a  fervile  kind  of  life  ? 
Why,  were  thy  education  ne'er  fo  mean, 
Having  thy  limbs,  a  thoufand  fairer  courfes 
Offer  themfelves  to  thy  election . 
Either  the  wars  might  lull  fupply  thy  wants, 
Or  fervice  of  fome  virtuous  gentleman, 
Or  honeft  labour  :   nay,  what  can  I  name, 
But  would  become  thee  better  than  to  beg  ? 
But  men  of  thy  condition  feed  on  floth, 
As  doth  the  beetle,  on  the  dung  llie  breeds  in, 
Not  caring  how  the  metal  of  yoar  minds 
Is  eaten  with  the  rufl  of  idlenefs. 
Now,  afore  me,  what  e'er  he  be,  that  mould 
Relieve  a  perfon  of  thy  quality, 
While  thou  infills  in  this  loofe  defperate  courfe, 
I  would  efteem  the  fin,  not  thine,  but  his. 

Brai.  Faith   fir,  I  would   gladly  find  fome  other 
courfe,  if  fo  • 

Kno.  Ay,  you'd  gladly  find  it,  but  you  will  not 
feek  it. 

Brai.  Alas,  fir,  where  mould  a  man  feek  ?  in  the 
wars,  there's  no  afcent  by  defert  in   thefe  days ;   but 

• and  for  fervice,  would  it  were  as  foon  purchaft, 

as  wim'd   for  (the  air's  my  comfort)  I  know  what  I 
would  fay-        — 

Kno.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Brai.   Pleafe  you,  Fitz-Sword,   fir, 

Kno.  Fif%-$<worJ? 

Say  that  a  man  fhould  entertain  thee  now, 
Would'lt  thou  be  honeft,  humble,  juft,  and  true  ? 

Brai.   Sir,  by  the  place,  and  honour  of  a  foldier— 

Kno.  Nay,  nay,  I   like   not   thofe    affected  oaths  ; 
fpeak  plainly  man  :  what  think'll  thou  of  my  words  ? 

Brai,  Nothing,  fir,  but  wilh  my  fortune  were  as 
happy,  as  my  fervice  ihould  be  honeft. 

Kno. 


EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR.        35 

Kno.  Well,  follow  me,  I'll  prove  the,  if  thy  deeds 
will  carry  a  proportion  to  thy  words.  [Exit. 

Brai.  Yes  fir,  tfraight,  i'll  but  garter  my  hofe. 
Oh  that  my  belly  were  hoop'd  now,  for  I  am  ready  to 
burlt  with  laughing  !  never  was  bottle  or  bag-pipe 
fuller.  'Slid,  was  there  ever  feen  a  fox  in  years  to 
betray  himfelf  thus  ?  now  mall  I  be  pofleft  of  all  his 
counfels:  and  by  that  conduit,  my  young  matter. 
Well,  he  is  refolv'd  to  prove  my  honefty  ;  faith,  and 
I  am  refolv'd  to  prove  his  patience :  Oh  I  mail  abufe 
him  intolerably.  This  fmall  piece  of  fervice  will 
bring  him  clean  out  of  love  with  the  foldier  for  ever. 
He  will  never  come  within  the  fign  of  it,  the  fight 
»f  a  red  coat,  or  a  muflcet-refl  again.  '  He  will 
'  hate  the  mufters  zt.  Mile-end  hi  it,  to  his  dying  day.' 
It's  no  matter,  let  the  world  think  me  a  bad  counter- 
feit, if  I  cannot  give  him  the  flip,  at  an  inftant : 
why,  this  is  better  than  to  have  ftaid  his  journey  ! 
well,  i'll  follow  him  :  Oh,  how  I  long  to  be  em- 
ployed ! 

"   With  change  of  voice,  thefe  fears,  and  many,  an  oath 
"  •  I' II  follow  Jon  andjlre,  and  fer<ve  'em  both."     [Ex:  ft 


ACT     III.        SCENE    Stocks  Market. 
u    ,  iVijL  ji  >;:;    ,'tjt    i-  jl ,  ,    <  r,  •      ,-...•• 

Enter  Matthew,  Well-bred,  and  Bobadill.. 

3Iat.  "TTES,  faith,  fir,  we  were  at  your  lodging  to 
j[      feek  you  too. 

Well.  Oh,  I  came  not  there  to  night. 

Bob.  Your  brother  delivered  us  as  much, 

Wei.  Who  ?  my  brother  Downright  ? 

Boi.  He.  Mr.  Wellbred,  I  know  not  in  what  kind 
you  hold  me  ;  but  let  me  fay  to  you  this  :  as  fure  as 
honour,  I  efteem  it  fo  much  out  of  the  fun-mine  of 
reputation,  to  throw  the  leait  beam  of  regard  upon 
fuch  a  

Wei.  Sir,  I  muil  hear  no  ill  words  of  my  brother. 

Bob. 
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Bob.  I  proteft  to  you,  as  I  have  a  thing  to  be  fav'd 
about  me,  I  never  faw  any  gentleman-like-part 

Wei.  Good  captain  [faces  about'}  to  fome  other 
difcourfe. 

Bob.  With  your  leave,  fir,  an'  there  were  no  more 
men  living  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  I  fhould  not 
fancy  him,  by  St.  George. 

Mat.  Troth,  nor  I,  he  is  of  a  ruftical  cut,  I  know 
not  how  ;  he  doth  not  carry  himfelf  like  a  gentleman 
offafhion 

Well.  O,  Mr.  Matthew,  that's  a  grace  .peculiar  but 
to  a  few,  '  quos  acquits  awa-vit  Jupiter. 

'  Mat.  I  underltand  you,  fir. 

'  Well.  No  queition,  you  do,  or  you  do  not,  fir.' 

Enter  Young  Kno'well  and  Stephen. 
Ned  Kno'<well !  by  my  foul  welcome  ;  how  doft  thou 
fweet  fpirit,  my  genius  ?  'Slid,  I  mall  love  Apollo,  and 
the  mad  Thefpian  girls  the  better,  while  I  live,  for 
this  ;  my  dear  fury  :  now,  I  fee  there's  fome  love  in 
thee  !  firrah,  thefe  be  the  two  I  writ  to  thee  of.  Nay, 
what  a  drowfy  humour  is  this  now?  why  doft  thou 
not  fpeak  ? 

E.  XKO.  O,  yea  are  a  fine  gallant,  you  fent  me  a 
rare  letter ! 

Well.  Why,  was't  not  rare  ? 

E.  Kno.  Yes,  I'll  be  fworn,  I  was  ne'er  guilty  of 
reading  the  like  ;  match  it  in  all  Pliny's  '  or  Symma- 
*  ckus'  Epiftles,  and  I'll  have  my  judgment  burn'd  in 
the.  ear  for  a  rogue  :  make  much  of  thy  vein,  for  it  is 
inimitable.  But  I  marvel  what  camel  it  was,  that  had 
the  carriage  of  it :  fur,  doubtlefs,  he  was  no  ordinary 
beaft  that  brought  it ! 

Wei.  Why? 

E.  Kno.  Why,  fay'ft  thou  ?  why  doft  thou  think  that 
any  reafonable  creature,  efpecially  in  the  morning  (the 
fober  time  of  the  day  too)  could  have  miftaken  my  fa- 
ther for  me  ? 

Wei.  'Slid,  you  jeft,  I  hope  ? 

E.  Kno.  Indeed,  the  beft  ufe  we  can  turn  it  to,  is 
to  make  a  jeft  on't,  now  :  but  I'll  affure  you,  my  fa- 
ther 
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ther  had  the  full  view  o'  your  flourifhing  ftile,  '  fome: 
'  hour'  before  I  favv  it. 

Wei.  What  a  dull  flave  was  this  ?  but,  firrah,  what 
faid  he  to  it,  i'faith  ? 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  I  know  not  what  he  faid  :  but  I  have 
a  fhrewd  guefs  what  he  thought. 

Well.  What?  what? 

E.  Kno.  Marry,  that  thou  art  fome  ftrange  diflblute 
young  fellow,  and  I  a  grain  or  two  better,  for  keeping 
thee  company. 

Well.  Tut,  that  thought  is  like  the  moon  in  her  laft 
quarter,  'twill  change  Ihortly  :  but,  firrah,  I  pray  thee 
be  acquainted  with  my  two  hang-by's  here  ;  thou  wilt 
take  exceeding  pleafure  in  'em,  if  thou  hear'ft  'em 
once  go  :  my  wind-inftruments.  I'll  wind  'em  up — 
but  what  ftrange  piece  of  filence  is  this  ?  the  fign  of  a 
dumb  man  ? 

E.  Kno.  O,  lir,  a  kinfman  of  mine,  one  that  may 
make  your  mufick  the  fuller,  and  he  pleafe,  he  has 
his  humour,  fir. 

Well.  O,  what  is't  ?  what  is't  ? 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  I'll  neither  do  your  judgment,  nor 
his  folly  that  wrong,  as  to  prepare  your  apprehenfion  : 
I'll  leave  him  to  the  mercy  o'  your  fearch,  if  you  can 
take  him,  fo. 

Well.  Well,  Captain  Eobadil,  Mr.  Matthew,  I  pray 
you  know  this  gentleman  here,  he  is  a  friend  of  mine, 
and  one  that  will  deferve  your  affeftion.  I  know  not 
your  name,  fir,  but  I  mall  be  glad  of  any  occafion,  to 
render  me  more  familiar  to  you. 


[To  Majler  Stephen. 
i,  fir,  J 


Step.  My  name  is  Mr.  Stephen,  fir,  I  am  this  gentle- 
man's own  coufin,  fir,  his  father  is  mine  uncle,  fir  :  I 
am  fomewhat  melancholy,  but  you  mail  command  me, 
fir,  in  whatfoever  is  incident  to  a  gentleman. 

Bob.  Sir,  I  muft  tell  you  this,  I  am  no  general  man,, 
but  for  Mr.  Well-bred^  fake  (you  may  embrace  it  at 
what  height  of  favour  you  pleafe)  I  do  communicate 
with  you,  and  conceive  you  to  be  a  gentleman  of  fome 
parts ;  I  love  few  words.  [To  Kno'well. 

E.  Kno. 
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E.  Kno.  And  I  fewer,  fir,  I  have  fcarce  enow  to 
thank  you. 

Mat,  But  are  you  indeed,  fir,  fo  given  to  it  ? 

[To  Mafter  Stephen. 

Step,  Ay  truly,  fir,  I  am  mightily  given  to  melan- 
choly. 

Mat.  O,  it's  your  only  fine  humour,  fir,  your  true 
melancholy  breeds  your  perfeft  fine  wit,  fir  :  I  am 
melancholy  myfelf,  divers  times,  fir,,  and  then  do  I 
no  more  but  take  pen  and  paper  prefently,  and  over- 
flow you  half  a  fcore,  or  a  dozen  of  fonnets  at  a 
fitting. 

'  E,  Kno    Sure  he  utters  them  then  by  the  grofs. 

'  Step.  Truly,  fir,  and  I  love  fuch  things  out  of 

*  meafure. 

'  £.,  Kno.  I'faith,  better  than  in  meafure,  I'll  un- 
'  dertake. 

'  Mat.  Why,  I  pray  you,  fir,  make  ufe  of  my  ftudy, 
f  it's  at  your  fervice. 

'  Step.  I  thank  you,  fir,  I  fliall  be  bold,  I  warrant 

*  you  ;  have  you  a  ftool  there,  to  be  melancholy  upon  ? 

'  Mat.  That  I  have,  fir,  and  fome  papers  there  of 
'  mine  own  doing,  at  idle  hours,  that  you'll  fay  there's 
f  fome  fparks  of  wit  in  'em,  when  you  fee  them. 

'  Wei.  Would  the  fparks  would  kindle  once,  and 
'  become  a  fire  amongft  'em,  I  might  fee  felf- love 
'  burnt  for  her  herefy.' 

Step.  Coufin,  is  it  well  ?  am  I  melancholy  enough  ? 

E.  Kn.  O,  ay,  excellent ! 

Wei.  Captain  Bobadil,  why  mufe  you  fo  ? 

E.  Kno.  He  is  melancholy  too. 

Bob.  Faith>  fir,  I  was  thinking  of  a  moft  honourable 
piece  of  feivice,  was  perform'd  to-morrow,  being  St. 
Mark's  day,  lhall  be  fome  ten  years,  now.  ' 

E.  Kno.  In  what  place,  captain  ? 

Bob.  Why,  at  the  beleag'ring  of  Strigonhim,  where, 
in  lefs  than  two  hours,  fe^en  hundred  refolute  gentle- 
men, as  any  were  in  Europe,  loft  their  lives  upon  the 
breach.  I'll  tell  you,  gentlemen,  it  was  the  firft,  but 
the  beft  leagure  that  ever  I  beheld  with  thefe  eyes,  ex- 
cept 
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cept  the  taking  of— —what  do  you  call  it,  laftyear, 
by  the  Genoefe,  but  that  (of  all  other)  was  the  moil 
fatal  and  dangerous  exploit  that  ever  I  was  rang'd  in, 
fmce  I  firil  bore  arms  before  the  face  of  the  enemy,  as 
I  am  a  gentleman  and  a  foldier. 

Step.  'So,  I  had  as  lief  as  an  angel  I  could  fwear  as 
well  as  that  gentleman. 

E.  Kno.  Then,  you  were  a  fervitor  at  both,  it  feems ; 
at  Strigonhnn,  and  what  do  you  call't  ? 

Bob.  O  Lord,  iir,  by  St.  George,  I  was  the  firft  man 
that  entred  the  breach  :  and,  had  I  not  effected  it  with 
refolutipn,  I  had  be«n  flain  if  I  had  had  a  million  of 
lives. 

E.  Kno.  'Twas  pity  you  had  not  ten ;  a  cat's  and 
your  own,  i'faith.  But,  was  it  poflible  ? 

Mat.  (Pray  you,  mark  this  difcourfe,  fir. 

Step.  So  I  do.) 

Bob.  I  allure  you  (upon  my  reputation)  'tis  true, 
and  yourfelf  mall  confeis. 

E.  Kno.  You  muft  bring  me  to  the  rack,  firft. 

Bob.  Obferve  me  judicially,  fweet  fir ;  they  had 
planted  me  three  demi-culverins  jufl  in  the  mouth  of 
the  breach  ;  now,  fir,  (as  we  were  to  give  on)  their 
mailer-gunner,  (a  man  of  no  mean  (kill  and  mark, 
you  muft  think)  confronts  me  with  his  linftock,  ready 
to  give  fire ;  I  fpying  his  intendment,  difcharg'd1  my 
petrionel  in  his  bolbm,  and  with  thefe  fingle  arms, 
my  poor  rapier,  ran  violently  upon  the  Moors  that 
guarded  the  ordnance,  and  put  'em  pell-mell  to  the 
fword. 

Wei.  To  the  fword  ?  to  the  rapier,  captain  ? 

E.  Kno.  O,  it  was  a  good  figure  obferv'd,  fir  !  but 
did  you  all  this,  captain,  without  hurting  your  blade  ? 

Bob.  Without  any  impeach  o'  the  earth ;  you  mail 
perceive,  fir.  It  is  the  moft  fortunate  weapon  that  ever 
rid  on  poor  gentleman's  thigh  ;  lhall  I  tell  you,  fir? 
you  talk  of  Mcrglay,  Excalibur,  Durindana,  or  fo  :  tut, 
I  lend  no  credit  to  that  is  fabled  of  'em,  I  know  the 
virtue  of  mine  own,  and  therefore  I  dare  the  boldlier 
maintain  it. 

Shp. 
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Step.  I  marvel  whether  it  be  a  Toledo,  or  no  I 

Bob.  A  moft  perfect  Toledo ,  I  affure  you,  fir. 

Step.  I  have  a  countryman  of  his  here. 

Mat.  Pray  you,  let's  fee,  fir ;  yes  faith,  it  is  ! 

Bob.  This  a  Toledo  ?  pirn. 

Step.  Why  do  you  pirn,  captain  ? 

Bob.  A  Fleming,  by  Heav'n  :  I'll  buy  them  for  a 
guilder  apiece,  an'  I  would  have  a  thoufand  of  them. 

E.  Kno.  How  fay  you,  coufin  ?  I  told  you  thus  much. 

Wei.  Where  bought  you  it,  Mailer  Stephen  ? 

Step.  Of  a  fcurvy  rogue  foldier  (a  hundred  of  lice 
go  with  him)  he  fwore  it  was  a  Toledo. 

Bob.  A  poor  provant  rapier,  no  better. 

Mat.  Mafs,  I  think  it  be,  indeed,  now  I  look  on't 
better. 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  the  longer  you  look  on't,  the  worfe. 
Put  it  up,  put  it  up. 

Step.  Well,  I  will  put  it  up  ;  but  by (I  ha'  for- 
got the  captain's  oath,  I  thought  to  ha'  fworn  by  it) 
an'  e'er  I  meet  him—- — — 

Wei.  O,  'tis  paft  help  now,  fir,  you  muft  have 
patience. 

Step.  Whorfon  coney-catching  rafcal !  I  could  eat  the 
very  hilts  for  anger. 

E.  Kno.  A  fign  of  good  digeflion  ;  you  have  an 
oitrich-flomach,  couiin. 

Step.  A  ftomach  ?  would  I  had  him  here,  you  ihould 
fee  an'  I  had  a  ftomach. 

Wei.  It's  better  as  'tis :  come  gentlemen,  mail  we  go  ? 
Enter  Brain-worm. 

E.  Kno.  A  miracle  couiin,  look  here  !  look  here  ! 

Step.  O  God'slid,  by  your  leave,  do  you  know  me, 
fir  > 

Brain.  Ay,  fir,  I  know  you  by  fight. 

Step.  You  fold  me  a  rapier,  did  you  not  ? 

Brain.  Yes,  marry  did  I,  fir. 

Step.  You  faid  it  was  a  Toledo,  ha  ? 

Brain.  True,  I  did  fo. 

Step.  But  it  is  none. 

Brain.  No,  fir,  I  confefs  it  is  none. 

Step. 
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Step.  Do  you  confefs  it  ?  gentlemen  bear  witnefs, 
he  has  confeft  it :  bv  God's  will,  an'  you  had  not  con- 
feft it 

E,  Kno.  O  coufin,  forbear,  forbear. 

Step.  Nay,  I  have  done,  coufin. 

Wei.  Why,  you  have  done  like  a  gentleman,  he  has 
confeft  it,  what  would  you  more  ? 

Step.  Yet,  by  his  leave,  he  is  a  rafcal,  under  his 
favour,  do  you  fee  ? 

E.  Kno.  Ay,  by  his  leave,  he  is,  and  under  favour ; 
a  pretty  piece  of  civility  !  firrah,  how  doft  thou  like 
him  ? 

Wei.  O,  it's  a  moft  precious  fool,  make  much  on. 
him  :  I  can  compare  him  to  nothing  more  happily, 
than  a  drum  ;  for  every  one  may  play  upon  him. 

E.  Kno.  No,  no,  a  child's  whittle  were  far  the  fitter. 

Brain.  Sir,  mail  I  intreat  a  word  with  you  ? 

E.  Kno.  With  me,  fir  ?  you  have  not  another  Toledo 
to  fell,  ha'  you  ? 

Brain.  You  are  conceited,  fir ;  your  name  is  Mr. 
Kno\vell,  as  I  take  it  F 

£.  Kno.  You  are  i'  the  right  j  you  mean  not  to  pro- 
ceed in  the  catechifm,  do  you  ? 

Brain.  No,  fir,  I  am  none  of  that  coat. 

E.  Kno,  Of  as  bare  a  coat,  though;  well,  fay  fir. 

Brain.  Faith,  fir,  I  am  but  fervant  to  the  drum  ex- 
traordinary, and  indeed  (this  fmoaky  varnifh  being 
wafh'd  off,  and  three  or  four  patches  remov'd)  I  appear 
your  worship's  in  reverfion,  after  the  deceafe  of  your 
good  father,  Brain-*vcorm, 

E.  Kno.  Brain-nuorn  !  'Slight,  what  breath  of  a  con- 
jurer hath  blown  thee  hither  in  this  fhape  ? 

Brain.  The  breath  o'  your  letter,  fir,  this  morning ; 
the  fame  that  blew  you  to  the  wind-mill,  and  your  fa- 
ther after  you. 

E.  Kno.  My  father ! 

Brain.  Nay,  never  ftart,  'tis  true ;  he  has  follow'd 
you  over  the  fields  by  the  foot,  as  you  would  do  a 
hare  i'  the  fnow. 

E.  Kno.  Sirrah  Well-bred,  what  mall  we  do,  firrah  ? 
mv  father  is  come  over  after  me. 

WelL 
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Wei.  Thy  father,  where  is  he  ? 

Brain.   At  Juflice  Clement's  houfe,  in  Cclcman  ft  reef, 

where  he  but  flays  my  return ;  and  then 

Wei.   Who's  this  ?  Brain-ivorm? 

Brain.   The  fame,  fir. 

Wei.  Why  how,  in  the  name  of  wit,  com'ft  thou- 

tranfmuted  thus  ? 

Brain.  Faith,  a  device,  a  device  ;  nay,  for  the  love- 

of  reafon,  gentlemen,  and  avoiding  the  danger,  (land 

not  here;  withdraw  and  I'll  tell  you  all. 

*  Wei.  But  art  thou  fure  he  will  ft  ay  thy  return  ? 
'  Brain.  Do  I  live,  fir  ?  what  a  queftion  is  that  ? 
'  Wei.  We'll  prorogue  his  expectation  then,  a  little: 
Brain-worm,  thou  fhalt  go  with  us.      Come  on  gen- 
tlemen ;  nay,  I  pray  thee,   fweet  AW,    droop  not  -T 
'heart,  an'  our  wits  be  fo  wretchedly  dull,  that  one  old 
plodding  brain  can  out-ftrip  us  all,  would  we  were 
e'en  prefl  to  make  porters  of,  and  ferve  out  the  rem- 
nant of  our  days- in  T'hames-ftreet,  or  at  Cuilom-houfc 
key,  in  a  civil  war  againft  the  carmen. 
'  Brain.  Amen,  Amen,  Amen,  fay  I-' 
"  E.Kno.  Come,  coujin."  [Exeunt 

S.  C  E  N  E,     The  Warc-loufc. 
Enter  Kitely  and  Cam. 

Kite.  What  fays  he,  Thomas  ?  Did  you  fpeak  with 
him? 

Cajh.  He  will  expeft  you,  fir,  within  this  half  hour. 

Kite.  Has  he  the  money  ready,  can  you  tell  ? 

Cajlj.  Yes,  fir,  the  money  was  brought  in  lalt  night. 

Kite.  O,  that's  well  ;  fetch  me  my  cloak,  my  cloak*. 
Stay,  let  me  fee,  an  hour  ta  go  and.  come  ; 
Ay,  that  will  be  the  leatl ;  and  thea  'twill  be 
An  hour  before  I  can  difpatch  with  himr 
Or  very  near  ;  well,  I  will  fay  two  hours-  >Vhr7/ 

Two  hours?  ha?  things  never  dreamt  of  yet,. 
May  be  contriv'd,  ay,  and  effedted  too, 
In  two  hours  abfence  ;  well,  I  will  not  go. 
Two  hours !  no,,  fleering  Opportunity,, 

I  will 
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I  will  not  give  your  fubtilty  that  fcope. 
Who  will  not  judge  him  worthy  to  be  robb'dr 
That  fets  his  doors  wide  open  to  a  thief, 
And  lhe\vs  the  felon  where  his  treafure  lies? 
Again,  what  earthly  fpirit  but  will  attempt 
To  tafte  the  fruit  of  beauty's  golden  tree, 
When  leaden  fleep  feals  up  the  dragon's  eyes? 
I  will  not  go.     Bufinefs,  go  by  for  once. 
No,  beauty,  no ;  you  are  too,  too  precious 
To  be  left  fo,  without  a  guard,  or  open ! 
Your  luilre  too'll  inflame  at  any  diilance, 
Draw  courdhip  to  you,  as  a  jet  doth  ft  raws  j 
Put  motion  in  a  itone,  ftrike  fire  from  ice, 
Nay,  make  a  porter  leap  you  with  his  burden  \r 
You  mull  be  then  kept  up  clofe,  and  well  watch'dr 
For,  give  you  opportunity,  no  quick-fand 
Devours  or  fwallows  fwifter  !  he  that  lends 
His  wife  (if  file  be  fair)  or  time  or  place, 
Compels  her  to  be  falfe.     I  will  not  go : 
The  dangers  are  too  many.     *  And  then,  the  dreffing 
Is  a  moil  main  attractive  !  our  great  heads 
Within  the  city,  never  were  in  fafety 
Since  our  wives  wore  thefe  little  caps:  I'll  change 'em, 
I'll  change  'em  ftraight  in  mine.    Mine  mail  no  more 
Wear  three-pil'd  acorns,  to  make  my  horns  ake. 
Nor  will  I  go :'  I  am  refolv'd  for  that. 
Carry  in  my  cloak  again.     Yet  llay.     Yet  do.  too  : 
I  will  defer  going  on  all  occasions. 

Cajb.  Sir,  Snare  your  fcrivener  will  be  there  with  the 
bonds. 

Kite.  That's  true  !  fool  on  me  !  I  had  clean  forgot 
it ;  I  muft  go.     What's  o'clock  ? 
Cajh.  Exchange-time,  fir.    . 
Kite.  'Heart,  then  will  Well-bred  prefently  be  here 

too, 

With  one  or  other  of  his  loofe  conforts. 
I  am  a  knave,  if  I  know  what  to  fay, 
What  courfe  to  take,  or  which  way  to  refolve. 
My  brain  methinks  is  like  an  hour-glafs, 
Wherein  mv  imagination  runs  like  lands, 

Filling 


44       EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR. 

Pilling  up  time ;  but  then  are  turn'd  and  turn'd : 

So  that  I  know  not  what  to  ftay  upon, 

And  lefs  to  put  in  aft.     It  (hall  be  fo. 

Nay,  I  dare  build  upon  his  fecrefy, 

He  knows  not  to  deceive  me.     Thomas  ? 

Cajh.  Sir. 

Kite.  Yet  now  I  have  bethought  me  too,  I  will  not.— 
'Thomas,  is  Cob  within  ? 

Cajh.  I  think  he  be,  fir. 

Kite.  But  he'll  prate  too,  there's  no  fpeech  of  him. 
No,  there  was  no  man  o'  the  earth  to  'Thomas, 
If  I  durft  truft  him  ;  there  is  all  the  doubt. 
But  mould  he  have  a  chink  in  him,  I  were  gone, 
Loft  i'  my  fame  for  ever,  talk  for  th'  Exchange. 
The  manner  he  hath  flood  with,  'till  this  prefent, 
Doth  promife  no  fuch  change,  what  mall  I  fear  then  ? 
Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tempt  my  fortune  once. 

Thomas you  may  deceive  me,  but,  I  hope——" 

Your  love  to  me  is  more 

Ca/b.  Sir,  if  a  fervant's 
Duty,  with  faith,  may  be  call'd  love,  you  are 
More  than  in  hope,  you  are  pofiefs'd  of  it. 

Kite.  Ithankyouheartily,7lw!H#.r:gi'me  your  hand: 
With  all  my  heart,  good  Thomas.     I  have,  Thomas, 
A  fecret  to  impart  unto  you          •   but, 
When  once  you  have  it,  I  muft  feal  your  lips  up : 
So  far  I  tell  you  Thomas. 

Cajh.  Sir,  for  that — 

Kite.  Nay,  hear  me  out.  Thinklefteem  you,Tbomast 
When  I  will  let  you  in  thus  to  my  private. 
It  is  a  thing  fits  nearer  to  my  creft, 
Than  thou  are  aware  of,  Thomas  :  if  thou  fhould'ft 
Reveal  it,  but — — 

Cajh.  How !   I  reveal  it  ? 

Kite.  Nay, 

I  do  not  think  thou  would'ft;  but  if  thou  Ihould'ft, 
'Twere  a  great  weaknefs. 

Cajh.  A  great  treachery. 
Give  it  no  other  name. 

Kite.  Thou  wilt  not  do't,  then  ? 
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Cajh.  Sir,  if  I  do,  mankind  difclaim  me  ever. 

Kite.  He  will  not  fwear,  he  has  fome  refervation, 
Some  conceal'd  purpofe,  and  clofe  meaning  fure  ; 
Elfe,   (being  urg'd  fo  much)  how  mould  he  choofe 
But  lend  an  oath  to  all  this  proteftation  ? 
He's  no  fanatick,  '  that  I  am  certain  of, 
'  Nor  rigid  Roman  catholick.     He'll  play 
'  At  Fayles,  and  at  'Tick-tack'  I  have  heard  him  fwear« 
What  fhould  I  think  of  it?  urge  him  again, 
And  by  fome  other  way :  I  will  do  fo. 
Well  Thomas,  thou  haft  fworn  not  to  difclofe  j 
Yes,  you  did  fwear  ? 

Cajh.  Not  yet,  fir,  but  I  will, 
Pleafe  you •• 

Kite.  No,  Thomas,  I  dare  take  thy  word. 
But,  if  thou  wilt  fwear,  do  as  thou  think'ft  good  ; 
I  am  refolv'd  without  it ;  at  thy  pleafure. 

Cajh.  By  my  foul's  fafety  then,  fir,  I  proteft 
My  tongue  fhall  ne'er  take  knowledge  of  a  word 
Deliver'd  me  in  nature  of  your  truft. 

Kite.  It  is  too  much,  thefe  ceremonies  need  not, 
I  know  thy  faith  to  be  as  firm  as  rock. 
'Thomas,  come  hither,  near  ;  we  cannot  be 
Too  private  in  this  bufmefs.     So  it  is, 
(Now  he  has  fworn,  I  dare  the  fafelier  venture) 

I  have  of  late,  by  divers  obfervations 

(But  whether  his  oath  can  bind  him,  there  it  is. 
Being  not  taken  lawfully  ?  ha  ?  fay  you  ? 
I  will  bethink  me  e'er  I  do  proceed  :) 
Thomas,  it  will  be  now  too  long  to  ftay, 
I'll  fpy  fome  fitter  time  focn,  or  to-morrow. 

Cajb.  Sir,  at  ycur  pleafure. 

Kite.  I  will  think.  "  Give  me  my  cloak"  AndTbomas, 
I  pray  you  fearch  the  books  'gainft  my  return, 
For  the  receipts  'twixt  me  and  Traps. 

Cajh.  I  will,  fir. 

Kite.  And  hear  you,  if  your  miftrefs's  brother  Well- 
Bred 

Chance  to  bring  hither  any  gentlemen, 
E'er  I  come  back,  let  one  ftraight  bring  me  word. 

Cajb. 
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Cajh.  Very  well,  fir. 

Kile.  To  the  Exchange  ;  do  you  hear  ! 
Or  here  in  Ccleman-ftrcet,  to  Juftice  demerit's. 
Forget  it  not,  nor  be  not  out  of  the  way. 

Cajh.  I  will  not,  fir. 

Kite.  I  pray  you  have  a  care  on't. 
Or  whether  he  come,  or  no,  if  any  other 
Stranger,  or  elfe,  fail  not  to  fend  me  word. 

Cajh.  I  mall  not,  fir. 

Kite.  Be't  your  fpecial  bufinefs 
Now  to  remember  it. 

Cajh.  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Kite.  But  Thomas,  this  is  not  the  fecret,  Thomas,  I 
told  you  of.  ' 

Cajb.  No,  fir  :  I  do  fuppofe  it. 

Kite.  Believe  me,  it  is  not. 

CaJJj.  Sir,  I  do  believe  you. 

Kite.  By  heav'n  it  is  not.  that's  enough.  RutT'/jctnas, 
I  would  not  you  Aiould  utter  it,  do  you  fee, 
To  any  creature  living ;  yet  I  care  not. 
Well,  I  mu ft  hence.     Thomas,  conceive  thus  much, 
It  was  a  tryal  cf  you  ;  when  I  meant 
So  deep  a  fecret  to  you  ;  I  meant  not' this, 
But  that  I  have  to  tell  you;  this  is  nothing,  this! 
But  Thomas,  keep  this  from  my  wife  I  charge  you, 
Lock'd  up  in  filence,  mid-night,  buried  here. 
No  greater  hell  than  to  be  flave  to  fear.  \Exit* 

Cafo.  Lock'd  up  in  filence,  mid-night,  buried  here! 
Whence  mould  this  flood  of  paffion  (trow)  take  head? 
Bell  dream  no  longer  of  this  running  humour,      [ha? 
For  fear  I  fink  !   the  violence  of  the  ftream 
Already  hath  tranfported  me  fo  far, 
That  I  can  feel  no  ground  at  all1,   but  foft, 
'  O  !  'tis  our  water-bearer;  fomewhat  hail  croft  him 
'  now. 

'  Enter  Cob. 

'  Cob.  Fafting-days?  what  tell  you  me  of  fafting- 
'  days?  'flid,  would  they  were  all  on  a  light  fire  for 
*  me :  they  fay  the  whole  world  fhall  be  confum'd 
'  with  fire  one  day,  but  would  I  had  thefe  ember- 
'  weeks  and  villainous  Fridays  burnt  in  the  mean  time, 
'  and  then——  '  Cah. 
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'  Cajh.  Why,  how  now  Cob  ?  what  moves  thee  to 

*  this  choler  ?  ha  ? 

'  Cob.  Collar,  Mafter  Thomas  ?  I  (corn  your  collar, 
'  I  fir,  1  am  none  o'  your  cart-horfe,  though  I  carry 

*  and  draw  water.     An'  you  offer  to   ride  me  with 

*  your  collar  or  halter  either,  I  may  hap  ihew  you  a 
'  jade's  trick,  fir. 

'  Cajh.  O,  you'll  fiip  your  head  out  of  the  collar  ? 
4  why  goodman  Cob  you  miltake  me. 

'  Csb.  Nay,  I  have  my  rheum,  and  I  can  be  angry 

*  as  well  as  another,  fir. 

'  Cajh.  Thy  rheum,  Cob?  thy  humour,  thy  hu- 
'  mour  ;  thou  miitak'lh 

4  Cob.  Humour  ?  mack,  I  think  it  be  fo  indeed  ; 
'  what  is  that  humour  ?  fome  rare  thing  1  warrant. 

'   Cafh.  Marry  I'll  tell  thee,  Cob  :  It  is  a  gentleman- 

*  like  monfter,  bred  in  the  fpecial  gallantry  of  cur  time, 
'   by  affectation  ;  and  fed  by  folly. 

'"  Cob.  How  ?   mull  it  be  fed  ? 

'  Cajh.  Ay?  humour  is  nothing  if  it  be  not  fed. 
f  Didil  thou  never  hear  that  ?  it's  a  common  phrafe, 
'  feed  my  humour. 

'  Cob.  I'iluoneonit:  humour,  avant  I  know  you 
'  not,  be  gone,  let  who  will  make  hungry  meals  for 
'  your  monller-fhip,  it  mall  not  be  1.  Feed  you, 
'  quoth  he !  'Slid,  I  ha'  much  ado  to  feed  myfelf ; 
'  efpecially  on  thefe  lean  rafcally  days  too;  an't  had 
€  been  any  other  day  but  fafting-day  (a  plague  on 

*  them  all  for  me)  by  this  light,  one  might  have  done 
'  the  common-wealth  good  iervice,  and  have  drown'd 
'  them  all  i'  the  flood  two  or  three  hundred  thoufand 
'  years  ago.     O,  I  do  ftomach  them  hugely !    I  have 
'  a  maw   now,    and  'twere  for  Sir  Bt-vis  his  horfe, 
'  againlt  'em. 

f  Cajh.  I  pray  thee,  good  Coh  what  makei  thee  i'b 
'  out  of  love  wkh  faiting-days  ? 

'  Cob.  Marry  that  which  will  make  any  man  out  of 
c  love  with 'em,  I  think ;  their  bad  condition?,  an' 
'  you  will  needs  know.  Firft,  they  are  of  a  Flemzjb 
'  ibrced  I  am  fure  on't,  for  they  raven  up  more  butter 

«  than 
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'  than  all  the  days  of  the  week  befide  :  next,  they  ftink 
'  of  fifh  and  leek-porridge  miferably:  thirdly,  they'll 
'  keep  a  man  devoutly  hungry  all  day,  and  at  night 

*  fend  him  fupperlefs  to  bed. 

'  Cajh.  Indeed  thefe  are  faults,  Cob. 

'  Cob,  Nay,  an'  this  were  all,   'twere  fomething ; 

*  but  they  are  the  only  known  enemies  to  my  gene- 
'  ration.     A  fafling-day  no  fooner  comes,    but  my 
'  lineage  goes  to  wrack,  poor  Cobs,  they  fmoak  for 
'  it,  they  are  made  martyrs  o'the  gridiron,  they  melt 

*  in  paflion  :  and  your  maids  too  know  this,  and  yet 
'  would  have  me  turn  Hannibal,  and  eat  my  own  flefh 
'  and  blood.  \Hepulls  out  a  Red  Herring.}  My  prince- 
'  coz,  fear  nothing ;  I  have  not  the  heart  to  devour 
'  you,  an'  1  might  be  made  as  rich  as  king  Cophetua. 
'  O  that  I  had  room  for  my  tears,  I  could  weep  falt- 
'  water  enough  now  to  preferve  the  lives  often  thou- 

*  fand  of  my  kin.     But  I  may  curfe  none  but  thefe 
'  filthy  almanacks ;  for  an't  were  not  for  them,  thefe 

*  days  of  perfecu tiou  would  ne'er  be  known.     I'll  be 
'  hang'd  an'fome  fifh-monger's  fon  do  not  make  of 

*  'em,  and  puts  in  more  failing-days  than  he  mould 
'  do,  becaufe  he  would  utter  his  father's  dried  ftock- 
'  fifh  and  (linking  conger. 

'  Cajh.  'Slight,  peace,  thou'lt  be  beaten  like  a 
'  ftock-fifli  elie:'  Here  is  company.  Now  mufti  look 
out  for  a  meffenger  to  my  mafter.  [Exit. 

Enter  Well-bred,  E.  Kno'well,  Brain-worm,  Boba- 
dil  and  Stephen. 

Wei.  Befhrew  me,  but  it  was  an  abfolute  good  jeft, 
and  exceedingly  well  carried. 

E.  Kno.  Ay,  and  our  ignorance  maintain'd  it  as 
well,  did  it  not  ? 

Wei.  Yes  faith  ;  but  was't  poffible  thou  fhould'ft  not 
know  him  ?  I  forgive  Mr.  Stephen,  for  he  is  ilupidity 
itfelf. 

E.  Kno.  'Fore  Heaven,  not  I,  '  an'I  might  ha'  been 
'  join'd  patten  with  one  of  the  feven  wife  mailers  for 

*  knowing  him.     He  had  fo  writhe  n  himfeif  into  the 

*  habit 
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habit  of  one  of  your  poor  infantry,  your  decay'd, 
ruinous,  worm-eaten  gentlemen  of  the  round  ;  fuch. 
as  have  vowed  to  fit  on  the  fkirts  of  the  city,  let 
your  provbft  and  his  half-dozen  of  halberdiers,  do 
what  they  can  ;  and  have  tranflated  begging  out  of 
the  old  hackney-pace,  to  a  fine  eafy  amble,  and 
made  it  run  as  fmooth  on  the  tongue  as  a  move- 
groat  milling*  Into  the  likenefs  of  one  of  thefe 
reformado's  had  he  moulded  himfelf  fo  perfectly, 
obferving  every  trick  of  their  aclion,  as,  varying 
the  accent,  fwearing  with  an  emphafis,  indeed  all 
with  fo  fpecial  and  exquifite  a  grace,  that  (hadft  thou 
feen  him)  thou  would'ft  have  fworn,  he  might  have 
been  ferjeant- major,  if  not  lieutenant-colonel  to  the 
regiment.' 

Wei.  Why  JBratn-ivorm,  who  would  have  thought 
thou  hadft  been  fuch  an  artificer? 

E.  Kno.  An  artificer?  an  architect!  except  a  man 
had  itudied  begging  all  his  life-time,  and  been  a  wea- 
ver of  language  from  his  infancy  for  the  clothing  of 
it,  I  never  faw  his  rival. 

We  I.  Where  got'lt  thou  this  coat,  I  marvel  ? 
Brain.  Of  a  Houndfditch  man,  fir;  one  of  the  de- 
vil's near  kinfmen,   a  broker. 

'  Wel\  That  cannot  be,  if  the  proverb  hold ;  for 
*  A  crafty  knave  needs  no  broker. 

'  Brain.  True,  fir  :  but  I  did  need  a  broker,    ergo. 
'  Wei.  (Well  put  off.)  No  crafty  knave,  you'll  fay.' 
£.  K.no.  Tut,  he  has  more  of  thefe  fhifts. 
'  Brain.  And  yet  where  I  have  one,  .the  broker  has 
'  ten,  fir.' 

Enter    Cam. 

Cajb.  Francis,  Martin :  ne'er  a  one  to  be  found 
now  ?  What  a  fpite's  this  ? 

Wei.  How  now,  Thomas?  Is  my  brother  Kilely 
within  ? 

Cajb.  No  fir,  my  mafter  went  forth  e'en  now ;  but 
Mafter  Do-tun-right  is  within.  Cob,  what  Cob  ?  Is  he 
gone  too  ? 

Wei.  Whither  went  your  mafter,  Thomas,  canft 
thou  tell? 

C  Cajb. 
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Cajh.  I  know  not;  to  juflice  Clement's,  I  think, 
fir.  Cob.  [Exit. 

E.  Kno.  Juflice  Clement  !  what's  he  ? 

WeL  Why,  doll  thou  not  know  him?  He  is  a  city 
maghlrate,  a  juilice  here,  an  excellent  good  lawyer, 
and  a  great  fcholar;  but  the  only  mad  and  merry  old 
fellow  in  Europe.  I  fhew'd  him  you  the  other  day. 

E.  Kno.  Oh,  is  that  he  ?  I  remember  him  now, 
Good  faith,  and  he  has  a  very  ftrange  prefence,  me- 
thinks ;  it  mews  as  if  he  flood  out  of  the  rank  from 
other  men:  I  have  heard  many  of  his  jells  i'th'  uni- 
verfity.  They  fay,  he  will  commit  a  man  for  taking 
the  wall  of  his  horfe. 

Wei.  Ay,  or  wearing  his  cloak  on  one  fhoalder,  or 
ferving  of  God;  any  thing  indeed,  if  it  come  ia  the 
way  of  his  humour. 

Enter  Caih  again. 

Cajh.  Gafpcr,  Marl  in,  Celt:  'Heart  where  fhonld 
they  be  trow?  [Cafh  gees  in  and  cut,  calling. 

Bob.  Mailer  Kitetys  man,  pr'ythee  vouchfafe  us  the 
lighting  of  this  match. 

Cajh.  Fire  on  your  match:  no  time  but  now  to 
vouchfafe?  Francis,  Cob.  [Exit. 

Bob.  Body  o'me  !  Here's  the  remainder  of  feven 
pounds  fince  yeflerday  was  feven-night.  'Tis  your 
right  T'rinidado :  did  you  never  take  any,  Mailer 
Stephen  ? 

Step.  No  truly,  fir ;  but  I'll  le.irn  to  take  it  now, 
fince  you  commend  it  fo. 

Bob.  Sir,  believe  me  (upon  my  relation)  for  what 
I  tell  you,  the  world  mall  not  reprove.  I  have  been 
in  the  Indies  (where  this  herb  grows)  where  neither 
myfelfnoradozen  gentlemen  more  (of  my  knowledge) 
have  received  the  talle  of  any  other  nutriment  in  the 
world,  for  the  fpace  of  one  and  twenty  weeks,  but 
the  fume  of  this  iimple  only.  Therefore,  it  cannot 
be,  but  'tis  moft  divine.  '  Further,  take  it  in  the 
'  nature,  in  the  true  kind,  fo  it  makes  an  antidote,  that 
'  had  you  taken  the  mofl  deadly  poifonous  plant  in 
4  all  Italy,  it  ihould  expel  it,  and  clarify  you,  with 
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*  as  much  eafe  as  I  fpeak.     And  for  your  green  wound, 
'  your  Balfamum  and  your  St.  John's  Wort  are   all 
'  meer  gulleries  and  trafh  to  it,'  efpecially  your  Tri- 
nidado  ;  your  Nicotian  is  good  too.      '  I  could  fay  what 

*  I  know  of  the  virtue  of  it,  for  the  expulfion  of 
'  rheums,  raw  humours,  crudities,  obftructions,  with 

*  a  thoufand  of  this  kind;  but  I  profefs  myfelf  no 
'  quackfalver.     Only  thus  much  ;   by  Hercules?  I  do 
hold  it,   and  will  affirm  it  (before  any  prince  in  Eu- 
rope] to  be  the  moft  fovereign  and  precious  weed  that 
ever  the  earth  tendered  to  the  ufe  of  man. 

E.  Kno.  This  fpeech  would  ha'  done  decently  in  a 
tobacco-trader's  mouth. 

Enter  Cam  and  Cob. 

Cajh.  At  juftice  Clement's  he  is,  in   the  middle  of 
Co  leman-ftreet , 
Cob.   Oh,  oh! 

Bob.  Where's  the  match  I  gave  thee,  Matter  Kitely's* 
man  ? 

Cajh.  '  Would  his  match  and  he,  and  pipe  and  all,: 
'  were  at  Sanfio  Domingo.  I  had  forgot  it ;'  "  here  it 
'  ",  fir." 

Cob.  By  gods  me,  I  marvel  what  pleafure  or  feli- 
city they  have  in  taking  this  roguifh  tobacco  !  It's  good 
fbr  nothing  but  to  choak  a  man,  and  fill  him  full  of 
fmoke  and  embers:   '  there  were  four  died  out  of  one 
houfe  lait  week  with  taking  of  it,  and  two  more  the 
bell  went  for  yefternight ;  one  of  them  (they  fay) 
will  ne'er  fcape  it ;  he  voided  a  bufhel  of  foot  yefler- 
day,    upward  and  downward.     By  the  Hocks,    an 
there  were  no  wifer  men  than  I,  I'd  have  it  prefent 
whipping,  man  or  woman,    that  fhould  but  deal 
with  a  tobacco-pipe;  why,  it  will  flifle  them  all  in 
the  end,  as  many  as   ufe  it;  its  little  better  than 
ratsbane  or  rofaker.' 

[Bob.  beats  him  nuith  a  cudgel. 
-  All.  Oh,  good  captain  !  hold  !  hold ! 
Bob.  You  bafe  fcullion,  you. 

Cajh.  '  Sir,  here's  your  match.'  Come  thou  muft 
needs  be  talking  too,  thou'rt  well  enough  ferv'd. 
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Cob.  '  Nay,  he  will  not  meddle  with  his  match,  I 
«  warrant  you:'  well,  it  fhall  be  a  dear  beating,  an* 
I  live. 

Bob.  Do  you  prate  ?  do  you  murmur  ? 

[Bob.  beats  him  ej\ 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  good  captain,  will  you  regard  the 
humour  of  a  fool  ?  '  away,  knave. 

'  Wei.  Thomas,  get  him  away.' 

Bob.  A  whorefon  filthy  flave,  a  dung-worm ,  an 
excrement!  Body  o'  C<efar,  but  that  I  icorn  to  let 
forth  fo  mean  a  fpirit,  I'd  ha'  ftabb'dhim  to  the  earth. 

Wei.  Marry,  the  law  forbid,  fir. 

Bob.  By  Pharaoh's  foot,  I  would  ha'  done  it.  [Exit. 

Step.  O,  he  fwears  moft  admirably!  (by  Pharaoh's 
fpot,  body  o'  Cafar)  I  mall  never  do  it  fure,  (upon* 
mine  honour,  and  by  St.  George]  No,  I  ha'  not  the 
right  grace. 

'Mat.  Mafter  Stephen,  will  you  any?  by  this  air, 
«  the  moft  divine  tobacco  that  ever  I  drunk ! 

'  Step.  None,  I  thank  you,  fir.  O,  this  gentleman 
'  does  it  rarely  too  !  but  nothing  like  the  other.  By 

•  this  air,  as  I  am  a  gentleman  :  by 

'  Brain.  Mailer,  glance,  glance  !  Mafter  Well-bred. 

*  Step.  As  I  have  fomewhat  to  be  faved,  I  proteft — • 

[il/r.  Stephen  is  praftijing  to  the  poft. 

*  Wei.  You  are  a  fool,  it  needs  no  affidavit. 
'  E.  Kno.   Coufin,  will  you  any  tobacco  ? 

'  Step.  Ay,  fir!  Upon  my  reputation- 

*  E.  Kno.  How  now,  coufm ! 

'  Step.  \  proteft,  as  J  am  a  gentlemen,  but  no  fol- 

*  dier,  indeed : — 

'  Wei.  No,  Mafter  Stephen  ?  as  I  remember,  your 
«  name  is  entered  in  the  artillery  gardqn. 

'  Step.  Ay,  fir,  that's  true.  Coufin,  maylfwear,  as 
r  I  am  a  foldier,  by  that  ? 

'  E.  Kno..  O  yes,  that  you  may ;  it's  all  you  have 
'  for  your  money. 

'  Step.  Then,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  a  foldier, 
«  it  is  divine  tobacco.' 

Wtl.  But  foftj,  where's  Mr.  Matthew  gone  ? 

Brain, 
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JBrain.  No,  fir,;  they  went  in  here. 

Wei.  O  let's  follow  them  :  Mailer  Matthew  is  gone 
to  falute  his  millrefs  in  verfe ;  we  {hall  ha'  the  happi- 
nefs  to  hear  fome  of  his  poetry  now ;  he  never  comes 
u  n  furn  ifh  'd .  Brain  worm  ? 

Step.   Brain-worm?  where  is  this  Brain-worm  ? 

£.  Kno.  Ay  Coufin ;  no  words  of  it,  upon  your 
gentility. 

Step.  Not  I,  body  of  me,  by  this  air,  St.  George, 
and  the  foot  of  Pharaoh. 

Wei.  Rare  !  Your  couiin's  difcourfe  is  fimply  drawn 
out  with  oaths. 

E.  Kno.  'Tis  larded  with  'em ;  a  kind  of  French 
dreffing,  if  you  love  it:  "  come,  let's  in,  come  cou/in." 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,     A  Hall  in  Juftitt  Clement's 
Hou/t.   " 

Enter  Kitely  and  Cob. 

Kite.  Ha !  How  many  are  there  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Cob.  Marry,  fir,  your  brother,  Mafler  Well-bred— 

Kite.  Tut,  befide  him :  what  ftrangers  are  there, 
man? 

Cob.  Strangers?  Let  me  fee,  one,  twoj  mafs  I 
know  not  well,  there  are  fo  many. 

Kite.  How  ?  fo  many  > 

Cob.  Ay,  there's  fome  five,  or  fix  of  them  at  the 
moil. 

Kite.  A  fwarm,  a  fwarm! 
Spite -of  the  devil,  how  they  fling  my  head 
With  forked  flings,  thus  wide  and  large  !  But,  Cob% 
How  long  haft  thou  been  coming  hither,  Cob? 

Cob.  A  little  while,  fir. 

Kite.  Didfl  thou  come  running? 

Cob.  No,  fir. 

Kite.  Nay,  then  I  am  familiar  with  thy  hafle  ! 
Bane  to  my  fortunes,  what  meant  I  to  marry  ? 
I,  that  before  was  rank'd  in  fuch  content, 
My  mind  at  reft  too,  in  fo  foft  a  peace, 
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Being  free  mailer  of  mine  own  free  thoughts, 

And  now  become  a  flave  ?  What,  never  iigh, 

J3e  of  good  cheer,  man  ;  for  thou  art  a  cuckold  : 

'Tis  done,  'tis  done!  Nay,  when  fuch  flowing  flore, 

Plenty  itfelf,  fulls  in  my  wife's  lap, 

The  Cornucopia  will  be  mine,  I  know.     But,   Cob, 

What  entertainment  had  they  ?  I  am  fure 

My  Mer  and  my  wife  would  bid  them  welcome  !  h:i  ? 

Cob.  Like  enough,  fir  ;  yet  I  heard  not  a  word  of  it. 

Kite.  No;  their  lips  were  feal'd  with  kifles,  and 

the  voice 

Drown'd  in  a  flood  of  joy,  at  their  arrival, 
Had  loft  her  motion,  ftate,  and  faculty. 
Cob,  which  of  them  was't  that  firfl  kifs'd  my  wife  ? 
(My  filler,   I  fhould  fay)  rny  wife,  alas! 
I  fear  not  her.     Ha  ?  who  was  it,  fay'fl  thou  ? 

Col>.  By  my  troth,  fir,  will  you  have  the  truth  of  it  ? 

Kite.  O!    ay,  gocd  Cob,  I  pray  thee  heartily. 

Cob.  Then  I  am  a,  vagabond,  and  fitter  for  Bride- 
well  than  your  worfhip's  company,  if  I  faw  any  body 
to  be  kifs'd,  unlefs  they  would  have  kifs'cTthe  port  in 
•the  middle  of  the  warehoufe;  for  there  I  left  them  all 
at  their  tobacco,  with  a  pox. 

Kite.  How  ?  where  they  not  gone  in  then  e'er  thou 
cam'ft? 

Cob.  Ono,  fir. 

Kite.  Spite  of  the  devil !  what  do  I  flay  here  then  ? 
Cob,  follow  me.  [Exit. 

'  Col>.  Nay,  foft  and  fair;  I  have  eggs  on  the  fpit ; 
'  I  cannot  go  yet,  fir.  Now  am  I,  for  fome  five  and 
'  fifty  reafons,  hammering,  hammering  revenge:  O 
f  for  three  or  four  gallons  of  vinegar,  fb  fharpen  my 
*  wits.  Revenge,  vi negar  revenge,  vinegar  and  muf- 
'  tard  revenge.!  Nay,  an'  he  had  not  lain  in  my  houfe, 
'  'twould  never  have  griev'd  me ;  but  being  my  gueft, 
'  one  that  I'll  be  fworn  my  wife  has  lent  him  her 
'  fmock  off  her  back,  while  his  own  fhirt  has  been  at 
'  warning ;  pawn'd  her  Neck-kerchers  for  clean  bands 
'  for  him;  fold  almoft  all  my  platters,  to  buy  him 
'  tobacco;'  "one  that  I'll  be /worn  Homeland  trujled  •" 

•  and 
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**  and  he  to  turn  monftcr  of. ingratitude,  and  ftrike  his 
'  lawful  hoft ;  Well,  I  hope  to  raife  up  an  hoilof  fury 
'  for't.'  "  /'//  to  Jujiice  Clement/or  a  warrant.  Strike 
'*  his  laivful  /jo/i."  f  Here  conies  Juftice  Clement.' 

'  Enter  Clement,  Kno'well,  and  Formal. 

<  Cab.  What's  Matter  Kiuly  gone,  Roger? 

c Form.  Ay,  fir. 

'  Clem.  'Heart  o'  me !  what  made  him  leave  us  fo 
4  abruptly!  How  now,  iirrah?  what  make  you  here? 
'•  what  would  you  have,  ha  ? 

'  Ccb.  An't  pleafe  your  worfliip,  I  am  a  poor  neigh- 
'  hour  of  your  worfhip's 

'  Clem.  A  poor  neighbour  of  mine?  Why,  fpeak 
'  poor  neighbour. 

'  Cob.  I  dwell,  fir,  at  the  fign  of  the  Water-tank- 
*'  ard,  hard  by  the  Green  Lattice  ;  I  have  paid  fcot  and 
*'  lot  there  any  time  this  eighteen  years. 

'  Clem.  To  the  Green  Lattice? 

'  Cob.  No,  .fir,  to  the  pariih  :  marry,  I  have  feldom 
'  fcap'd  fcot-free  at  the  Lattice. 

'  Clem.  O,  well !  What  bufinefs  has  my  poor  neigh— 
'  with  me  ? 

'  Cob.  An't  like  yourworfhip,  I  am  come  to  crave 
'•  the  peace  of  your  woriliip. 

'  Clem.  Of  me,  knave?  Peace  of  me,  knave?  Did 
*  I  ever  hurt  thee,  or  threaten  thee,  or  wrong  thee  ?  ha  ? 

'  Ccb.  No,  fir.j  but  your  worship's  warrant  for  one 
'  that  lias  wrong'd  me,  fir  :  his  arms  are  at  too  much 
'  liberty,  I  would  fain  have  them  bound  to  a  treaty 
'  of  peace,  an*  my  credit  could  compafs  it  with  your 
'  worfhip. 

'Clem.  Thou  goeft  far  enough  about  for't,  I  am 
'  fure. 

'  Kno.  Why,  doft  thou  go  in  danger  of  thy  life  for 
'him,  friend  ? 

'  Cob.  No,  fir ;  but  I  go  in  danger  of  my  death- 
'every  hour,  by  his  means ;  an'  I  die  within  a  twelve - 
'  month  and  a  day,  I  may  fwear.by  the  law  of  the 
'-land  that  he  kill'd  me. 
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'  Clem.  How  ?  how  knave  ?  fwear  he  kHPd  thee  ? 
4  and  by  the  law  ?  what  pretence  ?  what  colour  haft 
'  thou  for  that? 

'  Cob.  Marry,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip,  both  black 
'  and  blue  ;  colour  enough,  I  warrant  you.  I  have 
'  it  here  to  Ihew  your  worfhip. 

'  Clem.  What  is  he  that  gave  you  this,  firrah  ? 

*  Cob.  A  gentleman   and  a  foldier,  he  fays  he  is, 
'  o'  the  city  here. 

'  Clem.  A  foldier  o'  the  city  ?  What  call  you  him  ? 
'   Cob.   Captain  Bobadil. 

-  '  Chm.  Bohadil?  And  why  did   he  bob  and  beat 
'  you,  firrah  ?  How  began  the  quarrel  betwixt  you, 
'  ha?  fpeak  truly  knave,  I  advife  you. 

*  Cob.  Marry,  indeed,   an't   pleafe   your  worfhip, 
'  only  becaufe  I  fpake  again  ft  their  vagrant  tobacco, 
«  as  I  came  by  'em  when  they  were  taking  on't ;  for 
'  nothing  elfe. 

'  CL-m.  Ha  !  you  fpeak  again!*  tobacco  ?  Fcrtnall, 
1  his  name. 

'  Cob.    Oliver,  fir,  Oliver  Cob,  fir. 

*  Clem.  Tell  Oliver  Cob  he  {hall  go  to  the  goal, 
«  Formal/. 

'    '  Form.  Oliver  Cob,  my  mafrer,  juftice  Clement,  fays, 
'  you  mall  go  to  the  goal. 

'  Coo.  O,  I  befeech  your  worfhip,  for  God's  fake, 

*  dear  mafter  juftice. 

'  Clem.  Nay,  God's  precious,  an'  fuch  drunkards 
'  and  tankards  as  you  are,  come  to  difpute  of  tobacct 
'  once,  I  have  dene  !  away  with  him. 

'  Cob.  O,  gocd  mafter  juftice,  fweet  old  gentle- 
'  man. 

'  Kno.  Sweet  Oliver,  would  I  could  do  thee  any 
'  good.  Juftice  Clement,  let  me  intreat  you,  fir. 

'  Clem.  What  ?  a  thread-bare  rafcal  !  a  beggar !  a 
'  flavc,  that  never  drunk  out  of  better  than  pifs-pot 
'  metal  in  his  life !  and  he  to  deprave  and  abufe  the 
'  virtue  of  an  herb  fo  generally  receiv'd  in  the  courts 

•  of  princes,  the  chambers  of  nobles,  the  bowers  of 

'  fweet 
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fweet  ladies,  the  cabbins  of  foldiers  !  Roger,  away 
with  him,  my  God's  precious J  fay,  go  too. 

'  Cob.  Dear  matter  juftice,  let  me  be  beaten  again, 
I  have  deferv'd  it :  but  noc  the  prifon,  I  befeech  you. 

'  Kno.   Ahs  poor  Oliver! 

'  Clem.  Roger,  make  him  a  warrant,  (he  fhall  not 
go)  I  but  fear  the  knave. 

'  Form.  Do  not  ftink,  fweet  Oliver,  you  fhall  not 
go,  my  matter  will  give  you  a  warrant. 

'  Cob.  O,  the  Lord  maintain  his  worlhip,  his  wor- 
thy worfhip. 

'  Clem.  Away,  difpatch  him.  How  now,  mafter 
Kno'rucell,  in  dumps !  in  dumps  ?  Come,  this  be- 
comes not. 

'  Kno.  Sir,  would  I  could  not  feel  my  cares 

'  CL-m.  Your  cares  are  nothing !  they  are  like  my 
cap,  foon  put  on,  and  as  foon  put  off.  What?  your 
fon  is  old  enough  to  govern  himfelf  j  let  him  run 
his  courfe,  it's  the  only  way  to  make  him  a  ftaid 
man.  If  he  were  an  unthrift,  a  ruffian,  a  drunk- 
ard, or  a  licentious  liver,  then  you  had  reafon  ;  you 
had  reafon  to  take  care  :  But,  being  none  of  thefe, 
mirth's  my  witnefs,  an'  I  had  twice  fo  many  cares 
as  you  have,  I'd  drown  them  all  in  a.  cup  of  fack. 
Come,  come,  let's  try  it :  I  mufe  your  parcel  of  a 
foldier  returns  not  all  this  while.  [Exeunt.1 


ACT          IV. 

SCENE   a  room  in  Kiteley'j  boufe. 

Enter  Down-right,  and  Dame  Kiteley. 

Down.  \  I  7  ELL  Mer,  I  tell  you  true;  and  you'll 

V V     nnt-l  it  f°  i°  tne  end. 

Dame.  Alas,  brother,  what  would  you  have  me  to 

do  ?  I  cannot  help  it ;  you  fee  my  brother  brings  'em 

in  here;  they  are  his  friends. 
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Down.  His  friends  ?  his  friends  ?  'flud  they  do  no- 
thing but  haunt  him  up  and  down,  like  a  fort  of  un- 
lucky fpirits,  and  tempt  him  to  all  manner  of  villainy 
that  can  be  thought  of.  Well,  by  this  light,  a  little 
thing  would  make  me  play  the  devil  with  fome  of 
'em  ;  and  'twere  not  more  for  your  hufband's  fake, 
than  any  thing  elfe,  I'd  make  the  houfe  too  hot  for 
•  the  beft  on  'em :  They  mould  fay,  and  fwear,  hell 
were  broken  loofe,  e'er  they  went  hence.  But,  by 
God's  will,  'tis  nobody's  fault  but  yours;  for  an'  you 
had  done  as  you  might  have  done,  they  mould  have 
been  parboil 'd  and  bak'd  too,  every  mother's  fon,  e'er 
they  mould  ha'  come  in  e'er  a  one  of  'em. 

Dame.  God's  my  life  !  did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 
what  a  flrange  man  is  this  !  Could  I  keep  out  all 
them,  think  you  ?  I  mould  put  myfelf  againft  half  a 
dozen  men  ?  mould  I  ?  Good  faith  you'd  mad  the 
patient'ft  body  in  the  world,  to  hear  you  talk  fo, 
without  any  fenfe  or  reafcn  ! 

Enter  Mrs.  Bridget,    Mr.  Matthew,  Well-bred,  Ste- 
phen, Ed.  Kno'well,  Bobadil,  Brainworm,  and  Q&&\. 

Brid.  Servant  (in  troth)  you  are  too  prodigal 
Of  your  wit's  treainre,  thus  to  pour  it  forth, 
Upon  fo  mean  a  fubje£t  as  my  worlh. 

Mat.  You  fay  well  miftrels,  and  I  mean  as  well. 

Down.  Hey-day,  here  is  fluff ! 

Well.  O,  now  ftand  clofe ;  pray  heav'n,  fhe  can 
get  him  to  read  :  He  mould  do  it  of  his  own  natural 
impudency. 

Brid.  Servant,  what  is  this  fame,  I  pray  you  ? 

Mat.  Marry,  an  elegy,  an  elegy,  an  odd  toy — 

*  Down.  To  mock  an  ape  vviihal :  O,  I  could 
'  few  up  his  mouth,  new. 

'  Dame.   Sifter,  I  pray  you  let's  hear  it. 

'  Down.   Are  you  rinme-given  too  ? 

'  Mat.   Miftrefs,'  I'll  read  it  if  you  p'eafe. 

Brid.  Pray  you  do,  fervant. 

Do-wn.  O,  here's  no  foppery  !  Death,  I  can  endur* 
tke  iictks  better. 

£.  Kn». 
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E.  Kno.  What  ails  thy  brother?  can  he  not  hold  his 
water  at  reading  of  a  ballad  ? 

Wei.  6,  no  ;  a  rhime  to  him  is  worfe  than  cheefe, 
or  a  bag-pipe.  But  mark,  you  lofe  the  protection. 

'  Mat.  Faith,  I  did  it  in  a  humour,  I  know  not 
'  how  it  is ;  but,  pleafe  you  come  near,  Sir.  This 
'  gentleman  has  judgment,  he  knows  how  to  cenfure 
'  of" a Pr'iy  you,  fir,  you  can  judge. 

*  Step.  Not  I,1  fir;  upon  my  reputation,  and  by  the 
•'  foot  of  Pharaoh. 

'  Wei.  O,  chide  your  coufoi  for  fwearing. 

'  E.  Kno.  Not  I,  fo  long  as  he  docs  not  forfwear 
'  himfeif.' 

Bob.  Matter  Matthew,  you  abufe  the  expectation  of 
your  dear  miitrefs  and  her  fair  filter  :  Fye,  while  you 
live  avoid  this  prolixity. 

Mat.  I  (hall,  fir;   '  well,  indpere  'dulce. 

'  E.  Kno.  How  !  Injipere  duke  ?  a  fweet  thing  to  be 
*  a  fool,  indeed. 

'  Wei.  What,  do  you  take  infipere  iu  that  fenfe  ? 

'  JE.  Kno.  You  do  not  ?  you  !  This  was  your  vil- 
'  lainy,  to  gull  him  with  a  motto. 

'  Wei.  O,  the  benchers  phrafe  :  Pauca  verba,  pauca 
'  -vcrba. 

'  Mat.'  Rare  creature,  let  me  f peak  without  offence, 
Would  heanf  n  my  rude  ii'ora's  had  the  influence 
3'o  rule  thy  thoughts,  as  thy  fair  looks  do  mine, 
Then  i!  ould'ft  thou  be  his  prifaner,  who  is  thine. 

'  E,.  Kno.  This  is  in  Hero  and  Leander. 

'  Wei.  O  Ay,  peace,  we  mall  have  more  of  this. 

'   Mat.   Be  not  unkind,  and  fair ;  mifaapen  fluff 
'  Is  of  behaviour  boijterous  and  rough. 

'  Wei.  How  like  you  that,  fir  ?' 

[Afyter  Step,  anjkuers  with  Jhaking  his  head. 

E.  Kno.  'SHght,  he  lhakes  his  head  like  a  bottle,  to 
feel  an'  there  be  any  brain  in  it  ! 

'   Mat.   But  obfurve  the  catajirophe,  now; 
<   And  I  in  duty  will  exceed  all  othef, 
'  As  you  in  beauty  do  excel  Lome's  mother. 

*  E.  Kno.  Well,  I'll  have  him  free  of  the  wit- 
C  6  '  brokers. 


to        EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR. 

<  brokers,  for  he  utters  nothing  but  ftol'n  remnants. 
'  Wei.  O,  forgive  it  him. 
'  E.  Kno.  A  filching  rogue,  hang  him.     And  from 

*  the  dead?  it's  worfe  than  facrilege.' 

Wei.  Sifter,  what  ha'  you  here  ?  Verfes  ?  pray  you 
let's  fee  :  Who  made  thefe  verfes  ?  they  are  excellent 
good  ! 

Mat.  O,  Matter  Well-bred,  'tis  your  difpofition  to 
fay  fo,  fir.  They  were  good  i'  the  morning ;  I  made 
'em  ex  tempore,  this  morning. 

Wei.   How  ?  ex  tempore  ? 

Mat.  I,  would  I  might  be  hang'd  elfe ;  afk  Captain 
Boladil :  He  faw  me  write  them,  at  the-— — — — -— (pcx 
on  it)  the  Star,  yonder. 

'  Brain.  Can  he  find  in  his  heart  to  curfe  the  flars  fo  ? 

'  E.  Kno.  Faith,  his  are  even  with  him  ;  they  ha' 

*  curft  him  enough  already.' 

Steph.  Coufin,  how  do  you  like  this   gentleman's 

verfes  ? 

E.  Kno.  O,  admirable  !  the  bed  that  ever  I  heard, 

coz ! 

Step.  Body  o'  Ceefar,  they  are  admirable  ! 

The  beft  that  I  ever  heard,  as  I  am  a  foldier. 

Down.  I  am  vext,  I  can  hold  ne'er  a  bone  of  me 

ftill !  heart,  I  think  they  mean  to   build  and  breed 

h  -re ! 

Wei.  '  Sifter,  you  have  a  fimple  fervant  here,  that 
crowns  your  beauty  with  fuch  encomiums  and  devices ; 
you  may  fee  what  it  is  to  be  the  miftrefs  of  a  wit ! 
that  can  make  your  perfections  fo  tranfparent,  that 
every  blear  eye  may  look  through  them,  and  fee  him 
drown'd  over  head  and  ears  in  the  deep  well  of  de- 
fire.'  Sifter  Kiteley,  I  marvel  you  get  you  not  a 

fervant  that  can  rhiine,  and  do  tricks  too. 

Down.  O  monfter  !  impudence  itfelf!  tricks? 

«  Dame.  Tricks,  brother  ?  what  tricks  ? 

'  Brid.  Nay,  fpeak,  I  pray  you,  what  tricks  ? 

'  Dame.  Ay,  never  fpare  any  body  here  i  but  fay, 

«  what  tricks  ? 

'  Brid.  Paffion  of  my  heart !  do  tricks  ?         ^;> 

'  Wei 
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'  Wei.  'Slight,  here's  a  trick  vied  and  revied !  why, 
'  you  monkies  you,  what  a  eater-wauling  do  you 
'  keep  ?  ha's  he  not  given  you  rhimes,  and  verfes, 
'  and  tricks  ? 

'  DO=VJH.  O,  the  fiend  ! 

'  Wei.  Kay,  you  lamp  of  virginity,  that  take  it  in 

*  (huff  fo !  come  and  cherifh  this  tame  poetical  fury, 

*  in  your  fervant,  you'll  be  begg'd  elfe  fhortly  for  a 
'  concealment  :  Go  to,  reward  his  mufe.     You  can- 
'  not  give  him  lefs  than  a  (hilling  in  confcience,   for 
'  the  book  he  had  it  out  of  coft  him  a  tefton  at  leaft. 
'  How   now,    gallants  ?    Mr.    Matthew  ?    Captain  ? 
'  What,  all  fons  of  filence  ?  no  fpirit  ? 

€  Do-iva.'  Come,  you  might  pradtife  your  ruffian 
tricks  fomewhere  elfe,  and  not  here,  I  wufs ;  this  is 
no  tavern  nor  drinking-fchool,  to  vent  your  exploits 
in. 

Wei.  How  now  !  whofe  cow  has  calv'd  ? 

Down.  Marry,   that  has  mine,  fir.     Nay,  boy,  ne- 
ver look  afkance  at  me  for  the  matter;  I'll  tell    you 
of  it,   ay,  fir,  you  and  your  companions  mend  your- 
felves  when  I  ha'  done. 
-Wei.  My  companions  ? 

Down.  Yes,  fir,  your  companions,  fb  I  fay,  I  am 
not  afraid  of  you,  nor  them  neither  ;  your  hang-byi 
here.  You  mull  have  your  poets  and  your  potlings, 
your  Soldado's  and  Poo/ado's  to  follow  you  up  and 
down  the  city,  and  here  they  muft  come  to  domineer 
and  fwagger.  Sirrah,  you  ballad-finger,  and  flops 
your  fellow  there,  get  you  out,  get  you  home  ;  or 
(by  this  fleel)  I'll  cut  off  your  ears,  and  that  pre-. 
fentlv. 

Wei.  'Slight,  ftay,  let's  fee  what  he  dare  do  ;  cot 
oft" his  ears!  cut  a  whetftone.  You  are  an  afs,  do 
you  fee ;  touch  any  man  here,  and  by  this  hand  I'll 
run  my  rapier  to  the  hilts  in  you. 

Down.  Yea  that  would  I  fain  fee,  boy. 

[They  all  draiu,  and  they   of  the  houfe  make   out  to 
fart  them. 

Dame.   O  Jefu  !  Murder.     Thtmas,  Gaffer  ! 

End. 
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Brid.  Help,  help,   Thomas. 
E.  Kno.  Gentlemen  forbear,  I  pray  you. 
Bob.  Well,  firrah,    you   Holofornes ;    by   my  hand, 
I  will  pink  your  flefti  full   of  holes  with  my  rapier 
for  this  ;  I  will   by  this  good  heav'n  :  Nay,   let  him 
come,  let  him  come,  gentlemen,   by  the  body  of  St. 
George  I'll  not  kill  him. 

[They  offer  to  fight  again,  and  are  farted. 
Cafo.  Hold,  hold,  good  gentleman. 
Down.  You   whorfon,  bragging  coyftril ! 

Enter  Kiteley. 

Kite .  Why  how   now  ?  what's  the  matter  ?  what's 
the  ftir  here  ? 

*  Whence  fprings  the  quarrel,  Thomas  ?  where  is  he  ?' 
Put  up  your  weapons,  and  put  off  this  rage: 

My  wife  and  after,  they  are  caufe  of  this. 
What,  Thomas  ?  where  is  this  knave  ? 

Cajb.  Here,  fir. 

Wei.  Come,  let's  go  :  This  is  one  of  my  brother's 
ancient  humours,  this. 

[Exeunt  Wei.  Mat.  Bob.  and  E.  Kno. 

Step.  I  am  glad  nobody  was  hurt,  by  his  ancient 
humour.  [Exit. 

Kite.  Why,  how  now,  brother,  who  enforced  this 
brawl  ? 

Donun.  A  fort  of  lewd  rake-hells,  that  care  neither 
for  God,  nor  the  devil !  And  they  muft  come  here  to 
read  ballads,  and  roguery,  and  tram!  I'll  mar  the 
knot  of  'cm  e'er  I  fleep  perhaps ;  efpecially  Bob, 
there  ;  he  that's  all  manner  of  fhapes !  and  Jongs  and 
Jbnnets,  his  fellow.  "  But  I'll  follow  'em" 

Brid.  Brother,  indeed,  you  are  too  violent, 
Too  fudden  in  your  humour  ;   '  and  youTcnow 
'  My  brother  Well- bred' s  temper  will  not  bear 
'  Any  reproof,  chiefly  in  fuch  a  prefence, 
'  Where  every  flight  difgrace,  he  mould  receive, 

*  Might  wound  him  in  opinion,  and  refpedi. 

'  Down.  Refpcct  ?  what  talk  you  of  refpedt  'mong 

'  fuch, 

'  As  ha'  no  fpark  of  manhood, *nor  good  manners  ? 
'  'Sdains,  I  am  aiham'd  to  hear  you  !  Refpeft  ?'  [Exit. 

<  End 
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'  Erid.  Yes,'  there  was  one  a  civil  gentleman, 
And  very  worthily  demean'd  himfelf ! 

Kite.  O,  that  was  fome  love  of  yours,  filter ! 

Brid.  A  love  of  mine  ?   I  would  it  were  no  worfe, 

brother, 

You'd  pay  my  portion  fooner  than  you  think  for. 

[Exit. 

Dame.  Indeed,  he  feem'd  to  be  a  gentleman  of  an 
exceeding  fair  difpofition,  and  of  very  excellent  good 
parts  !  "  What  a  coil  and  ftir  is  here."  [Exif. 

Kite.  Her  love,  by  heav'n  !  my  wife's  minion  ! 

*  Fair  difpofition  ?  excellent  good  parts  ?' 
Death,  thcfe  phrafes  are  intolerable  ! 

'  Good  parts  ?  how  fliould  (lie  know  his  parts  ? 
«  His  parts?'  Well,  well,  well,  well,  well,  well ! 
It  is  too  plain,  too  clear  :  Thomas,  come  hither. 
What,  are- they  gone  ? 

Cajb.  Ay,  fir,  they  went  in. 
My  millrefs,  and  yonr  fitter 

Kite.  Are  any  of  the  gallants  within  ? 

Cajh.  No,  fir,  they  are  all  gone. 

Kite.   Art  thcu  fure  of  it  ? 

Cajh.  I  can  allure  you,  fir. 

Kite.  What  gentleman  was  tha^  they  prais'd  fo, 
Thomas  ? 

Cajb.  One,  they  call  him  Matter  Kno'well,  a  hand- 
fome  young  gentleman,  fir. 

Kite   Ay,  I  thought  fo  ;  my  mind  gave  me  as  much : 
I'll  die,  but  they  have  hid  him  i'  the  houfe 
Somewhere;  I'll  go  and  fearch ;  go  with  me,  Thomas, 
Be  true  to  me,  and  thou  fhalt  find  me  a  mailer.  [Exeunt. 
f  Enter  Cob  and  Tib. 

«  Cob.  What,  Tib,  Tib,  I  fay. 

'  Tib.   How  now,  what  cuckold  is  that  knocks  fo 

*  hard?  O,  hufband,  is't  you  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

«  Cob.  Nay  you  have  Itun'd  me,  i'faith !  you  ha* 
'  giv'n  me  a  Knock  o'  the  forehead  will  Jtick  by  me! 

*  cuckold  ?  'Slid,  cuckold  ? 

'  Tib.  Away  you  fool,  did  I  know  it  was  you  thai? 
'  knockt  ?  Come,  come,  you  may  call  me  as  bad 
'  when  you  lilt. 

«  Ccl. 
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'  Cob.  May  I  ?  Tib,  you  are  a  whore. 
'  Tib,  You  lie  in  your  throat,  hufband. 
'  Cob.  How,  the  lie?  and  in  my  throat  too  ?  do 
you  long  to  be  ftab'd,  ha  ? 

*  fib.  Why,  you  are  no  foldier,  I  hope  ? 

'  Cob.  O,  muft  you  be  ftab'd  by  a  foldier  ?  .Mafs, 

that's  true  !  when  was  Bobadil  here  ?  your  captain  ? 

that  rogue,  that  foift,  that  fencing  Burgullian  ?  I'll 

tickle  him,  i'  faith. 

'  Tib.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  trow  ! 

'  Cob.  O,  he  has   bailed  me  rarely,  fumptuoufly ! 

but  I  have  it  here  in  black  and  white  ;  for  his  black 

and  blue  mail  pay  him.     O,  the  juftice  !  the  honeft 

old  brave  Trojan  in  London!  I  do  honour  the  very 
'  flea  of  his  dog.  A  plague  on  him  though,  he  put 

me  once  in  a  villanous  filthy  fear  ;  marry,  it  vanifht 
'  away  like  the  fmoak  of  tobacco  ;  but  I  was  fmoak'd 
'  foundly  firft.  I  thank  the  devil,  and  his  good  an- 
'  gel,  my  gueft.  Well,  wife,  or  Tib  (which  you 

*  will)  get  you  in,  and  lock  the  door,  I  chaige  you 
'  let  no  body  in  to  you ;  wife,  no  boJy  in  to  you  ; 

*  thofe  are  my  words.     Not  captain  Bob  him;elf,  nor 

*  the  fiend  in  his  likenefs  ;   you   are   a  woman,  you 
'  have  flefh  and  blood  enough  in  you  to  be  tempted  j 

*  therefore  keep  the  door  fliut  upon  all  comers. 

'  Tib.  I  warrant  you  there  mail  no  body  enter  here 
'  without  my  confent. 

'  Cob.  Nor  with  your  confent,  fweet  Tib,  and  fo  I 

*  leave  you. 

'  Tib.  It's  more  than  you  know,  whether  you  leave 
'  me  fo. 

*  Cob.  How? 

*  Tib.  Why,  fweet. 

'  Cob.  Tut,  fweet  or  fow'r,  thou  art  a  flower. 
'  Keep  clofe  thy  door,  I  aik  no  more.         [Exeunt.* 

SCENE    Moorfalds. 
Enter  Ed.  Kno'well,  Well-bred,  and  Brain  worm. 

£.  Kno.  Well,  JJrainworm,  perform   this  bufinefs 

happily, 
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happily,  and  thou  makeft  a-purchafe  of  my  love  for 
ever. 

Wei.  P  faith,  now  let  my  fpirits  ufe  thy  belt  fa- 
culties :  But,  at  any  hand,  remember  the  meflage 
to  my  brother ;  for  there's  no  other  means  to  ftart 
him. 

Brai.  I  warrant  you,  fir,  fear  nothing  ;  I  have  a 
nimble  foul  has  wak'd  all  forces  of  my  phant'fy  by 
this  time,  and  put  'em  in  true  motion.  What  you 
have  poflefl:  me  withall,  I'll  difcharge  it  amply,  fir  ; 
make  it  no  queftion. 

WeL  Forth,  and  profper,  Brainnvorm.  Faith, 
Ned,  how  doft  thou  approve  of  my  abilities  in  this  de- 
vice ? 

E.  Kno.  Troth,  well,  howfoever ;  but  it  will  come 
excellent,  if  it  take. 

Wei.  Take,  man  ?  why  it  cannot  chufe  but  take, 
if  the  circumllances  mifcarry  not :  But,  tell  me  inge- 
nuoufly,  doft  thou  afi'eft  my  filler  Bridget  as  thou  pre- 
tend'ft  ? 

E.  Kno.  Friend,  am  I  worth  belief? 

Wei.  Come,  do  not  proteft.  In  faith,  me  is  a  maid 
of  good  ornament,  and  much  modefty  -t  and  except  I 
conceiv'd  very  worthily  of  her,  thou  ihouldft  not  have 
her. 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  that  I  am  afraid  will  be  a  queftion 
yet,  whether  I  mall  have  her,  or  no  ? 

We!.  'Slid,  thou  (halt  have  her;  by  this  light  thou 
malt. 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  do  not  fwear. 

Wei.  By  this  hand  thou  malt  have  her ;  I'll  go  fetch 
her  prefently.  'Point  but  where  to  meet,  and  as  I  am 
an  honeft  man  I'll  bring  her. 

E.  Kno.  Hold,  hold,  be  temperate. 

WeL  Why,  by what  fhall  I  fwear  by  ?  thou 

(halt  have  her,  as  I  am 

E.  Kno.  Pr'ythee,  be  at  peace,  I  am  fatisfied  ;  and 
do  believe  thou  wilt  omit  no  offered  occafion  to  make 
mydefires  compleatt 

WeL 
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Wei.  Thou  fhalt  fee,    and  know,  I  will  not. 

[£i««*t- 
Enter  Formal,  and  Kno'well. 

Form,  Was  your  man  a  foldier,  fir, 

Kno.  Ay,  a  knave,  I  took  him  begging,  o'  th'  way,. 
This  morning,  as  I  came  over  Moorfelds  \ 
O,  here,  he  is !  yo'  have  made  fair  Jpeed,  believe  me  i: 

Enter  Brain-worm. 
Where,  i'  name  of  floth,  could  you  be  thus  ?— — — — 

Brai.  Marry,  peace  be  my  comfort,  where  I  thought 
I  mould  have  had  little  comfort  of  your  worfhip's  fer- 
vice. 

Kno.  How  fo  ? 

Brai.  O,  fir,  your  coming  to  the  city,  your  enter- 
tainment of  me,  and  your  feuding  me  to  watch  •  •  • 
indeed,  all  the  circumftances  either  of  your  charge  or 
my  employment,  are  as  open  to  your  fon,  as  to  your 
feif. 

Kno.  How  mould.thatbe,  unlefs  that  villain,  Brain- 

worm; 

Have  told  him  .of  the  letter,  and  difcover'd 
All  that  I  ftrictly  charg'd  him  to  conceal  ?  'tis  fo  ! 

Brai.  I  am  partly  o'that  faith,  'tis  fo  indeed. 

Kno.  But  how  mould  he  know  thee  to  be  my  man  ?« 

Brai.  Nay,  fir,  I  cannot  tell ;  unlefs  it  be  by  the 
black  art !  Is  not  your  fon  a  fcholar,  fir  ? 

Kno.  Yes,  but  I  hope  his  foul  is  not  allied 
Unto  fuch  hellifh  practice  :  if  it  were, 
I  had  jnft  caufe  to  weep  my  part  in  him, 
And  curfe  the  time  of  his  creation. 
But,  where  didft  thou  find  them,  Fitz-Sword? 

Brai.  You  mould  rather  alk  where  they  found  me,, 
fir  ;  for,  I'll  be  fworn,  I  was  going  along  in  the  ftreet, 
thinking  nothing,  when  (of  a  fudden)  a  voice  calls 
Mr.  Kno'^vjeH^s  man  ;  another  cries,  foldier  :  and  thus 
half  a  dozen  of 'em,  till  they  had  call'd  me  within  a 
houfe,  where  I  no  fooner  came,  but  '  they  feem'd 
'  men,  and'  out  flew  all  their  rapiers  at  my  bofom, 
with  fome  three  or  fourfcore  oaths  to  accompany  'em  ; 
and  all  to  tell  me,  I  was  but  a  dead  man,  if  I  did  not 
ccnfefs  where  you  were,  and.  how  I  was  employ'd, 

and,. 
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and  about  what ;  which,  when  they  could  ryot  get  out 
of  me  (as  I  proteil,  they  muft  ha'  ditt'efted,  and  made 
an  anatomy  o'  me  firft,  and  fo  I  told  'em)  they  lockt  me 
up  into  a  room  i'  the  top  of  a  high  houfe,  whence  by 
great  miracle  (having  a  light  heart)  I  flid  down  by  a 
bottom  of  packthread  into  the  ftreet,  and  fo  'fcaped. 
But,  fir,  thus  much  I  can  aflure  you,  for  I  heard  it 
while  I  was  lockt  up,  there  were  a  great  many  rich 
merchants  and  brave  citizens  wives  with  'em  at  a 
feaft  ;  and  yourfon,  Mr.  Edward,  withdrew  with  one 
of  'em,  and  has  pointed  to  meet  her  anon  at  one  Cob's 
houfe,  a  water-bearer,  that  dwells  by  the  wall. 
Now,  there  your  worfhip  ihall  be  fure  to  take  him> 
for  there  he  prays,  and  fail  he  will  not. 

E.  Kno.  Nor  will  I  fail  to  break  his  match,  I  doubt 
not. 

Go  thou  along  with  Juftice  Clement's  man, 
And  Itay   there  for  me.     At  one  Co^'s  houfe,  fay'ft 
thou? 

Brai.  Ay  fir,  there  you  mall  have  him.  [Exit 
Kno'well.j  Yes?  invifible  ?  much  wench,  or  much 
fon  !  'flight,  when  he  has  llaid  there  three  or 
four  hours,  travelling  with  the  expectation  of  won- 
ders, and  at  a  length  be  deliver'd  of  air :  O,  the 
fport  that  I  mould  then  take  to  look  on  him  if  I  durft  ! 
But  now  I  mean  to  appear  no  more  afore  him  in  this 
fhape.  I  have  another  trick  to  aft  yet.  *  O  that  I 
'  were  fo  happy  as  to  light  on  a  nupfon  now  of  this 
'  Juftice's  novice.'  \_afide.~\  Sir,  I  make  you  flay  forne 
what  long. 

Form.  Not  a  whit,  fir.  '  Pray  you  what  do  you 
'  mean  fir  ? 

'  Brai.  I  was  putting  up  fome  papers 

'  Form.''  You  ha'  been  lately  in  the  wars,  fir,  it 
feems.' 

Brai.  Marry  have  I,  fir,  to  my  lofs ;  and  expence 
of  all  ahnoft 

Form.  Troth  fir,  I  would  be  glad  to  beftow  a  bot- 
tle of  wine  o'  you,  if  it  pleafe  you  to  accept  it— • 

Brai.  O,  fir 

Form. 
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Form.  But  to  hear  the  manner  of  your  fervices,  and 
your  devices  in  the  wars,  they  fay  they  be  very  ftrange, 
and  not  like  thofe  a  man  reads  in  the  Roman  hiftories, 
or  fees  at  Mile-end. 

Brai.  No  I  afl'ure  you,  fir ;  why  at  any  time  when 
it  pleafe  you,  I  (hall  be  ready  to  difcourfe  to  you  all 
I  know  :  and  more  too  fomewhat.  \ajlde, ,] 

Form.  No  better  time  than  now,  fir  j  we'll  go  to 
the  Wind-mill :  there  we  fhall  have  a  cup  of  neat 
grift,  we  call  it.  I  pray  you,  fir,  let  me  requeft  you 
to  the  Wind-mill. 

Brai.  I'll  follow  you,  fir,  and  make  grift  of  you, 
if  I  have  good  luck.  \_djide\  [Exeunt 

Enter  Matthew,  Ed.  Kiio'well,  Bobadil,  and  Stephen, 

Mat.  Sir,  did  your  eyes  ever  tafte  the  like  clown 
of  him,  where  we  were  to  day,  Mr.  Well-lrefFs  half- 
brother  ?  I  think  the  whole  earth  cannot  fliew  his  pa- 
rallel by  this  day-light. 

E.  Kno.  We  were  now  fpeaking  of  him  :  Captain 
Bobadill  tells  me  he  is  fallen  foul  o'you  too. 

Mat.  O,  Ay,  fir,  he  threatned  me  with  the  Bafti- 
nado. 

Bob.  Ay,  but  I  think,  I  taught  you  prevention  this 

morning,  for  that You  fhall  kill  him  beyond 

queftion  :  if  you  be  fo  generoufly  minded. 

Mat.  Indeed,   it  is  a  moft  excellent  trick  ? 

Bob.  O,  you  do  not  give  fpirit  enough  to  your 
motion,  you  are  too  tardy,  too  heavy  !  O,  it  muft  be 
done  like  lightning,  hey?  \Hepra8ifeiatapoft. 

Mat.  Rare  captain  ! 

Bob.  Tut,  'tis  nothing,  an't  be  not  done  in  a— - 
punto! 

E.  Kno.  Captain,  did  you  ever  prove  yourfelf  upon 
any  of  our  matters  of  defence  here  ? 

Mat.  O  good  fir  !  yes  I  hope  he  has. 

Bob.  I  will  tell  you,  fir.  '  Upon  my  firft  coming 
'  to  the  city,  after  my  long  travel  for  knowledge  (in 
'  that  myftery  only)  there  came  three  or  four  of  'em, 
'  to  me,  at  a  gentleman's  houfe,  where  it  was  my 
'  chance  to  be  refident  that  time,  to  intreat  my  pre- 

'  fence 


EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR.        69 

'  fence  at  their  fchools ;  and  withal  fo  much  impor- 
'  tun'd  me,  that  (I  proteft  to  you,  as  I  am  a  gentle- 
'  man)  I  was  afliam'd  of'their  rude  demeanour  out  of 
'  all  meafure  :  well,  I  told  'em  that  to  come  to  a  pub- 
'  lick  fchool,  they  mould  pardon  me,  it  was  oppofite 
'  (in  diameter)  to  my  humour;  but,  if  fo  be  they 
'  would  give  their  attendance  at  my  lodging,  I  pro- 
'  tefted  to  do  them  what  right  or  favour  I  could^  as  I 
'  was  a  gentleman,  and  fo  forth. 

'  E.  Kno.  So,  fir,   then  you  tried  their  flcill  ? 

'  Bob.  Alas,  foon  try'd !  you  fhall  hear  fir.  Within 
'  two  or  three  days  after  they  came ;  and,  by  honefty, 
'  fair  fir,  believe  me,  I  grac'd  them  exceedingly, 
'  fliewed  them  fome  two  or  three  tricks  of  prevention, 
'  have  purchas'd  'em  fince  a  credit  to  admiration  ! 
«  they  cannot  deny  this:  and  yet  now  they  hate  me, 
<  and  why?  becaufe  I  am  excellent,  and  for  no  other 
'  vile  reafon  on  the  earth. 

'  E.  Kno.  This  is  ftrange  and  barbarous !  as  ever  I 
'  heard. 

*  Bob.  Nay,  for  a  more  inftance  of  their  prepofte- 
'  rous  natures ;  but  note,  fir.'  They  have  afTaulted 
me  fome  three,  four,  five,  fix  of  them  together,  as 
I  have  wals'd  alone  in  divers  fkirts  of  the  town,  '  as 
'  Turn-bull,  White-chapel,  Sboreditch,  which  were 
'  then  my  quarters;  and  iince,  upon  the  Exchange, 
*  at  my  lodging,  and  at  my  ordinary  :'  where  I  have 
driven  them  afore  me  the  whole  length  of  a  ftreet,  in 
the  open  view  of  all  our  gallants,  pitying  to  hurt  them, 
believe  me.  Yet  all  this  lenity  will  not  o'ercome  their 
fpleen  ;  they  will  be  doing  with  the  pifmire,  raifing 
a  hill  a  man  may  fpurn  abroad  with  his  foot  at  pleafure. 
By  myfelf  I  could  have  {lain  them  all,  but  I  delight 
not  in  murder.  I  am  loth  to  bear  any  other  than  this 
baftinado  for  'em :  yet  I  hold  it  good  policy  not  to  go 
difarm'd,  for  though  I  be  fkilful,  I  may  be  opprefs'd 
with  multitudes. 

E.  Kno.  Ay,  believe  me,  may  you  fir:  and  (in  my 
conceit)  our  whole  nation  fhould  fuftain  the  lofs  by  it, 
ifit'Werefo. 
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Sob.  Alas  no  :  what's  a  peculiar  man  to  a  nation  ? 
not  feen. 

E.  Kno.  O,    but  your  fkill,   fir. 

Bob.  Indeed,  that  might  be  fome  lofs ;  but  who 
refpe>5ls  it?  I  will  tell  you,  fir,  by  the  way  of  private, 
and  under  feal,  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  live  here  ob- 
fcure,  and  to  myfelf ;  but,  where  I  known  to  his  ma- 
jefty  and  the  lords  (obferve  me)  I  would  undertake 
(upon  this  poor  head  and  life)  for  thepublick  benefit 
of  the  itate,  not  only  to  fpare  the  intire  lives  of  his 
fubjeiSls  in  general ;  but  to  fave  the  one  half,  nay, 
three  parts  of  his  yearly  charge  in  holding  war,  ar.J. 
againit  what  enemy  foever.  And  how  would  I  do  it, 
think  you  ? 

E.  Kno.  Nay,  I  know  not,   nor  can  I  conceive. 

Sob.  Why  thus,  fir,  I  would  feleft  nineteen  more, 
to  myfelf,  throughout  the  land ;  gentlemen  they 
ihould  be  of  good  fpirit,  ftrong  and  able  conflitution, 
I  would  chufe  them  by  an  inltincl,  a  character  that  I 
have :  and  I  would  teach  thefe  nineteen  the  fpecial 
rules,  as  your  Punto,  your  Reverfo,  your  Stoccata, 
your  Imbroccato,  your  Pafl'aclo,  your  Montanto  ;  'till 
they  could  all  phy  very  near,  or  altogether  as  well  as 
myielf.  This  done,  fay  the  enemy  were  forty  ihou- 
fand  ftrong,  we  twenty  would  come  into  the  field  the 
tenth  of  March,  or  thereabouts ;  and  we  would  chal- 
lenge twenty  of  the  enemy ;  they  could  not  in  their 
honour  refufe  us  ;  well,  we  would  kill  them  ;  chal- 
lenge twenty  more,  kill  them  ;  twenty  more,  kill  them 
too ;  and  thus  would  we  kill  every  man  his  twenty  a 
day,  that's  twenty  fcore  ;  twenty  fcore,  that's  two 
hundred  ;  two  hundred  a  dsy,  five  days  a  thoufand  ; 
forty  thoufand  ;  forty  times  five,  five  times  forty,  two 
hundred  days  kills  them  all  up  by  computation.  And 
this  will  I  venture  my  poor  gentleman-like  carcafs  to 
perform  (provided  there  be  no  treafon  pra£tis'd  upon 
us)  by  fair  and  difcreet  manhood ;  that  is,  civilly  by 
the  fword. 

E.  Kno.  Why  are  you  fo  fure  of  your  hand,  Cap- 
tain, at  all  times  ? 

JBoi. 
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Sob.  Tut,  never  mifs  thruft  upon  my  reputation 
-with  you. 

£.  Kno.  I  would  not  ftand  in  Down-right' &  flate 
•then,  an' you  meet  him,  for  the  wealth  of  any  one 
flreet  in  London. 

Bob.  Why,  fir,  you  miftake  me!  if  he  were  here 
now,  by  this  welkin,  I  \vould  not  draw  my  weapon 
on  him  !  let  this  gentleman  do  his  mind  :  but  I  will 
baftinadohim  (by  the  bright  fun)  where-ever  I  meet 
IHJTI. 

Mat.  Faitk,  and  I'll  have  a  fling  at  him  at  my 
-diiiance. 

£.  Kno.  Gods  fo,  look  where  he  is ;  yonder  he  goes. 
[Downright  ivalks  over  the  ft  age. 

DO--W.  What  peevilh  luck  have  I,  I  cannot  meet 
•with  thefe  bragging  rafcals  ? 

Bob.  It's  not  he  ?  is  it  ? 

E.  Kno.  Yes  faith,  it  is  he.' 

Mat.  I'll  be  hang'd  then  if  that  were  he. 

'  E.  Kno.  Sir,  keep  you  hanging  good  for  feme 
**  greater  matter,  for'  I  affaire  you  that  was  he. 

Step.  Upon  my  reputation  it  was  he, 

Bob.  Had  I  thought  it  had  been  he,  he  muft  not 
have  gone  fo  :  but  I  can  hardly  be  induc'd  to  believe 
it  was  he  yet. 

E.  Kno.  That  I  think,  fir.  Bui  fee,  he  is  come 
•again  ! 

Dow,  O,  Pharaoh's  foot,  have  I  found  you  ?  Come, 
draw  your  tools  ;  draw  gipley,  or  I'll  threfh-you. 

Bob  Gentleman  of  valour,  I  do  believe  in  thee, 
hear  me 

Dove.  Draw  your  weapon  then. 

.  Bob.  Tall  man,  I  never  thought  on  it  till  now 
(body  of  me)  I  had  a  warrant  of  the  peace  ferved  on 
me,  even  now  as  I  came  along,  by  a  water-bearer; 
this  gentleman  favv  it,  Mr.  Matthew, 

DO--W.   'Sdeath,  you  will  not  draw  then  ? 

[He  beats<  and dif arms  him,  Matthew  runs  away. 

Bob.  Hold,  hold,  under  thy  favour  forbear. 

Zfyw.   Prate  again,   as  you  like  this,  you  whorefon 

foil! 
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foift  you.  You'll  controul  the  point,  you  ?  Your,  con- 
ibrt  is  gone  ?  had  he  ftaid  he  had  fhar'd  with  you, 
fir. 

"  E.  Kno.  Twenty  and  kill' em  ;  twenty  more,  kill  them 
too,  ba  !  ha  !  ha  !" 

Bob,  Well  gentlemen,  bear  witnefs,  I  was  bound  to 
the  peace,  by  this  good  day. 

E.  Kno.  No  faith,  its  an  ill  day  Captain,  never 
reckon  it  other  :  but,  fay  you  were  bound  to  the  peace, 
the  law  allows  you  to  defend  yourfelf :  that'll  prove 
but  a  poor  excufe. 

Bob.  I  cannot  tell,  fir.  I  defire  good  confirudion, 
in  fair  fort.  I  never  fuilain'd  the  like  difgrace  (by 
Heaven)  fure  I  was  ftruck  with  a  planet  thence,  for 
I  had  no  power  to  touch  my  weapon. 

E.  Kno.  Ay,  like  enough,  t  have  heard  of  many 
that  have  been  beaten  under  a  planet :  Go,  get  you 
to  a  futgeon.  'Slid,  an*  thefe  be  your  tricks,  your 
paffadoes,  and  your  montanto1?,,  I'll  none  of  them. 

"  Bob.  1  nuas  planet ftruck  certainly?'  [Exit. 

E.  Kno.  O,  manners  !  that  this  age  mould  bring 
forth  fuch  creatures  !  that  nature  mould  be  at  leafure 
to  make'em  !  Come  Coz. 

Step.  Mafs  I'll  ha'  this  cloak. 

E.  Kno.  God's  will,  'tis  Dcwnright's. 

Step.  Nay,  it's  mine  now,  another  might  have  ta'en 
it  up  as  well  as  I,  I'll  wear  it,  fo  I  will. 

E.  Kno.  How  an'  he  fee  it  ?  he'll  challenge  it,  af- 
fure  yourfelf. 

Step.  Ay,  but  he  mall  not  ha'  it  r  I'll  fay,  I  bought  it. 

E.  Kno.  Take  heed  you  buy  it  not  to  dear,  Coz.  [Ex. 

'  A  chamber  in  Kitely's  Houfe. 
f  Enter  Kitely,  Well-bred,  Dame  Kitely  and  Bridget. 

*  Kite.  Now,   truft  me  brother,  you  were  much   to 

'  blame, 

«  T'  incenfe  his  anger,  and  difturb  the  peace 
'  Of  my  poor  houfe,  where  there  are  fentinels, 
*  That  every  minute  watch  to  give  alarms, 
'  Of  civil  war,  without  adjeclion, 

«  Of 
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'  Of  your  affiitance  or  occafion. 

'  H'cl.  No  harm  done,  brother,  I  warrant  you  : 
'  flnce  there  is  no  harm  done.  Anger  cofts  a  man  no- 
1  thing;  and  a  tall  man  is  never  his  own  man  'till  he  be 
'  angry.  To  keep  his  valour  in  obfcurity,  is  to  keep 
'  himfelf  as  it  were  in  a  cloak-bag.  What's  a  mufician 
'  unlefs  he  play  ?  What's  a  tall  man  unlefs  he  fight  ? 
'  For  indeed  all  this  my  wife  brother  Hands  upon  ab- 
'  folutely  ;  and  that  made  me  fall  in  with  him  fo  re- 
'  folutely. 

'  Dame.  Ay,  but  what  harm  might  have  come  of  it, 

*  brother? 

'  WeL  Might,  filter  ?  fo  might  the  good  warm  clothes 
'  your  hufband  wears  be  poifon'd,  for  any  thing  he 

*  knows  ;  or  the  wholefome  wine  he  drunk,  even  now 
'  at  the  table   • 

'  Kite.  Now,  God  forbid  ;  O  me.  Now  I  remember 

*  my  wife   drunk  to  me  lail ;  and  chang'd   the  cup, 
'  nnd  bade  me  wear  this  curfed  fuit  to  day. 

'  See,  if  Heav'n  fuffer  murder  undifcover'd  ! 

'  1  feel  me  ill ;  give  me  fome  mithridate, 

'  Some  mithridate  and  oil,  good  fitter,  fetch  me  ; 

*  O,  I  am  fick  at  heart !  I  burn,  I  burn. 

'  If  you  will  fave  my  life,  go,  fetch  it  me. 

*  Wei.  O  ftrange  humour !  my  very  breath  has  poi- 

*  fon'd  him. 

'  Brid.  Good  brother  be  content,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
«  The  ftrength  of  thefe  extreme  conceits  will  kill  you. 

'  Dame.  Befhrew  your  heart-blood,  brother  Well* 
'  bred,  now,  for  putting  fuch  a  toy  into  his  head. 

'  Wei.  Is  a  fitfimilea  toy  ?  will  he  be  poifon'd  with 
'  a  fimile?  Brother  Kitely,  what  a  ftrange  and  idle 
'  imagination  is  this?  For  ihame,  be  wifer.  O  my 
'  foul  there's  no  fuch  matter. 

'  Kite.  Am  I  not  fick  ?  how  am  I  then,  not  poifon'd  ? 
'  am  I  not  poifon'd  ?  how  am  I  then  fo  fick  ? 

«  Dame .  If  you  be  fick,  your  own  thoughts  make  you 
4  fick. 

'  WeL  His  jealoufy  is  the  poifon  he  has  taken. 

'  Erc.in.  Mr.Kitc/ev,  my  mailer  Juftice  Clement  falutes 
^  '  you, 
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'  you  ;  and  deiires  to  fpeak  with  you  with  all  poffible 
fpeed. 
'  Enter  Brainworm  difguls'd  like  Jujlice  Clement' j 

'  man. 
'  Kite.  No  time  but  now  ?  when  I  think  I  am  fick  ? 

*  very  fick!  well,  I  will  wait  upon  his  wormip.  Thomas, 
'  Cob,  I  mufl  feek  them  out,  and  fet'em  fentinels  till 
'  J  return.   Thomas,  Ccb,  Thomas.  [Exit  calling. 

'  Wei.  This  is  perfeftly  rare,  Brainnuorm  \  but  how 
f  got'ft  thou  this  apparel  of  the  JufHce's  man  ? 

'  Brain.  Marry  fir,  my  proper  fine  pen-man  would 
1  needs  beftow  the  grift  o'  me,  at  the  Wind-mill,  to 
'  hear  fome  martial  difcourfe  ;  where  fo  I  marfhal'd 
'  him,  that  I  made  him  drunk  with  admiration  !  and, 

*  becaufe  too  much  heat  was  the  caufe  of  his  diftempcr, 
'  I  ftript  him  ftark  naked,  as  he  lay  along  afleep,  and 

*  borrowed  his  fuit  to  deliver  this  counterfeit  mefiage 
'  in,  leaving  a  rufty  armour,  and  an  old  brown  bill  to 
'  watch  him  till  my  return  ;    which  mall  be,  when  I 
'  ha'  pawn'd  his  apparel,  and  fpent  the  better  part 
'  o'  the  money,  perhaps. 

'  WeL  Well,   thou  art  a  fuceefsful   merry    knave, 

*  Brainnuorm,  his  abfence  will  be   a  good  fubjeft  for 
'  more  mirth.    I  pray  thee,  return  to  thy  young  maf- 
'  £er,  and  will  him  to  meet  me  and    my  fifter  Bridget 
'  at  the  Tower  inftantly ;  for,  here  tell  him  the  houfe 

*  is  fo  ftor'd  with  jealoufy,  there  is  no  room  for  love  to 
'  Hand  upright  in.     We  muft  get  our  fortunes  com- 
'mitted\o    fome   large  prifon,   fay;   and    than   the 
'  Tower,  I  know  no  better  air  ;  no,  where  the  liberty 
'  of  the  houfe  m.ay  do  us  moreprefent  fervice.     Away. 

[Exit  Brainworm. 
*  Enter  Kitely  and  Cafh. 

'  Kite.  Come  hither,  Thomas.  Now  my  fecret's  ripe, 
And  thou  {halt  have  it :  lay  to  both  thine  ears. 
Hark,  what  I  fay  to  thee.   I  muft  go  forth,   Thomas, 
Be  careful  of  thy  promife,  keep  good  watch, 
Note  every  gallant,  and  obferve  him  well, 
That  enters  in  ray  abfence  to  thy  miftrefs: 
If  me  would  ihew  him  rooms,  the  jeft  is  ftale, 

«  Follow 
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*  Follow  'em,  Thomas,  or  elfe  hang  on  him, 

'  And  let  him  not  go  afrer  ;  mark  their  looks  ; 
'  Note  if  (he  offer  but  to  lee  his  hand, 
'  Or  any  other  amorous  toy  about  him  ; 
'  But  praife  his  leg,  or  foot ;  or  if  fhe  fay 
c  The  day  is  hot,  and  bid  him  feel  her  hand, 
'  How  hot  it  is  ;  O,  that's  a  monftrous  thing  ! 

*  Note  me  all  this,  good  Thomas,  mark  their  figlis, 
'  And,  if  they  do  but  whifper,  break  'em  off. 

'  I'll  bear  thec  out  in  it.     Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

*  Wilt  thou  be  true,  my  Thomas  ? 

'  Cajh.   As  truth's  felf,  fir. 

'  Kite.  Why,  I  believe  thee  ;  where  is  Col,  now  ? 
'  Cob  ?  {Exit  Kitely. 

'  Dame.  He's  ever  calling  for  Cob,  I  wonder  how 
'  he  imploys  Cob  fo  ! 

'  Wei.  Indeed  fifter,  to  aflt  how  he  employs  Cob,  is  a 
«  neceflary  queftion,  for  you  are  his  wife,  and  a  thing 
'  not  very  eafy  for  you  to  be  fatisfied  in  :  but  this  I'll 
'  afTure  you,  Co&'s  wife  is  an  excellent  bawd,  fifter, 
'  and  oftentimes  your  hufbaivd  haunts  her  houfe  ; 
f  marry,  to  what  end  ;  I  cannot  altogether  accufe  him, 
'  imagine  you  what  you  think  convenient.  But  I 
'  have  known  fair  hides  have  foul  hearts,  e'er  now, 
'  fifter. 

'  Dame.  Never  fuid  you  truer  than  that,  brother,  fo 
4  much  I  can  tell  you  for  your  learning.  T/.(tnist 
'  fetch  your  cloak  and  go  with  me,  I'll  after  him  jre- 
'  fently  :  I  would  to  fortune  1  could  take  him  there, 
'  i' faith,  I'd  return  him  his  own,  I  warrant  him. 

'  Wcl.  So  let  'em  go:  this  may  make  fport  anor. 
4  Now,  my  fair  fifter-in-law,  that  you  knew  but  how 

*  happy  a  thing  it  were  to  be-fair  and  beautiful  ? 

'  [Exit  with  Cajb.' 


N.  B.  This  fcene  goes  on  again  as  it  wa»  written  by  Jonfon, 
at  1  nc  -z.  page  82. 

The  following  tenes,  between  double  c  mmis,  are  the  alterations 
of  Mr.  Garrick  :  The  foregoing  ones,  between  iingle  cotszus,  src 
»  they  \vcrc  oiiginally  written  by  the  aiuhorBen  '* 
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"SCENE      A  Chamber  in  Kitely's  Hciife. 
"  Enter  Kitcly  and  Cam. 

"  Kite.  Art  thou  fure,  Thomas,  we  have  pry'd 
r<  into  all  and  every  part  throughout  the  houfe  ?  Is 
"  there  no  by-place,  or  dark  corner,  has  fcap'd  our 
"  fearches  ? 

"  Cajh.  Indeed,  Sir,  none ;  there's  not  a  hole  or 
"  nook  unfearch'd  by  us,  from  the  upper  loft  unto  the 
"  cellar. 

"  Kite.  They  have  convey'd  him  then  a\vay,  or  hid 

"  him  in  fome   privacy    of  their  own' VVhilft  we 

"  were  fearching  of  the  dark  clofet  by  my  filter's 
"  chamber,  did'ft  thou  not  think  thou  heard']}  a  rult- 
"  ling  on  the  other  fide,  and  a  foft  tread  of  fVet  r 

"  Cajh.  Upon  my  truth,  1  did  not,  Sir  ;  or  if  ycu 
"  did  it  might  be  only  the  vermin  in  the  wainfcot ; 
"  the  houfe  is  old,  and  over-run  with  'em. 

"  Kite.  It  is,  indeed,  Thotnas — we  fhould  bane 
"  thefe  rats — doit  thou  underftand  me — we  will — 
"  they  fti all  not  harbour  here;  I'll  cleanfe  my  houfe 
'«  from  'em,  if  fire  cr  poifon  can  efTcft  it—  I  will  not 
"  be  tormented  thus — They  knaw  my  bram,  and 
"  burrow  in  my  heart 1  cannot  hear  ic. 

"  Cajh.  I  do  not  underftand  you  fir!  Gocd  now, 
"  what  is't  difturbs  you  thus  ?  pray,  be  compos'd  ; 
"  thefe  ftarts  of  pafiion  have  fome  cauie  I  fear,  that 
*'  touches  you  more  nearly. 

"  Kite.  Sorely,  forely,  Thomas — it  cleaves  too  clofe 
"  to  me — Oh  me— [SYg/^]  lend  me  thy  arm— fo, 
"  good  Cajh. 

"  Cajh.  You  tremble  and  lock  pale!  let  me  call 
"  afliftance. 

"  Kite.  Not  for  ten  thoufand  worlds — Alr.s !  alas! 
**  'tis  not  in  med'cine  to  give  me  eaie — here,  here  it 
"  lies. 

"  Cajh.  What,  fir? 

"  Kite.  Why, — nothing,  nothing — I  an  not  fick, 
"  yet  more  than  dead;  I  have  a  burning  fever  in  my 
"  mind,  and  long  for  that,  which  having,  would  de- 
r'  llroy  me. 

"Cajh. 
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"  Cajh.  Believe  me,  'tis  your  fancy's  imposition  ; 
F'  fhut  up  your  generous  rnind  from  fuch  intruders — 
"  I'll  hazard  all  my  growing  favour  with  you:  I'll 
"  itake  my  prefent,  my  future  welfare,  that  fome  bafe 
"  whifpering  knave,  nay,  (pardon  me,  fit)  hath  in 
"  the  befl  and  richeft  foil,  ib\vn  feeds  of  rank  and 
"evil  nature!  O,  my  matter,  fhculd  they  take  root, 
[  "Laughing  ivitffin. 

"  Kite.  Hark!  hark!  doft  thou  not  hear!  what 
*'  think'ft  thou  now?  are  they  not  laughing  at  me? — 
"  They  are,  they  are.  They  have  deceiv'd  the  wit- 
"  vol,  and  thus  they  triumph  in  their  infamy — This 
"  aggravation  is  not  to  be  borae.  (Laughing  again.) 
"  hark,  again! — Cafe,  do  thou  unfeen  lleal  in  upon 
"  'em  and  lilien  to  their  wanton  conference. 

"  Cajh.  I  mall  obey  you,  tho'  againit  my  will. 

"  [Exit. 

"  Kite.  Againft  his  will  ?   ha  !  it  may  be  fo — He'* 

"  young,   and  may  be  brib'd  for  them they've 

"  various  means  to  draw  the  unwary  inj  if  it  be  fo, 
"  I'm  loft,  deceiv'd',  betray'd,  and  my  bofom,  (my 
"  full  fraught  bofom)  is  unlock'd  and  open'd  to  mock- 
"  ery  and"  laughter !  Heaven  forbid!  He  cannot  be 
"  that  viper;  ftir.g  the  hand  that  rais'd  and  cherim'd 
"  him!  was  this  ilroke  added,  I  ihould  be  curs'd — 
"  But  it  cannot  be — no,  it  cannot  bs. 
"  Enter  Cam. 

"  Cajh.  You  are  mufing,  fir. 

*'  Kite.  I  aflc  your  pardon,  Cajh^ — aflc  me  not  why— 
*'  I  have  wrong'd  you,  and  am  forry — 'tis  gone. 

"  Cajb.  If  you  fufped.  my  faith — 

'•  Kite.  I  do  net  -  fay  no  more — and  for  my  fake 

«'  let  it  die  and  be  forgotten Have  you  feen  your 

"  iniftrefs,   and  heard whence  was  that  noife? 

"  Cajh.  You  broclier,  Mailer  Well-bred,  is  with 
"  'em,  and  I  found  'em  throwing  out  their  mirth  oa 
"  a  very  truly  ridiculous  fubjeft ;  it  is  one  Formal, 
"  as  he  lUles  himfelf,  and  he  appertains  (fo  he  phrafes 
"  it)  to  Juilice  C/ement,  and  wou'd  fpeakwith  you. 

"  Kite.  With  me  !  art  thou  fure  it  is  the  Juflice's 
**  clerk  ?  where  is  he  ? 

D  3  "  Enter 
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"Enter  Brainworm  (as  Formal.) 
1 ;  Who  are  you,   friend  ? 

"  -Brain.  An  appendix  to  JulUce  Clement,  vulgarly 
"  call'd  his  clerk. 

*'  Kite.  What  are  your  wants  with  me  ? 

"  Brain.  None. 

"  Kite.  Do  you  not  want  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

"  Brain.   No. but  my  mafter  does. 

"  Kite.  What  are  the  Juilice's  commands  ? 

"  Brain.  He  doth  not  command,  but  in  treats  Ma- 
"  Her  Kitely  to  be  with  him  dire&ly,  having  matters 
"  of  fome  moment  to  communicate  unto  him. 

"  Kite.  What  can  it  be  !  fay,  I'll  be  with  him  in- 
"  ftantly,  and  if  your  legs,  friend,  go  no  fafter  than 
*'  your  tongue,  I  mall  bo  there  before  you. 

""  Brain.   I  will.      Vale.  [Exit. 

"  Kite.  'Tis  a  precious  fool,  indeed! — I  mult  go 
"  forth— — But  nril,  come  hither,  'Thomas — I  have 
"  admitted  thee  into  the  clofe  recefles  of  my  heart, 
"*'  and  friew'd  thee  all  my  frailties,  paffions,  every 

"  thing. Be  careful    of  thy  promife,  keep  good 

"  watch  :   wilt  thou  be  true,  my  Thomas  ? 

"  Cajb.  As  truth's  felf,  fir — - 
"  But  be  aflur'd  you're  heaping  care  and  trouble 
"  Upon  a.fandy  bafe  ;  ill-plac'd  fufpicion 
"  Recoils  upon  yourfelf — She's  chafte  as  comely  ! 
'*  Believ't  me  is — Let  her  not  note  your  humour ; 
"  Difperfe  the  gloom  upon  your  brow,  and  be 
"  As  clear  as  her  unfullied  honour. 

"  Kite.  I  will  then,   Cajb — thou  comfort'ft  me— 

"  I'll  drive  thefe 

"  Fiend-like  fancies  from  me,  and  be  myfelf  again  4 
"'  Think'il  thou  me  has  perceiv'd  my  folly  ?  'Twere 
"  Happy  if  me  had  not — She  has  not — 
"  They  who  know  no  evil  will  fufpedl  none. 

"  Cajb.  True,  fir  !  nor  has  your  mind  a  blemifh  now. 
*'  This  change  has  gladdened  me— Here's  my  miftrefs 
*'  And  the  reft,  fettle  your  reafon  to  accoft  'em. 

"  Kile .  I  will,   Cajb,  I  will 

"  Enter 
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'•  Enter  Well-bred,  Dame  Kitely,  and  Bridget. 

'*  Wei.  What  are  you  plotting,  brother  Kitdy, 
''  That  thus  of  late  you  mufe  alone,  and  bear 
"  Such  weighty  care  upon  your  penfive  brow:  [fitag&ft 

"  Kite.  My  care  is  all  for  you,  good  fneeringbrothe>, 
"  And  well  I  wim  you'd  take  ibme  wholefome  cour>k-i . 
"  And  curb  your  headftrong  humours;  truftme,  bro- 

"  t'her, 

"  You  were  to  blame  to  raife  commotions  here, 
"  And  hurt  the  peace  and  order  of  my  houfe. 

'•'  Wei.   No  harm  done,   brother,  I  warrant  you, 
' '  Since  there  is  no  harm  done  ;  anger  cofts 
"  A  man  nothing,   and  a  brave  man  is  never 
"  His  own  man  'till  he  be  angry — To  keep 
"  His  valour  in  obfcurity,   is  to  keep  himfeli, 
"  As  it  were,  in  a  cloak-bag  :  What's  a  brave 
*'  Mufician  unlefs  he  play  ? 
"  VVkat's  a  brave  man  unlefs  he  fight  ? 

"  Dame.  Ay,  but  what  harm  might  have  come  of 
"  it,  brother? 

«  Wei  What,  fchool'd  on  both  fides  \  Prithee, 
"  Bridget,  fave  me  from  the  rod  and  ledure. 

[Brid.WWel,  retire. 

"  Kite.  With  what  a  decent  modcfty  me  rates  him  ! 
"  My  heart's  at  eafe,  and  fhe  (hall  fee  it  is — 
*'  How  art  thou,  wife  ?  thou  look'ft  both  gay  and 

"  comely 
'*  In  troth  thou  doft — I  am  fent  for  out,  my  dear, 

"  But  I  fhall  foon  retuj-n Indeed,  my  life, 

«'  Bufmefs  that  forces  me  abroad  grows  irkfome, 
"  I  cou'd  content  me  with  lefs  gain  and  'vantage 
"  TO  have  the  more  at  home,  indeed  I  cou'd. 

"  Dams.  Your  doubts,  as  well  as  love,  may  breed- 
*'  thefe  thoughts. 

"  Kite.  That  jar  untunes  me. 
«  What  doft  thou  fay  ?  doubt  thee  ? 
"  I  ihou'd  as  foon  fufpeft  myfelf — No,  no, 
"  My  conhJence  is  rooted  in  thy  merit, 
"  So  fixt  and  fettled,  that,  wert  thou  inclin'd 
"  To  mafks,  to  fports,  and  balls,  where  lufty  youth 
D  4  "  Leads 
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"  Leads  up  the  wanton  dance,  and  the  rais'd  pulfe 
"  Beats  quicker  meafures,  yet  I  could  with  joy, 
"  With  heart's  eafe  and  fecurity- — not  but 
"  I  had  rather  thou  fhould'ft  prefer  thy  home 
"  And  me,  to  toys  and  fuch  like  vanities. 

"  Dame.   But  fure,  my  dear, 

"  A  wife  may  moderately  more  ufe  thefe  pleafures, 
"  Which  numbers,  and  the  time  give  fan&ion  to, 
"  Without  the  fmalleft  blemim  on  her  name. 

"  Kite.  And  fo  me  may And  I'll  go  with  thee, 

"  child 

"  I  will  indeed I'll  lead  thee  there  myfelf, 

"  And  be  the  foremoft  reveller. I'll  filence 

"  The  fneers  of  envy,  flop  the  tongue  of  flander  ; 
"  Nor  will  I  more  be  pointed  at,  as  one 
"  Difhirb'd  with  jealoufy 

"  Dame.  Why,  were  you  ever  fo  ? 

"  Kite.  What! ha!  never — ha,  ha,  ha! 

"  She  ftabs  me  home.   [Alidi\  jealous  of  thee  ! 
"  No,  do  not  believe  it — fpeak  low,  my  love, 
"  Thy  brother  will  overhear  us — No,  no,   my  dear, 
"  It  cou'd  not  be,  it  cou'd  not  be — for — for — 
"  What  is  the  time  now  ? — I  (hall  be  too  late  — 
"  No,  no,  thou  may'ft  be  fatisfy'd 
"  There's  not  the  fmalleft  fpark  remaining—— 
"  Remaining!  What  do  I  fay?  there  never  was, 
*'  Nor  can,  nor  ever  mail  be — fo  be  fatisfy'd — 

"  Is  Cob  within  there  ? Give  me  a  kifs, 

<c  My  dear, 'there,  there,  now  we  are  reconcil'd — 
"  I'll  be  back  immediately — Good-bye,  good-bye — 
"  Ha!  ha,  jealous,  I  mail  burft  my  fides  with  laughing; 

"  Ha,  ha,  Col>,  where  are  you,  Cob  ?  Ha,  ha!-» 

[Exit. 
[Well-bred  and  Bridget  comes  forward. 

"  Wei.   What  have  you  done  to  make  your  hufband 

part  fo  merry  from  you  ?  He  has  of  late  been  little 

given  to  laughter. 

'"  Dame.  He  laugh'd  indeed,  but  feemingly  without 

mirth;   his    behaviour   is   new    and   ftrange:  he  is 

much  agitated,  and  has  fome  whimfy  in  his  head, 

that  puzzles  mine  to  read  it. 

»  tt'elL 
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"  WeL  'Tisjealoufy,  good  fifter,  and  writ  fo  largely 

•  that  the  blind  may  read  it ;  have  you  not  perceiv'd 
'  it  yet? 

"  Dame.  If  I  have,  'tis  not    always  prudent   that 

•  my  tongue  fhou'd  betray  my  eyes,  fo  far  my  wif- 
dom  tends,  good  brother,  and  little  more  I  boaft 
— But  what  makes  him  ever  calling  for  Cob  fo  ?    I 
I  wonder  how  he  can  employ  him. 

''  WeL  Indeed,  fifter,  to  afk  how  he  employs  Cobt 
is  a  neceffary  queftion  for  you,  that  are  his  wife, 
and  a  thing  not  very  eafy  for  you  to-  be  fatisfy'd  in 
— But  this,  I'll  aflure,  Cotfs  wife  is  an  excellent 
bawd,  fifter,  and  oftentimes  your  hufband  haunts 
her  houfe  ;  marry  to  what  end,  I  cannot  altogether 
accufe  him  ;  imagine  you  what  you  think  conve- 
nient. But  I  have  known  fair  hides  have  foul 
hearts,  'ere  now,  fifter. 

"  Dame.  Never  faid  you  truer  than  that,  brother; 
fo  much  I  can  tell  you  for  your  learning,  O,  ho  ! 
is  this  the  fruit  of's  jealoufy  ?  I  thought  fome  game 
was  in  the  wind,  he  acled  fo  much  tendernefs  but 
now,  but  I'll  be  quit  with  him. — Thomas  ! 

Enter  Cam. 

Fetch  your  hat,  and  go  with  me  ;  I'll  get  my  hood, 
and  out  the  backward  way. — I  would  to  fortune  I 
could  take  him  there,  I'd  return  him  his  own,  I 
warrant  him  !  I'd  fit  him  for  his  jealoufy  !  \Exit. 
"  Wei.  Ha,  ha!  fo,  e'en  let  'em  go;  this  may 
make  fport  anon — What,  Brain-<worm? 

"  Enter  Brain-worm. 

"  Brain.  I  faw  the  merchant  turn  the  corner,  jnd 
came  back  to  tell  you,  all  goes  well  ;  wind  and 
tide,  my  mafter. 

"  Wei.  But  how  go'ft  thou  this  apparel  of  the 
juftice's  man  ? 

"  Brain.  Marry,  Sir.  My  proper  fine  penman 
wou'd  needs  beftow  the  grift  o'  me  at  the  Wind- 
mill, to  hear  fome  martial  difcourfe,  where  I  fo 
marfnalled  him,  that  I  made  him  drunk  with  admi- 
ration :  and  becaufe  too  much  heat  was  the  caufeof 
D  5  «  his 
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"  his  diftemper,  I  ftript  him  ftark  naked,  as  he  lay 
"  ahpng  afleep,.  and  borrow'd  his  fuit  to-deliver  thi* 
"  counterfeit  mefTage  in,  leaving  a  rufty  armour,  and 
"  an  old  brawn  bill,  to  watch  him  'till  my  return  ; 
"  which  (hall  he  when  I  have  pavvn'dhis  apparel,  and 
"  {pent  the  better  part  of  the  money,  perhaps. 

"  Wcl.  Well  thou  art  a  fuccefsful  merry  knave, 
"  Brain-nvorm  ;  his  abfence  will  be  fubjedl  for  more* 
"  mirth.  I,  pray  thee  return  to  thy  young  mafter,  and 
"will  him.  to  meet  me  and  my  {ifter  .Bridget  at  tli£ 
ff  T,o--u;er  inftantly  ;  for  here, .  tell  him,  the  houfe  is  fo 
"  ftor'd  with  jealoufy,,  there  is  no  room  for  love  to 
"  ftand  upright  in.  We  muft  get  our  fortunes  com- 
"  mitted  to  fome-  large  prifon,  fay,  and  than  the 
"  Tower,  I  know  no  better  air,  nor  where  the  liberty 
*'•  of  the  houfe  may  do  us  more  prefent  fervice.  Away. 

[Exit.  Brain, 

.  "  Brid.  What,  is  this  the  engine,  that  you  told  me 
f '  of  f  .What  farther  meaning  have  you  in  the  plot  ? 

"  W.el. .  That  you  may  know,  fair  fifter-in-law,  how 
"  happy  a  thing  it. is  to  be  fair  and  beautiful." 
Brid.  That  touches  not  me,   brother. 
Wei.  That's  true ;    that's  .even  the  fault  of  it :  for 
indeed,  beauty  ftands  a  woman  in  no  ftead,   unlefs  it 
procure  her  touching.     '  But,  fitter,  .whether  it  touch- 
'  you  or  no,  it  touches  your  beauties ;  an.d  1  am  fure, 
*'  they  will  abide  the  touch  ;  an'  they  do  not,  a  plagua 
'  of  all  cerufe,   fay. I;    and  it  touches  me. too  in  part, 

'  though  not  Jn  the' Well,  there's  a  dear  and  re-- 

{peeled  friend  of  mine,  fifter,  itands-very  ftrongly  and 
worthily  affecled  toward  you,  and  hath  vow'd  to  -in- 
flame whole  bonfires  of  zeal  at  his  heart  in  honour  of 
your  perfections.  I  have  already  engag'd  mypromifa 
to  bring  you,  where  you.  mall  hear  him  confirm  much 
more.  NedKho'ivel  is  the  man,  fifter.  There's  no- 
exception  againft  the  party.  You  are  ripe  for  a  huf- 
band;  and  a  miaute's  lofs  to  fuch  an  occafion,  is  a 

§-eat  trefpafs  in  a  wife  beauty.     What  fay  you,  fifter  ? 
n  my  foul  he  loves  you,  will  you  give  him  the  meet- 
ing r 
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Brid.  Faith  I  had  very  little  confidence  in  mine 
own  conftancy,  brother,  if  I  durft  not  meet  a  man  : 
but  this  motion  of  yours  favours  of  an  old  knight-ad- 
venturer's fervant  a  little  too  much  methinks. 

Wei.  What's  that,  fitter? 

Brid.  Marry,  of  the  go-between. 

Wei.  No  matter  if  it  did,  I  would  be  fuch  an  one 
for  my  friend.  But  fee !  who  is  return'd  to  hinder 
us? 

Enter  Kitely. 

Kite,  What  villainy  is  this?  call'd  out  on  a  falfe 
meffage  ?  This  was  fome  plot !  I  was  not  fent  for.' 
Bridget,  where's  your  filter  ? 

Brid.  I  think  me  be  gone  forth,   fir. 

Kite,  How  !  is  my  wife  gone  forth  ?  whither,  for 
God's  fake? 

Brid.  She's  gone  abroad  with  Thcmas. 

Kite.  Abroad  with  Thomas  ?  Oh,  that  villain  cheats 

me! 

He  hath  difcover'd  all  unto  my  wife  ; 
Beaft  that  I  was  to  truft  him.     Whither,  I  pray 
You,  went  me? 

Brid,  I  know  not,  fir. 

Wei.  I'll  tell  you,  brother,  whither  I  fufped  me '* 
gone. 

Kite,  Whither,  good  brother  ? 

Wei.  To  Co^'s  houfe,    I  believe:    but  keep  my 
counfel. 
•    Kit*  I  will,  I  will.— To  C^'s  houfe!   Doth  me 

haunt  there  ? 

She's  gone  a  purpofe  now  to  cuckold  me 
With  that  lewd  rafcal,    who,   to  win  her  favour, 
Hath  told  her  all — "  Why  wou'd  you  let  her  go  ? 

"  Wei.  Becaufe  file's  not  my  wife;  if  me  were,  I'd 
*'  keep  her  to  her  tether. 

"  Kite,  So,   fo  ;  now 'tis  plain. i — I  mail  go  mad 
"  With  my  misfortunes;    now  they  pour  in  torrents  ; 
"  I'm  bruted  by  my  wife,   betray'd  by  my  fervant, 
"  Mock'd  at  by  my  relations,  pointed  at  by  my  neigh- 
«'  hours, 

D6  "Defpis'i 
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"  Defpis'd  by  myfelf. — There  is  nothing  left  now 

"  But  to  revenge  myfelf  firft,   next  hang  myfelf; 

"  And  then — all  my  cares  will  be  over.  [Exit. 

"  Brid.  He  ftorms  moft  loudly;  fure  you  have 
"  gone  too  far  in  this. 

"  Wei.  'Twill  all  end  right ;  depend  upon't. — But 
"  let  us  lofe  no  time  ;  the  coaft  is  clear  ;  away,  away  ; 
"  the  affair  is  worth  it  and  cries  hafte. 

"  Brid.  Ay  truft  me  to  your  guidance  brother,  and 
"  fo  fortune  for  us. 

'  Wei.   Come,  he's  once  more  gone, 
'  Sifter,  let's  lofe  no  time ;  th'  affair  is  worth  it.' 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE,     Stocks  Market. 

Enter  Matthew  and  Bobadil. 

"Mat.  I  wonder  captain  what  they  will  fay  of  my 
going  away  ?  ha  ? 

Bob.  Why,  what  mould  they  fay?  but  as  of  a  dif- 
creet  gentleman?  quick  wary,  refpcctful  of  natuie's 
fair  lineaments  ?  and  that's  all. 

Mat.  Why  fo  !  but  what  can  they  fay  of  your  beat- 
ing? 

Bib.  A  rude  part,  a  touch  with  foft  wood,  a  kind 
of  grofs  battery  us'd,  laid  on  ftrongly,  born  moft  pa- 
tiently; and  that's  all. 

'  Mat.  Ay,  but  would  any  man  have  offered  it  in 

*  Venice  ?  as  you  fay  ? 

'  Bob.  Tut,  I  afiure  you,  no:  you  fhall  have  there 

*  your  robilis,     your  gentelezza,    come   in   bravely 
'  upon  your  reverie,  ftand  you  clofe,   ftand  you  firm, 
'  ftand  you  fair,  fave  your  retricato  with  his  left  leg, 
4  come  to  the  afialto  with  the  right,  throft  with  brave 
'  fteel,   defy  your  bafe  wood  !'     But  wherefore  do  I 
awake  th:s  remembrance  ?  I  was  fafcinated  bv  Jupi- 
ter! fafcinated;  but  1  will  be  unwitch'd,  and  reveng'd 
by  law. 

Mat.  Do  you  hear  ?  is't  not  belt  to  get  a  warrant, 
and  have  him  arrefted  and  brought  before  juftice  Cle- 
ment ? 

Bob. 
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Bob.  It  were  not  amifs,  would  we  had  it.  • 

Mat.  Why  here  comes  his  man,  let's  fpeak  to  him. 

Bob.  Agreed,   do  you  fpeak. 

Enter  Brain  worm  as  Formal. 
Mat.  'Save  you,  fir. 
Brain.  With  all  my  heart,   fir. 
Mat.   Sir,  there  is  one  Down-right  hath  abus'd  this 
gentleman  and  myfelf,    and  we  determine  to  make 
our  amends  by  law;  now,    if  you  would  do  us  the  fa- 
vour to  procure  a  warrant,   to  bring  him  afore  your 
mafter,   you  (hall  be  well  confider'd  of,  I  afiure  you, 
fir. 

Brain.  Sir,  you  know  my  fervice  is  my  living  ;  fuch 
favours  as  thefe  gotten  of  my  mailer  is  his  only  prefer- 
ment, and  therefore  you  muft  confider  me  as  I  may 
make  benefit  of  my  place. 
Mat.  How  is  that,  fir  ? 

Brain.  Faith,  fir,  the  thing  is  extraordinary,  and 
the  gentleman  may  be  of  great  account;  yet,  be  what 
he  will,  if  you  will  lay  me  down  a  brace  of  angels  in 
my  hand,  you  ihall  have  it,  otherwife  not. 

Mat.   How  (hall  we  do  captain  ?  He  afks  a  brace  of 
angels,  you  have  no  money? 
Bob.  Not  a  crofs  by  fortune. 

Mat.  Nor  1,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  but  two  pence 
left  of  my  two  millings  in  the  morning  for  wine  and 
radifh  :  let's  find  him  fome  pawn. 

Bob.  Pawn  !  we  have  none  to  the  value  of  his  de- 
mand. 

Mat.  O,  yes,  *  I'll  pawn  this  jewel  in  my  ear,  and 

1  you  m.iy  pawn  your  filk-ftockings,   and  pull  up  your 

'  boots,  'they  will  ne'er  be  mill:  It  muft  be  done  now. 

'  Bob.  Well,  an' there  be  no  remedy  :  I'llftepafide 

'  and  pull  'em  off. 

'  Mat.  Do  you  hear,  fir?  we  have  no  ftore  ofmo- 
'  ney  at  this  time,  but  you  mall  have  good  pawns  ; 
'  look  you,  fir,  this  jewel,  and  that  gentleman's  filk- 
'  ftockings,  becaufe  we  would  have  it  difpatch'd  e'er 
•  we  went  to  our  chambers.  "  I  can  pawn  my  ring 
"  here.  1 

"  Bel,. 
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"  Bob.  And  harkee,  he  fhall  have  my  trufty  Toledo1 
"  too.  I  believe  I  fliall  have  no  fervice  for  it  to-day. 

"  Mat.  Do  you  hear,  fir?  we  have  no  (lore  of  mo- 
"  ney  at  this  time,  but  you  fhall  have  good  pawns ; 
"  look  you,  fir,  I  will  pledge  this  ring,  and  that 
"  gentleman  his  Toledo,  becaufe  we  would  have  it  dif- 
"  patch'd." 

Brain.  I  am  content,  fir;  I  will  get  you  the  war- 
rant prefently;  what's  his  name,  fay  you?  Down- 
right ? 

Mat.   Ay,    ay,   George  Down-right. 

'  Brain.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

'  Mat.  A  tall  big  man,  fir ;  he  goes  in  a  cloak  mofl 
'  commonly  of  filk-ruflet,  laid  about  with  ruffet-lace, 

'•  Brain.   'Tis  very  good,    fir. 

'  Mat.  Here,  fir,  here's  my  jewel. 

'  Bob.  And  here  are  my  ftockings.' 

Brain.  Well,  gentlemen,  I'll  procure  you  this  war- 
rant prefently ;  but  who  will  you  have  to  ferve  it  ? 

Mat.  That's  true,  captain,  that  muft  be  confider'd. 

Bob.  Body  o'me,  I.  know  not;  'tis  fervice  of  dan^- 
ger. 

Brain.  Why,  you  were  beft  get  one  o'the  varlets 
o'the  city,  a  ferjeant :.  I'll  appoint  you  one,  if  you 
pleafe. 

Mat.  Will  you,  fir  ?   Why,  we  can  wifh  no  better; 

Bob.  We'll  leave  it  to  you,   fir. 

[Exeunt  Bob.  and  Mat. 

Brain.  This  is  rare  !  Now  will  I  go  pawn  this  cloak 
of  the  juftice's  man's  at  the  brokers,  for  a  varlet's 
fuit,  and  be  the  varlet  my  felf ;  '  and  get  either  more 
'  pawns,  or  more  money  of  Downright,  for  the  ar- 
'  reft,'  and  fo  get  money  on  all  fides. .  [Exit. 

SCENE  the    Street'  before   Cob's  Houfe. 
Enter   Kno'well. 

Kno.  Oh,  here  it  is  ;  I  am  glad  I  have  found  it 
now.  Hoa  ?  who  is  within  here  ? 

Z  [Tib  appears  at  the  window. 

Tib.. 
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Tib.  I  am  within,   fir  ;  what's  your  pleafure  ? 

Kno.   To  know  who  is  within  befides  yourfelf. 

Tib,  Why,    fir,   you  are  no  conftable,    I  hope  ?. 

Kno.   O!   fear  you  the  conftable?  then  I  doubt  not, 
You  have  ibme  guefts  within  deferve  that  fear  j 
I'll  fetch  him  ftraight. 

Tib.  O  for  Heav'ns  fake,  fir. 

Kno.  Go  to.     Come,   tell  me,  is  not  young  Knoy- 
<vjell  here  ? 

Tib.  Young  Knot<well?  I  know  none  fuch,  fir,  o' 
jny  honefty. 

Kno..   Your  honefty !     Dame,     it  flies  too  lightly 
from  you.     There  is  no  way  but  fetch  the  conftable. 

Tib.  The  conftable  !   The  man  is  mad,  I  think. 
Enter  Cam  and  Dame  Kitely.. 

Cajb.  Hoa,  who  keeps  houfe  here  ? 

Kno.  O,  this  is  the  female  copefmate  of  my  fon. 
Now  mall  I  meet  him  ftraight.  \_dfide,. 

Dame.   Knock,   Thomas,  hard. 

Gajh.   Hoa,    good  wife? 

Tib.  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you? 

Dame.  Why,  woman,  grieves  it  you  to  ope  your 
door  ?    belike  you  get  fomething  to  keep  it  Ihut.. 

Tib.  What  mean  thefe  queftions,  pray  ye  ? 

Dame.  So  ftrange  you  make  it  ?  Is  not  my  hufband 
here  ? 

Kno.  Herhufoand!  [JJMe. 

Dame.  My  tried  and  faithful  hufband,  Matter  .£V/£/y. 

Tib.  I  hope  he  needs  not  to  be  tried  here. 

'  Dame.  No,    dame,  he  does  it  not  for  need,    biU. 
(  pleafure. 

'  Tib.  Neither  for  need  nor  pleafure  is  he  here.' 

"  Dame.  Come  hither,   Cajb — I  fee  my  turtle  com- 
"  ing  to  his  haunts;  let  us  retire.  [They  retire.'?' 

Kno.  This  is  but  a  device  to  baulk  me  withal. 
Soft,    who  is  this?    'Tis  not  my  fon  difguis'd  ? 
"  I'll  watch  him,    and  furprize  him. 

"  Enter  Kitely  muffled  in  a  cloak. 
"Kite.  'Tis  truth,    I  fee,    there  me  fkulks. . 
"  But  I  will  fetch  her  from  her  hold— -I  will — 

"  Itrem- 
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"  I  tremble  fo,   I  fcarce  have  power  to  do  the  juilice 
"  Her  infamy  demands. 

["  As  Kitely   %oes  forward,   Dame  Kitely  and  Kno'- 
"  well  lay  bold  of  him. 

"  Kno.  Have  I  trapp'd  you,  youth?  you  can't  'fcapc 
"  me  now." 

Dame.  O,  fir,  have  I  foreftall'd  your  lioneft  market, 
J''ound  your  clofe  walks?  You  ftand  amaz'd  now,  do 
"  Ah!  hide,  hide,  your  face  for  fhame."  [you? 

I. 'faith  (I  am  glad)  1  have  fmoakt  you  at  lad. 
What  is  your  jewel,  trow  ?  In,   come,    let's  fee  her  ; 
(Fetch  forth  the  wanton  dame)  if  me  be  fairer, 
In  any  honeil  judgment  than  myfelf, 
I'll  be  content  with  it :  but,  fhe  is  change, 
She  feeds  you  fat,    me  fooths  your  appetite, 
And  you  are  well!  your  wife,    an  honeft  woman, 
Is  meat  twice  fod  to  you,   fir  !  O,   you  treacher! 

Kno.  '  She  cannot  counterfeit  thus  palably/ 
"  What  mean  you,   woman?  let  go  your  hold. 

"  I  fee  the  counterfeit 1  am  his  father,  and  claim 

"  him  as  my  own. 

"  Kite,  \_difcoruering  himfelf."]  I  am  your  cuckold, 
«'  and  claim  my  vengeance. 

"  Dame.  What,   do  you  wrong  me,   and  infult  me 

"  too  ? 
"  Thou  faithlefs  man  !" 

Kite.  Out  on  thy  more  than  {trumpet  impudence. 
Steal'it  thou  thus  to  thy  haunts?  and  have  I  taken 
Thy  bawd,  and  thee,  and  thy  companion, 
This  hoary-headed  ktcher,   this  old  goat, 

[Pointing  to  Old  Kn.o'well. 

Clofe  at  your  villainy,    and  would'it  thou  'fcufe  it 
With  this  Hale  harlot's  jefc,    accufing  me? 
O,    old  incontinent,    doft  not  thou  fhame,       [To  him. 
'  When  all  thy  power  in  chaitity  is  fpent,' 
To  have  a  mind  fo  hot,    and  to  entice, 
And  feed  th'enticements  of  a  luftful  woman  ? 

Dame.   Oat,  I  defy  thee,    thou  diilembling  wretch. 

Kite.  Defy  me,  ftrumpet?  afk  thy  pander  here, 
Can  he  deny  it  ?  or  that  wicked  elder? 

Kno.  Why,  hear  you,  fir. 

J&ff. 
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Kite.  Tut,    tut,   tut;    never  fpeak. 
'  Thy  guilty  confcicnce  will  discover  thee,'    "  I  fee 

"  thro'  ev'ry 

*'  Veil  you  caft  upon  your  treachery  :  but  I  have 
"  Done  with  you,  and  root  you  from  my  heart  for  ever. 
"  For  you,  fir,    thus  I  demand  my  honour's  due  ; 
"  Rcfolv'd  to  cool  your  lull,  or  end  my  iharne  \I)rawj. 

"  Kno.  \Vhat  lunacy  is  this,  '  that  haunts  this  man?' 
"  put  up  your  fword,  and  undeceive  yourfelf — no  aim 
"  that  e'er  pois'd  weapon  can  affright  me.  But  I  pity 
"folly,  nor  cope  with  madnefs. 

*'  Kite.  I  will  have  proofs — I  will" — 
So  you,  goodwife  bawd,   Ce^'s  wife,   and  you, 
That  make  your  hufkind  fuch  a  monfter  ; 
And  you  young  pander,    and  old  cuckold-maker ; 
I'll  ha'  you  every  one  before  the  juftice  : 
Nay,   you  fhall  anfwer  it,  I  charge  you  go. 
"  Come  forth  thou  bawd. 

["Goes  into  the  houfe,  and  brings  out  Tib." 

Kno.  Marry,  with  all  my  heart,  fir,  I  go  willingly; 
Though  I  do  tafte  this  as  a  trick  put  on  me, 
To  punifh  my  impertinent  fearch,  and  juftlyr 
And  half  forgive  my  fon  for  the  device. 

Kite.   Come,    will  you  go? 

Dame.  Go,   to  thy  fhame  believe  it. 

"  Kite.  Tho'  mame  and  forrow  both  my  heart  be« 

"  tide, 

"  Come  on — I  muft,  and  will  be  fatisfy'd." 
'Enter  Cob. 

'  Cob.  Why,  what's  the  matter  here?  what's  here 
'  to  do  ? 

'  Kite.  O  Cob,  art  thou  come  ?  I  have  been  abus'd 
'  And  i'thy  houfe:  never  was  man  fo  wrong'd  ! 

'  Cob.  'Slid,  in  my  houfe?  my  Matter  .foVf/y  ?  who 
'wrongs  you  in  my  houfe  ?  ['  here  : 

'  Kite.  Marry,  young  luft  in  old,  and  old  in  young 
'  Thy  wife's  their  bawd,  here  have  I  taken  'em. 

'  Cob.  How  ?  bawd  ?  is  my  houfe  come  to  that  ? 
'  am  I  preferr'd  thither  ?  did  I  charge  you  to  keep  your 
'  doors  (hut,  IJI>el?  and  do  you  let  'em  lie  open  for 
*  all  comers  ?  [He  falls  upon  his  -iv/fe,  and  beats  her. 

'  Kno. 
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'  Kno.  Friend,  know  fome  caitfe,  before  thoubsat'l? 
'  thy  wife.  This's  madnefs  in  thee. 

*  Cob.  Why,  is  there  no  caufe? 

'  Kite.  Yes,  I'll  fliewcaufe  before  the  juftice,  Cob: 
'  Come,  let  her  go  witli  me. 

'  Cob.   Nay,    fhe  mail  go. 

'  Tib.  Nay,  I  will  go.  I'll  fee  an'  you  may  be  al- 
*  low'd  to  make  a  bundle  o'hemp  o'ycur  right  and 
'  lawful  wife  thus,  at  every  cuckoldy  knave's  pleafurc. 
'  Why  do  you  not  go  ? 

'  Kite.  A  bitter  quean  !  come  we'll  ha'  you  tam'd,' 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,      Stocks   Market. 

Enter   Brain-worm. 

Brain.  Well,  of  all  my  difgaifes  yet,  now  am  I 
moft  like  myfelf,  being  in  this  ferjeants  gown.  A  man 
of  my  prefentprofeffion  never  counterfeits,  till  he  lays 
hold  upon  a  debtor,  and  fays,  he  refts  him  j  for  then 
he  brings  him  to  all  manner  of  unreft.  A  kind  of 
little  kings  we  are,  bearing  the  diminutive  of  a  maca, 
made  like  a  young  artichoke,  that  always  carries  pep- 

rr  and'  fait  in  itfelf.     Well,  I  know  not  what  danger 
undergo  by  this  exploit;  pray  Heav'n  I  come  well 
off. 

Enter  Bobadil  and  Mr.  Matthew. 
Mat.  See,  I  think,  yonder  is  the  varlet,   by  his 
Gown. 

'  Bob.  Let's  go  in  queft  of  him. 
'  Mat.'  'Save  you,  friend  ;  are  not  you  here  by  ap- 
pointment of  Juftice  Clement's  man  ? 

Brain.  Yes,  an't  pleafe  you,  fir  ;  he  told  me,  two 
gentlemen  had  will'd  him  to  procure  a  warrant  from 
his  mafter  (which  I  have  about  me)  to  be  ferv'd  on 
one  Down-right. 

Mat.  It  is  honeftly  done  of  you  both  ;  and  fee  where 
the  party  comes  you  muft  arreft ;  ferve  it  upon  him 

quickly,  before  he  be  aware 

Enter  Mr.  Stephen  in  Down-right'.?  cloak. 
Bob.  Bear  back,  Mafter  Matthew. 
Brain.  Mafter  Dqwn-right,  I  arreft  you  in  the  king's 
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nnme,  and  muft  carry  you  before  a  juftice,  by  virtue 
of  this  warrant* 

Step.  Me,  friend  ?  I  am  no  Down-right,  I :  I  am 
Matter  Stephen :  you  do  not  \vell  to  arreft  me,  I  tell 
you  truly  ;  J  am  in  nobody's  bonds  or  books,  I  would 
you  mould  know  it.  A  plague  on  you  heartily,  for 
making  me  thus  afraid  before  my  time. 

Brain.  Why,  now  you  are  deceived,  gentlemen. 
*  Bob.  He  wears  iuch  a  cloak,  and  that  deceiv'd  us  r 
But  fee,  here  a.eomes  indeed ;  this  is  he,  officer.. 
Enter  Down-right. 

Ds-wK.Why,  how  now,  SigniorGull  !  are  you  turn'ct 
filcher  of  late?  Come,  deliver  my  cloak. 

Step.  Your  cloak,  fir  ?  I  bought  it  even  now,  in  open 
market. 

Brain.  Mafter  Down-right,  I  have  a  warrant  I  muft 
ferve  upon  yoo,  procur'd  by  thefe  two  gentlemen. 

Down.  Thefe  gentlemen  ?   thefe  rafcals  ! 

Brain.  Keep  the  peace,  I  charge  you  in  his  majefty's 
name. 

Down.  I  obey  thee.     What  muft  I  do,  officer  ? 

Brain.  Go  before  Mailer  Juftice  Clement,  to  anfwer 
what  they  can  object  againft  you,  fir :  I  will  ufe  you 
kindly,  fir* 

Mat.  Come,  let's  before,  and  make  the  juftice,  cap- 
tain   [Exit. 

Bob.  The  varlet's  a  tall  man,  afore  Heav'n  ! 

[Exit. 

Down.  Gull,  you'll  gi'me  my  cloak.  I 

Step.   Sir,  I  bought  it,  and  I'll  keep  it. 

Down.  You  wilt? 

Step.  Ay,  that  I  will. 

Down.  Officer,  there's  thy  fee,  arreft  him. 

Brain.  Mafter  Stephen,  I  murt  arreft  you. 

Step.  Arreft  me !  I  fcorn  it.  There,  take  your 
cloak,  I'll  none  on't. 

Down.  Nay,  that  lhall  not  ferve  your  turn  now,  fir. 
Officer,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the  justice's;  bring  him 
along. 

Step.  Why,  is  not  here  your  cloak  ?  what  would 
you  have  ? 
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Down.  I'll  ha'  you  anfwer  it,  fir. 
Brain.  Sir,  I'll  take  your  word,    and  this  gentle-* 
man's  too,  for  his  appearance. 

Down.  I'll  ha'  no  words :  bring  him"  alono;. 

'  Brain.  Sir,  I  may  chufe  to  do  that,   f~may  take 

•  bail. 

'  Down.  'Tis  true,  you  may  take  bail,  and  chufe, 
'  at  another  time  ;  but  you  fiiall  not  now.  varlet :  bring 
'  him  along,  or  I'll  fwinge  you. 

'  Brain.  Sir,  I  pity  the  gentleman's  cafe.  Here's 
'  your  money  again. 

'  Down.  'Sdains,  tell  not  me  of  my  money;  bring 

•  him  away,  I  fay. 

'  Brain.  I  warrant  you  he  will  go  with  you  of  him- 

•  felf,  fir. 

'  Down.  Yet  more  ado?' 

Brain*  I  have  made  a  fair  mafti  on't. 

Step.   Muft  I  go  ? 

Brain.  I  know  no  remedy,  Mafter  Stephen. 

Down.  Come  along,  before  me  here ;  I  do  not  love 
your  hanging  look  behind. 

Step.  Why,  fir.  I  hope  you  cannot  hang  me  for  iu 
Can  he,  fellow? 

Brain.  I  think  not,  fir  r  it  rs  but  a  whipping  matter, 
fure. 

Step.  Why  then  let  him  do  his  worft,  I  am  refolut?. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT        V. 

SCENE,    A  hall  in  Jujlice  Clement'/  bovfe. 

Enter    Clement,    Kro'well,    Kitely,    Dame  Kitely,. 
Tib,  Cafh,  Cob,  and  Servants. 

Clem.  7\T  A  Y,  but  flay,  {lay,   give  me  leave  :  my 
.iN    chair,  firrah.     You,  Mailer  Km? well,  fay 
went  thither  to  meet  your  fon  ? 
Kno.   Ay,  fir, 

Clem.  But  who  directed  you  thither  ? 
KHO+  That  did  mine  own  man,  fir. 

C/em, 
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Clem.   Where  is  he  ? 

Kno.  Nay,  I  know  not  now;  I  left  him  with  your 
<Jerk,  and  appointed  him  to  ftay  here  for  me 

Ckm.  My  clerk  ?  About  whr.'t  time  was  this  ? 

Kno.   Marry,  between  one  and  two,  as  I  rake  it 

CM*.  And  -what  time  came  my  man  with  the  falfe 
•neflage  to  you,  Mailer  Kitely  ? 

Ki:e.   After  two,  fir. 

Clem.  Very  good:  but,  Miftrefs  A7/,/x,  how  chance 
it  that  you  were  at  Cot's  ?  ha  ? 


vlr/}/fnvplef/e  y°U'  fir>™  'ell  you:  my  bro- 
ther Well-bred  told  me,  that  C^'s  houfe  was  'a  fuf- 
pecied  place-  -  . 

Clem.   So  it  appear?,  methinks;  but  on. 
Dame.  And  that  my  hufband  us'd  thither    dvlv 
Ckm.  No  matter,  fo  he  us'd  himfelf  well,  miftrefs 
Dame  -True,  fir  ;  but  you  know  what  grows  by  fuch 
haunts  oftentimes.  7 

Clem.  1  <ce  rank  frilits  of  a  jealoas  bra} 

nd  your  hulband 


Kite.  I  found  her  there,  fir. 

Clem.  Did  you  fo  ?  that  alters  the  cafe.  Who  gave 
you  knowledge  of  your  wife's  being  there? 

Kite.   Marry,  that  did  my  brother  Well-bed 

Clen  Kow  ?  Well-bred  fcb  tell  her;  then  tell  you 
after  ?  Where  is  Well-bred?  Y 

Kite.  Gone  with  my  filter,  fir,  I  know  not  whither. 

Ckm,  \\hy,  this  is  a  meer  trick,  a  device  ;  you  are 
guild  in  this  moft  grofly  all.  Alas,  poor  wench, 
wert  thou  fufpcfted  for  this  ? 

Tib.  Yes,   •  moft  pitifully,'  and't  pleafe  you. 

'  Cob.   And  worthily,  I  hope,    if  it  fhall  prove  fo.' 

Uffflp  •  Ay,  that's  like,  and  a  piece  of  a  fentence.' 

Enter  Servant. 
How  now,  fir?  what's  the  matter 

Ser.  Sir,  there's  a  gentleman  i'  the  court  without, 
defires  to  ipeak  with  your  worfhip. 

Clem.   A  gentleman?  what's  he^ 

Ser.   A  foldier,'  fir,   he  fays. 

Clem.   A  foldier  ?    «  Take  down  my  armour,'  my 

fword, 
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Avord,  quickly.  A  foldier  fpeak  with  me  !  '  why, 
'  when,  knaves  ?  Come  on,  come  on.  [He  arms  Lun- 
*  fetf-~\  hold  my  cap  there,  fo^  give  me  my  gorget, 
'  my  fword:'  (land  by,  I  will  end  your  matters  anon 

Let  the  foldier  enter.     Now,  fir,  what  ha"  you 

to  fay  to  me  ? 

Enter  Bobadil  and  Pvlatthew. 

Bob.  By  your  worfhip's  favour 

Clem.  Nay,  keep  oat,  fir ;  I  know  not  your  pre- 
tence. You  fend  me  word,  fir,  you  are  a  foldier : 
why,  fir,  you  fhall  be  anfwer'd  here,  here  be  them 
have  been  amongft  foldiers.  Sir,  your  plenfure. 

Sob.  Faith,  fir,  fo  it  is,  this  gentleman  and  myfelf 
have  been  moil  uncivilly  wrong'd  and  beaten,  by  one 
Down-right,  a  coarfc  fellow,  about  the  town  here  ; 
and  for  my  own  part,  I  proteft,  being  a  man  in  no  fort 
given  to  this  filthy  humour  of  quarrelling,  he  hath 
asTaulted  me  in  the  way  of  my  peace,  defpoil'd  me  ef 
mine  honour,  difarm'd  me  of  my  weapons,  and  rudely 
Ir.id  me  along  in  the  open  flreets,  when  I  not  fo  much, 
as  once  offer'd  to  refift  him. 

Clem.  O,  God's  precious !  Is  this  the  foldier  ? 
'  Here,  take  my  armour  off  quickly.'  "  Lie  there  my 
•*  fword"  'twill  make  him  fwoon,  I  fear  ;  he  is  not 
fit  to  look  on't,  that  will  put  up  a  blow, 

Mat.  An't  pleafe  your  worftiip,  he  was  bound  to  the 
peace. 

Clem.  Why,  an'  he  were,  fir,  his  hands  were  not 
bound,  were  they  ? 

'Ser.  There's  one  of  the  varlets  of  the  city,  fir,  has 
brought  two  gentlemen  here ;  one,  upon  your  wor- 
fhip's warrant. 

Clem.  My  warrant  ? 

•Ser.  Yes,  fir;  the  officer  fays,  procur'd  by  thefe 
two. 

Clem.  Bid  him  come  in.     Set  by  this  picture. 
Enter  Down-right,  Stephen  and  Brain-worm. 
What,  Mr.  Down-right!  are  you  brought  at  Mr.  Frefb- 
ivater's  fuit  here  ? 

Down.  Ay  faith,  fir.  And  here's  another  brought 
at  my  fair. 

Ckm. 
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diem.  What  are  you,  fir? 

Step.  A  gentleman,  fir.     O,  uncle  ! 

Clem.   Uncle!  who?  Mafter  Kno'ivell? 

Kno.  Ay,  fir;  this  is  a  wife  kinfman  of  mine. 

Stfp.  God's  my  witnefs,  uncle,  I  am  wrong'd  here 
monitrotifly  ;  he  charges  me  with  ftealing  of  his  cloak, 
and  would  I  might  never  ftir,  if  I  did  not  find  it  in 
the  ftreet  by  chance. 

Down.  O,  did  you  find  it  now  ?  you  faid  you  bought 
it  e'er  while. 

-  Step.  And  you  faid,    I  ftole  it :  nay,   now  my  un- 
cle is  here,  I'll  do  well  enough  with  you. 

Clem.  Well,  let  this  breathe  awhile  :  you  that  have 
caufe  to  complain  there,  (land  forth :  had  you  my 
warrant  for  this  gentleman's  apprehenfion  ? 

Bob.   Ay,   an't  pleafe  your  worfbip. 

Clem.  Nay,  do  not  fpeak  in  pafiicn  fo  :  where  had 
you  it  ? 

Sob.  Cf  your  clerk,  fir. 

Clem.  That's  well !  an'  my  clerk  can  make  war- 
rants, and  my  hand  not  at  'em  I  where  is  the  warrant  ? 
cfiicer,  have  you  it  ? 

Brain.  No,  fir,  your  worfhip's  man,  Mafter  For- 
mal, bid  me  do  it  for  thefe  gentlemen,  and  he  would. 
Le  my  difcharge.  » 

Clem.  Why,  Mafter  Down-right,  are  you  fuch  a 
novice,  to  be  ferv'd  and  never  fee  the  warrant  ? 

DOILU.  Sir,  he  did  not  ferve  it  on  me. 

Clem.   No  ?    how  then  ? 

Do^xn.  Marry,  fir,  he  carne  to  me,  and  faid  he 
muft  ferve  it,  and  he  would  ufe  me  kindly,  and  fc — 

Clem.  O  God's  pity,  was  it  fo,  fir?  he  muft:  ferve 
it  ?  '  Give  me  my  long  fvvord  there,  and  help  me  off. 
'  .So,  come  on,  fir  variet,  I  muft  cut  off  your  legsy 
'  firrah :  nay,  ftand  up,  I'll  ufe  you  kindly ;  I  muft 
'  cut  ofF  your  legs,  I  fay. 

\Heflourijhes  owr  him  ivjtb  bis  long  /word, 

*  Brain.  O,  good  fir,   I  befeech  you  j    nay,    good 

•  mafter  jultice. 

'  Clem.  I  muft  do  it,  there  is  no  remedy,  I  muft 
'  cut  off  your  le^s,  firrah,  I  muft  cut  off  your  ears,  you 

'  rafcal, 
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'  rafcal,  I  mull  do  it;  I  muft  cut  off  your  nofe,  I  mult 
'  cut  off  your  head. 

•'  Brain.   O,    good  your  worfhip. 

'  Clem.  Well,  rife,  how  doft  thou  do  now?  cloft 
'  thou  feel  thyielf  well  ?  haft  thou  no  harm  ? 

'Brain,  No,  I  thank  your  good  worfhip,    fir. 

'  Clem,  Why,  fo  ?  I  {aid  I  muft  cut  off  thy  legs, 
'  and  I  muft  cut  oft"  thy  arms,  and  I  muft, cut  off  thy 

*  head  ;    but,   I  did  not  do  it :    fo  you  faid  you  mult 

*  ferve  this  gentleman  with  my  warrant,  but  you  did 
'  not  ferve  him.      "  Give  me  a  warrant,   I  muft  fcrve 
l(  one  too."     You  knave,  you  Have,  you  rogue,  do  you 
fay  you  muft,   firrah  ?  away  with  him  to  the  goal,  I'll 
teach  you  a  trick,   for  your  muft,  fir. 

Brain.  Good,    fir,    I  befeech  you,    be  good  to  me. 
Clem.  Tell  him  he  mail  to  the  goal,  away  with  him, 
I  fay. 

Brain.  Nay,  fir,  if  you  will  commit  me,  it  fhall 
be  for  committing  more  than  this ;  I  will  not  lofe  by 
my  travel,  any  grain  of  my  fame,  certain. 

[Ti&fWW  o/ 'his  difguife* 
Clem.   Flow  is  this  ? 
Kno.  My  man  Braix-wtfat  ? 

Step.  O  yes,  uncle,  -Braia-iuprm  has  been  with  my 
coufin  Edward  and  I  all  this  day. 

Clem.   I  told  you  all,  there  was  fome  device. 
Brain.  Nay,  •excellent  juftice,   fincel  have  laid  my 
felf  thus  open  to  you,  now  Hand  ftrong  for  me ;  both 
with  your  fword  and  your  balance. 

Clem.  Body  o'me,  a  merry  knave  !  give  me  a  bowl 
of  fack  :  if  he  belong  to  you  Mafter"  Kno\ueil,  I  be- 
fpeak  your  patience. 

Brain.  That  is  it,  I  have  moft  need  of.  Sir,  if 
you'll  pardon  me  only,  I'll  glory  in  all  the  reft  of  my 
exploits. 

Kno.  Sir,  you  know  I  love  not  to  have  my  favours 
come  hard  from  me.  You  have  your  pardon,  though 
I  fufpecl  you  fhrewdly  for  being  of  counfel  with  my 
fon  againjt  me. 

Stain.  Yes,   faith.  I  have,  fir,  though  you  retain'd 

me 
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me  doubly  this  morning  foryourfelf:  firil  as  Erain- 
iccrm  ;  after,  as  Fitx-Sword.  I  was  your  reform'd 
ioldier,  fir.  'Twas  I  fent  you  to  Co^'s  upon  the  er- 
rand without  end. 

Kno.  Is  it  poflible !  or  that  thou  fhould'ft  difguifs 
thv  language  ib  as  I  mould  not  know  thee? 

Brain.  O  fir,  this  has  been  the  day  of  my  meta- 
morphofis !  it  is  not  that  lhape  alone  that  I  have  run 
through  to-day.  I  brought  '  this  gentleman,'  Mr. 
Kitely,  a  meiTage  too,  in  the  form  of  Mr.  Juftice's 
man  here,  to  draw  him  out  o'  th'  way,  as  well  as  your 
vvorlhip,  while  Mafter  IVell-lrcd  might  make  a  con- 
veyance of  Miilrefs  Bridget  to  my  young  matter. 

*  Kite.  How  !  my  filler  ftol'n  away  ?' 

Kno.  My  fon  is  not  married,   I  hope  ! 

Brain.  Faith,  fir,  they  are  both  as  fure  as  love,  a 
pried,  and  three  thoufand  pounds  (which  is  her  por- 
tion) can  make  'em  ;  and  by  this  time  are  ready  to  be- 
fpeak  their  wedding  fupper  at  the  Wind-mill,  except 
ioir.e  friend  here  prevent  'em,  and  invite  'cm  home. 

Clem.  Marry  that  will  I  (I  thank  thee  for  putting 
rne  in  mind  on't)  firrrah,  go  you  and  fetch  'em  hither 
upon  mywurrant.  Neither's  friends  have  oiufe  to  be 
forry,  if  I  know  the  young  couple  aright.  *  Here,  I 
'  drink  to  thee  for  thy  good  ne^vs.'  But,  I  pray 'thee, 
what  hail  thou  done  with  my  man  Formal? 

Brain.  Faith,  fir,  after  fome  ceremony  paft,  as 
making  him  drunk,  firft  with  itory,  and  then  with 
wine  (but  all  in  kindnefs)  and  flripping  him  to  his 
fhirt,  I  lefc  him  in  that  cool  vein  ;  departed,  fold 
your  worfhip's  warrant  to  thefe  two,  pawn'd  his 
livery  for  that  varlet's  gcwn  to  ferve  it  in  ;  and  thus 
have  brought  myfelf  by  my  activity  to  your  worfhip's 
confide  ration. 

Clem.  And  I  will  confiier  thee  in  another  cup  of 
fack.  Here's  to  thee ;  which  having  drunk  off,  this 
is  my  fentence.  Pledge  me.  Thou  haft  done,  or  a£- 
fiRed  to  do  nothing,  in  my  judgment,  but  deferves  to 
be  pardon'd  for  the  wit  o'the  offence.  "  Go  into  the 
'*  next  room  ;  let  majhr  Kitely  into  this  nvhimjical  hifi- 
"  nejs»  and  *f  be  dsa  not  fc rgi-ve  thee,  he  has  lefs  mirth 
E  "  in 
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"  in  him,  than  an  botiejl  man  ought  to  have."  '  If  thy 
'  matter,  or  any  man  here,  be  angry  with  thee,  I  mall 
'  fufpe-ft  his  engine  while  I  know  him  for't.  How 
'  now,  what  noiie  is  that  ? 

'  Sew.  Sir,  it  is  Roger  is  come  home. 

*  Clem.  Bring  him  in,  bring  him  in.    What!  drunk 
'  in  arms  againit  me  ?  your  reafon,  your  rcafon  for  this.' 

'  Enter  Formal. 
'  For.  I  befeech  your  worfhip  to  pardon  me  ;  I  hap- 

*  pen'd  into  ill  company  by  chance  that  caft  me  into 

*  a  fleep,  and  ftript  me  of  all  my  clothes———.-' 

'  Clem.  Well,  tell  him  I  am  juftice  Clement,  and 
'  do  pardon  him :  but  what  is  this  to  your  armour  ? 
'  what  may  that  that  fignify  ? 

'  Perm.  An't  pleafe  you,  fir,  it  hung  up  i'the  room 
'  v/here  I  was  ftript;  and  I  borrow'd  it  of  one  o'the 
'  drawers  to  come  home  in,  becaufe  I  was  loth  to  do 
'  penance  through  the  ftreet  i'my  fhiit.' 

Clem.  '  Well,  ftand  by  a  while.'  How  now,  who 
are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Ed.  Kno'well,  Well-bred,  and  Bridget. 
"  O,  the  young  company.  Welcome,  welcome.  Give 
"  you  j°y  -Mry,  Mrs.  Bridget,  blujh  not,  yen  are  not 
"  fo  frejh  a  bride,  but  the  news  cf  it  is  come  hither  be- 
"  fere  you.  Majler  bridegroom,  I  ha-ve  made  your  peace, 
"  give  nil  your  hand.  So  will  1  for  the  reft,  ere  ycufcr- 
"  fake  my  reef." 

All.  We  are  the  more  bound  to  your  humanity,  fir. 

Clem.  Only  thefe  two  have  fo  little  of  man  in  'em 
they  are  no  part  of  my  care. 

'  Wei.  Yes,  fir,  let  me  pray  you  for  this  gentleman, 

*  he  belongs  to  my  fifler  the  bride. 

*  Clem.  In  what  place,  fir  ? 

'  Wei.  Of  her  delight,  fir,  below  the  flairs,  and  in 

*  publick  :  her  poet,  fir, 

'  Clem.  A  poet  ?  I  will  challenge  him  myfelf  pre- 

*  fcntly  at  extempore. 

'  Mount  up  the  Phlegon  mufe,  and  tejlify, 
'  HOVJ  Saturn  Jitttng  in  an  ebon  cloud, 

*  Vifre&'a  his  pcdex  while  as  ivory, 

'  And  through  the  welkin  t hundred  all  ahud. 

«  We/. 
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'  Wei.  He  is  not  for  extempore,  fir.  He  is  all  for 
'  the  pocket-mufe  :  pleafe  you  command  a  fight  of  it. 

'  Clem.  Yes,  yes,  fearch  him  for  a  tafte  of  his  vein. 

'  V/el.  You  muft  not  deny  the  king's  juftice,  fir, 
'  under  a  writ  o'  rebellion. 

4  Chm.  What !  all  this  verfe  ?  body  o'  me,  he  car- 
'  ries  a  whole  realm,  a  common-wealth  of  paper  in's 
'  hofe  !  let's  fee  fome  of  his  fubjefts. 

'  Unto  the  boundlefs  ocean  of  thy  face, 

'  Runs  this  poor  river  chargdwitb  Jlreams  of  eyes. 
'  How  ?  this  is  ftoln  ! 

'  E.  Kno.  A  parody  !  a  parody !  v/ith  a  kind  of 
'  miraculous  gift,  to  make  it  abfurder  than  it  was. 

'  Clem.  Is  all  the  reft  of  this  batch  ?  bring  me  a 
'  torch  ;  lay  it  together,  and  give  fire.  Cleanfe  the 
'  air.  Here  was  enough  to  have  infede  1  the  whole 
'  city,  if  it  had  not  been  taken  in  time  !  fee,  fee, 'how 
'  our  poet's  glory  mines  !  brighter  and  brighter  !  ftill 

*  it  increafes  !  O,  now  it's  at  the  higheft  :  and  now  it 
'  declines  as  faft.  You  may  ke,Jic  tranjit  gloria,  mundi. 

'  Kno.  There's  an  emblem  for  you  ion,  arid  your 
«  iludies  ! 

'  Clem.  Nay,  no  fpeech  or  aft  of  mine  be  drawn 
'  againft  fuch  as  profefs  k  worthily.  They  are  not 
'  born  every  year,  as  an  alderman.  There  goes  more 
'  to  the  making  of  a  good  poat,  than  a  meriff.  Mr. 
'  Kitely,  you  look  upon  me  !  though  I  live  i'the 

*  city  here,  amongft  yon,  I  will  do  more  reverence 
'  to  him,  when  I  meet  him,  than  I  will  to  the  mayor 
'.tmt  of  his  year.       But   thefe  paper-pedlers  !   thefe 
'  ink-dablers  !  they  cannot  expeit  reprehenfion  or  re- 
'  proach.     They  have  it  with  the  fadl. 

'  E.  Kno.  Sir,  you  have  fav'd  me  the  labonr  of  a 
'  defence. 

'  Clem.  It  mall  be  difcourfe  for  fupper,  between 
«  your  father  and  me,  if  he  dare  undertake  me.  But 
'  to  difpatch  away  thefe,  you  fign  o'the  foldier,  and 
'  picture  o'  the  poet  (but  both  fo  falfe,  I  will  not  ha' 
'  you  hang'd  out  at  my  door  till  midnight)  while  we 
'  are  at  fupper,  you  two  mall  penitently  faft  it  out  in 
E  2  *  there 
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my  court  without;  and,  if  you  will,  you  may  pray 
there  that  we  may  be  fo  merry  within  as  to  forgive 
or  forget  you,  when  we  come  out.  Here's  a  third, 
becaufe  we  tender  your  fafety,  mall  watch  you,  he 
is  provided  for  the  purpofe.  Look  to  your  charge, 
f:r.  [Exeunt  Bob.  Math,  and  B  rainworm.' 

Step.  And  what  mail  I  do? 

Clem.  O  !  I  had  loft  a  fheep  an'  he  had  not  bleat- 
ed !  why,  fir,  you  (hall  give  Mr.  Down-right  his 
cloak,  and  I  will  intreat  him  to  take  it.  A  trencher 
and  a  napkin  you  mail  have  i'the  buttery,  and  keep 
Cob  and  his  wife  company  here ;  whom  I  will  intreat 
firft  to  be  reconcil'd  ;  and  you  to  endeavour  with  your 
wit  to  keep  'em  fo. 
Step.  I'll  do  my  beft. 

'  Cob.  Why,  now  I  fee  thou  art  honeft,  Tib,  I  re- 
'  ceive  thee  as  my  dear  and  mortal  wife  again. 
'  Tib.  And  I  you,  as  my  loving  and  obedfent  hufband. 
Clem.   '  Good  complement  !  it  will  be  their  bridal 
'  night  too.      They  are   married  anew.      Come,   I 
'  conjure    the  reft  to  put  off  all  difcontent.     "  Call 
"  Mafter  Kitely,   and  bis  wife,  there. 

"  Enter  Mr.  Kitely  and  Dame  Kitely. 
"  Did  not  I  tell  you  there  was  a  plot  againjt  you?  Did  I 
l<  not  fmell  it  out,  as  a  <wrfe  magijirate  ought?  ha*ve  not 
"you  traced,  have  you  not  found  it,  eh,  mafter  Kitely  ? 
"Kite.  /  have — I  confefs  my  folly,  and  own  I  ha<ve 
<f  defer'u'd  what  I  ha<ue  fuffered  for  it.  The  trial  has 
"  becnfevere,  but  it  is  pa  ft.  All  I  have  to  ajk  noiv, 
"  is,  that  as  my  folly  is  cured,  and  my  perfecutors  fcr- 
"  given,  my  jhame  may  be  forgotten. 

"  Kite.  That  will  depeti d  upon  yourfelf,  MaihrJLite* 
tf  ly;  do  not  you  yourfelf  create  the  food  for  mifchitf,  and 
"  tbc  mifchievous  will not  prey  upon  you.  But  come,  let  a 
"  general  reconciliation  go  round,  and  let  all  difcontent s 
"  be  laid  ajide"  You,  Mr.  Down-right,  your  anger; 
you,  mafter  Kno'well,  your  cares ;  Mafter  Kitely  and 
his  wife,  their  jealoufy. 

'  For,  I  muft  tell  you  both,  while  that  is  fed, 
*  Horns  i'the  mind  are  worfe  than  o'the  head.' 

Kite. 
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Kite.  Sir,  thus  they  go  from  me  ;  kifs  me,  Aveet  wife. 

• 

See  tchat  a  drove  of  horns  flie  in  the  air, 
Wing'd  with  my  cleanfed  and  my  credulous  breath  ! 
Watch  '  em  fufpicious  eyes,  watch  where  they  fall. 
See,  fee!  on  heads,  that  think  th*  have  none  at  all! 
O,  <vchat  a  plenteous  world  of  this  will  come  ! 
When  air  rains  horns,  all  may  be  fure  of  fame. 

'  I  ha'  learn'd  fo  much  verfe  out  of  a  jealous  man's 

*  part  in  a  play. 

'  Clem.  'Tis  well !  'tis  well  ?  this  night  we'll  dedi- 
'  cate  to  friendfhip,  love,  and  laughter.  Mafter 
'  bridegroom,  take  your  bride  and  lead  ;  every  one  a 
'  fellow.  Here  is  my  miftrefs,  Brainivorm  !  to  whom 
'  all  my  addrefTes  of  courtfhip  mall  have  their  refer- 

*  ence.     Whofe  adventures  this  day,  when  our  grand- 

*  children  fhall  hear  to  be  made  a  fable,  I  doubt  not 

*  but  it  mall  find  both  fpe&ators  and  applaufe.* 
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{£j>  The  Reader  is  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  pafTages  omitted  in  the 
Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  are  here  preferred,  and  mnrkcd 
•with  inverted  Commas ;  as  from  Line  3  to  26,  in  Page  9, 


PROLOGUE. 

trife  dijlurbs,  or  Jloth  corrupts  an  age, 


Keen  fatyr  is  the  buflnefs  of  the  ft  age. 
When  the  Plain  Dealer  writ,  he  lajh'd  thofe  crimes 

Which  then  infejled  moft the  modijh  limes  :' 

But  now  --when  faftion  Jleeps ,  and  Jloth  is  fled,, 

And  all  our  youth  in  attirje  fields  are  bred ; 

When  thro'  GREAT  BRITAIN '*/«/>  extenftveroirnd^ 

The  trumps  of  fame,  the  notes  of  UNION  found ; 

When  ANN  AV  fceptre points  the  la-tus  their  courfe, 

And  her  example  give  her  precepts  force  ; 

'J'here  fcarce  is  room  for  fatyr  ;  all  our  lays 

Mujlbe,  or  fongs  of  triumph,  or  of  praife* 

But  as  in  grounds  beft  cultivated,  tares 

And  poppies  rife  among  the  golden  ears  ; 

Our  produttfo,  ft  for  the  jield  or  fchool, 

Mujl  mix  'with  nature's  favourite  plant a  fool, 

A  weed  that  has  to  twenty  fummers  run, 
Shoots  up  in  /talk,  and  vegetates  to  man. 
Simpling  our  author  goes  from  field  to  field ; 
And  culls  fitch  fools  as  may  diverjlon  yield ; 
And,  thanks  to  nature,  there's  no  'want  of  thofe, 
For  rain  or  Jhine,  the  thriving  coxcomb  grovjs. 
Follies  to-night  wefteiv,  ne'er  lajh' }d  before, 
Yet  fuch  as  nature  Jhevjs you  e-J'ry  hour  ; 
Nor  can  the  pictures  give  ajuft  offence, 
For  fools  are  made  for  jefts  to  men  offenfe. 
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ACT       I.       SCENE,      An   Inn. 
Enter  Boniface  running.  [Bar -bell  rings. 

Sen.  X^rfamberlain,     Maid,       Cberrv,     Daughter 
\j(   Cherry;  all  afleep  ?  all  dead  ? 
Enter  Cherry  running. 

Cher.  Here,  here.  Why  d'ye  bawl  fo';  father? 
d'te  think  we  have  no  ears  ? 

Bon.  You  deferve  to  have  none,  you'young  minx  : 
—The  company- of  the  Warringtcn  coach  has  itood  in 
the  hall  this  hour,  and  no  body  to  fhew  them  to  their 
chambers. 

Cher.  And  let  'em  wait,  father ;  there's  neither 
red  coat  in  thtrrx>«':ch,  nor  footman  behind  it. 

Bon.  But  t.'iey  threaten  to  go  to  another  inn  to- 
night. 

Cher.  That  they  dare  not,  for  fear  the  coachman 
ihcu'd    overturn   them   to-morrow. — \_Ringing\  Com- 
ing, coming  :  here's  the  Londcn  coach  arriv'd. 
Enter  j'e-ve ral pe pple  ivitb  trunks,  band-boxes,  i^lth  other 
luggage,  and  crofs  the  Ji age. 

Bon.  Welcome,  ladies. 

Cher.  Very  welcome,  gentlemen Chamberlain,. 

mew  the  Lion  and  the  Rife.     [Exit  'with  the  company. 

Enter  Aimwell   in  a   riding  bab:t,   Archer  as  footman 

carrying  a  portmanteau. 

Bon.  This  way,  this  way,  gentlemen. 

Aim.  Set  down  the  things  ;  go  to  the  liable,  and 
fee  my  horfes  well  rubb'd. 

Arch.  I  ihall,   fir,  [Exit.: 

Aim.  You're  my  landlord,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Ben.  Yes,  fir,  I'm  old  Will.  Boniface,  pretty  well 
known  upon  this  road,  as  the  faying  is. 

A  3  Aim. 
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dim.  O  !  Mr.  Boniface,  your  fervant. 

Eon.  O  !  fir, what  will  your  honour  pleafe  to 

drink,  as  the  faying-  is  ? 

Aim.  I  have  heard  your  town  of  Litcl:fick>  much 
fam'd  for  ale,  I  think  ;  I'll  tafle  that. 

Bon.  Sir,  I  have  now  in  my  cellar  ten  tun  of  the 
beft  ale  in  Staffbrdflrirt ;  'tis  fmooth  as  oil,  Aveet  as 
milk,  clear  as  amber,  and  itrong  as  brar.dy,  and  will 
be  juft  fourteen  years  old  the  ctn  day  of  next  March, 
old  ftyle. 

Aim.  You're  very  exact,  I  find,  in  the  age  of  ycur 
ale. 

Eon.  As  punctual,  fir,  as  I  am  in  the  age  of  my 

children:   I'll  fhew  you   fuch   ale here,    tapfter, 

broach  number    1706,  as  the  faying  is ; fir,  you 

/hail  tafte  my  Anno  Domini 1  have  liv'd  in  l.itch- 

jitltt,  man  and  boy,  above  eight  and  fifty  years,  and 
J  believe  have  not  confum'd  eight  and  fifty  ounces  of 
meat. 

Aim.  At  a  meal,  you  mean,  if  one  may  guefs  your 
fenfe  by  your  bulk. 

Ben.  Not  in  my  life,  fir :  I  have  fed  purely  upon 
ale ;  I  have  eat  my  ale,  drank  my  ale,  and  I  always 
fleep  upon  ale. 

Enter  Tapfter  'with  a  Tankard. 

Now,  fir,  you  mail  fee,  your  Worfhip's  health  :  ha  ! 
delicious,  delicious fancy  it  Burgundy,  only  fan- 
cy it,  and  'tis  worth  ten  {hillings  a  quart. 

Aim.   \Drinks. ~\  'Tis  confounded  ftrong. 

Bon.  Strong !  It  muft  be  fo,  or  how  wou'd  we  be 
ftrong  that  drink  it? 

Aim.  And  have  you  liv'd  fo  long  upon  this  ale, 
landlord  ? 

Bon.  Eight  and  fifty  years,  upon  my  credit,  fir; 
but  it  kill'd  my  wife,  poor  woman,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.   How  came  that  to  pafs  ? 

Bon.  I  don't  know  how,  fir  ;  me  would  not  let  the 
ale  take  its  natural  courfe,  fir;  fhe  was  for  qualify- 
ing it  every  now  and  then  with  a  dram,  as  the  faying 
is  ;  and  an  honeft  gentleman  that  came  this  way  from 
Ireland,  made  her  a  prefent  of  of  a  dozen  bottles  of 

Ufquebaugh but  the  poor  woman  was  never  well 

after 
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after:  But,  however,  I  was  oblig'd  to  the  gentleman, 
you  know. 

Aim.  Why,  was  it  the  Ufquebaugh  that  kill'd  her  ? 

Bon.  My  Lady  Bountiful  faid  fo — fhe,  good  lady, 
did  what  could  be  done  ;  fhe  cur'd  her  of  three  tym- 
panies,  but  the  fourth  carry'd  her  ofF;  but  fne's  happy, 
and  I'm  contented,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.  Who's  that  Lady  Bountiful,  you  mention'd  ? 

Bon.  'Ods  my  life,  fir,  we'll  drink  her  health, 
[Drinks.]  My  Lady  Bountiful  is  one  of  the  beft  of  wo- 
men :  her  lalt  hufband,  Sir  Charles  Bountiful,  left 
her  worth  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year  ;  and,  I  believe, 
ihe  lays  out  one  half  on't  in  charitable  ufes  for  the 
good  of  her  neighbours ;  fhe  cures  rheumatifms,  rup- 
tures, and  broken  fhins  in  men  ;  '  green-ficknefs, 
'  obftru&ions,  and  fits  of  the  mother  in  women  :*•  • 
The  king's  evil,  chin-cough,  and  chilblains  in  chil- 
dren :  in  fhort,  fhe  has  cured  mere  people  in  and 
about  Litchfield  within  ten  years,  than  the  doctors  have 
kill'd  in  twenty,  and  that's  a  bold  word. 

Aim.  Has  the  lady  been  any  other  way  ufeful  in  her 
generation  ? 

Bon.  Yes,  fir,  fhe  has  a  daughter  by  Sir  Charles, 
the  fineft  woman  in  all  our  country,  and  the  greatefl 
fortune:  She  has  a  fon  too,  by  her  firft  hufband, 
'Squire  Sullen,  who  marry'd  a  fine  lady  from  London 
t'other  day;  if  you  pleafe,  fir,  we'll  drink  his  health. 

Aim.  What  fort  of  a  man  is  he  ? 

Bon.  Why,  fir,  the  man's  well  enough  ;  fays  little, 
thinks  lefs,  and  does—nothing  at  all,  'faith:  bathe's 
a  man  of  great  eftate  and  values  nobody, 

Aim.  A  fportfman,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Bon.  Yes,  fir,  he's  a  man  of  pleafure  ;  he  plays  at 
whift,  and  fmoaks  his  pipe  eight  and  forty  hours  to- 
gether fometimes. 

Aim.  A  fine  fportfman ,  truly !  and  marry'd,  you 
fay? 

Bon.  Ay,  and  to  a  curious  woman,  fir — but  he's 

a He  wants  it  here,  fir. 

[Pointing  to  bis  forehead. 
A  4  Aim. 
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Aim.  He  has  it  there,  you  mean. 

Bon.  That's  none  of  my  bufinefs,  he's  my  landlord', 

and  fo  a  man,  you   know,  wou'd  not but  I-cod, 

he's  no  better  than — fir,  my  humble  fervice  to  you. 
[Drinks.']  Tho'  I  value  not  a  farthing  what  he  can  do 
to  me  ;  I  pay  him  his  rent  at  quarter-day ;  1  have  a 
good  running-trade  j  I  have  but  one  daughter,,  and  I 
can  give  her — but  no  matter  for  that. 

Aim.  You're  very  happy,  Mr.  Boniface ;  pray, 
what  other  company  have  you  in  town  ? 

Bon.  A  power  of  fine  ladies ;  and  then  we  have  the 
French  officers. 

Aim.  O  that's  right,  you  have  a  good  many  of 
thofe  gentlemen  ;  pray,  how  do  you  like  their  com- 
pany ? 

Bon.  So  well,  as  the  faying  Is,  that  I  cou'd  wifh  we 
had  as  many  more  of  'em  ;  they  are  full  of  money, 
and  pay  double  for  every  thing  they  have  ;  they  know, 
fir,  that  we  paid  good  round  taxes  for  the  taking  of 
'cm,  and  fo  they  are  willing  to  reimburse  us  a  little  : 
one  of  'em  lodges  in  my  houfe. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch,  Landlord,  there  are  fome  French  Gentlemen 
below,  that  afk  for  you. 

Bon.  I'll  wait  on  'em  — •  Does  your  mafter  ftay 
lono-  in  town,  as  the  faying  is.  [5To  Archer. 

Arch.  I  can't  tell,  as  the  faying  is. 

Bon.   Come  from  London  ? 

Arch.  No! 

Bon.  .Going  to  London,  may  hap  ! 

Arch.  No? 

BOH.  An  odd  fellow  this ;  \_Bar-lell  rings.  ~\  I  beg 
your  worfhip's  pardon,  I'll  wait  on  you  in  half  a  mi- 
nute. {Exit. 

'Aim.   The  coaft's  clear,    I  fee New  my  dear 

Archer,  welcome  to  Litchfield. 

Arch.  I  thank  thee,  my  dear  brother  in  iniquity. 

Aim.  Iniquity  !  prithee,  leave  canting  ;  you  need 
not  change  your  ilyle  with  your  drefs. 

Arch.  Don't  miftake  me,  Aimwell,  for  'tis  ftill  my 

maxim, 
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maxim,  that  there's  no  fcandal  like  rags,    nor  any 
crimes  fo  fhameful  as  poverty. 

*  Aim.  The  world  confefles  it  every  day  in  its-prac- 
4  tice,  tho'  men  won't  own  it  for  their  opinion  :  who 
4  did  that  worthy  lord,  my  brother,  fingle  out  of  the 
4 'fide-box  to  fup  with  him  t'other  night? 

*  Arch.  Jack  Handicraft,  a  handfome,  well-drefs'd, 

4  mannerly,  fharping  rogue,  who  keeps  the  bell  com-  - 
4  pany  in  town. 

*  Aim.  Right ;  and  pray,  who  marry'd  my  Lady 
4  Man/laughter  t'other  day,   the  great  fortune  ? 

*  Arch.  Why,  Nick  Marrowbone,  a  profefs'd  pick- 

4  pocket,  and  a  good  bowler  ;  but  he  makes  a  hand- - 

*  fome  figure,  and  rides  in  his  coach  that  he  formerly 
'  ufed  to  ride  behind. 

4  Aim.  But  did  you  obferve  poor  "Jack  Generous  in 
'  the  Park  laft  week  ? 

4  Arch.  Yes,  with  his  autumnal  periwig,  fhading 
4  his  melancholy  face,  his  coat  older  than  any  thing 
4  but  its  famion,  with  one  hand  idle  in  his  pocket, 
4  and  with  the  other  picking  his  ufelefs  teeth  ;  and  tho* 
4  the  Mall  was  crowded  with  company,  yet  was  poo-r 
4  Jack  as  fingle  and  folitary  as  a  lion  in  a  defart. 

4  Aim.  And  as  much  avoided,  for  no  crime  upon 

*  earth  but  the  want  of  money. 

'  Arch.  And  that's  enough  ;'  men  muft  not  be  poor; 
id-lenefs  is  the  root  of  all  evil ;  the  world's  wide 
enough,  let  'em  buftle  :  fortune  has  taken  the  ,weak 
under  her  protection,  but  men  of  fenfe  are  lefHo  their 
induftry. 

Aim.  Upon  which  topick  we  proceed,  and,  I  think,  - 
luckily  hitherto:  wou'd  not  any  man  fwear  now  that 
I  am  a  man  of  quality,  and  you  my  fervant,  when  if- 
our  intrinfick  value  were  known 

Arcl-.  Come,  come,  we  are  the  men  of  intrinfick 
value,  who  can  itrike  our  fortunes  out  of  ourfelves, 
whofe  worth  is  independent  of  accidents  in  life,  or 
revolutions  in  government :  we  have  heads  to  get 
money,  and  hearts  to  fpend  it. 

Aim.  As  to  our  hearts,  I  grant  ye,  they  are  as  wil- 
ling  tits  as  any   within  twenty  degrees ;  but  I  can 
A -5  have 
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have  no  great  opinion  of  our  heads  from  the  fervice 
they  have  done  us  hitherto,  unlefs  it  be  that  they  brought 
us  from  London  hither  to  Litchfield,  made  me  a  Lord, 
and  ycu  my  fervant. 

Arch.  That's  more  than  you  cou'd  expedl  already. 
But  what  money  have  we  left  ? 

Aim.  But  two  hundred  pounds. 

Arch.  And  our  horfes,  cloaths,  rings,  &t.  why 
we  have  very  good  fortunes  now  for  moderate  people  ? 
and  let  me  tell  you,  that  this  two  hundred  pounds 
with  the  experience  that  we  are  now  mailers  of,  is  a; 
better  eflate  than  the  ten  thoufand  we  have  fpent 

^-Our  friends  indeed  began  to  fufpeft  that  our 

pockets  were  low,  but  we  came  off  with  fly  ing  colours, 
Ihew'd  no  figns  of  want  either  in  word  or  deed. 

Aim.  Ay,  and  our  going  to  Brujfcls  was  a  good  pre- 
tence enough  for  our  fudden  difappearing;  and,  I  war- 
rant you,  our  friends  imagine,  that  we  are  gone  a 
volunteering. 

Arch.  Why,  'faith  if  this  projeft  fails,  it  mufl  e'err 
come  to  that.  I  am  for  venturing  one  of  the  hundreds, 
if  you  will,  upon  this  knight  errantry  ;  but  in  cafe  it 
fhould  fail,  we'll  referve  the  other  to  carry  us  to  forriv? 
counterfcarp,  where  we  may  die  as  we  liv'd,  in  a  blaze. 

Aim.  With  all  my  heart,  and  we  have  liv'd  juftly; 
Archer  ;  we  can't  fay  that  we  have  fpent  our  foi  tunes, 
but  that  we  have  enjoy'd  'em. 

Arch.  Right;  fo  much  pleafure  for  fo  much  money;, 
we  have  had  our  penny-worths  -T  and  had  I  millions,  I-, 
wou'd  go  to  the  fame  market  again,  O  London,  London  !. 
well,  we  have  had  our  fhare,  and  let  us  be  thankful  : 
paft  pleafures,  for  ought  I  know,  are  belt,  fuch  we  are 
fure  of;  thofe  to  come  may  disappoint  u<=. 

f  Aim.  It  has  often  griev'dthe  heart  of  me,  to  fee  how. 

*  fome  inhuman  wretches  murder- their  kind  fortunes ;, 
'  thofe  that  byfacrificingall  to  one  appetite,  fhall  {larva 
'  all  the  reft — You  lhall  have  fome  that  live  only  in  their- 

*  palates,and  in  theirfenfe  of  taftinglhalldrown  the  other. 
'  four:  others  are  only  epicures  in  appearances,  fuch  who 

*  fiiall  ftarve  their  nights  to  make  a  figure  a  days,  and- 

••*  farnifa- 
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*  famim  their  own,  to  feed  the  eyes  of  others :  a  contrary 
'  fort  confine  their  pleafures  to  the  dark,  and  contract 
'  their  fpacious  acres  to  the  circuit  of  a  muft-ftring. 

'  Arch.  Right ;  but  they  find  the  Indies  in  that  foot 
'  where  they  confume  'em,  and,  I  think,  your  kind 

*  keepers  have  much  the  bell  on't ;  for  they  indulge  the 
'  moft  fenfes  by  one  expence,  there's  the  feeing,  hear- 
'  ing  and  feeling,   amply  gratify'd  ;  and  fome  philo- 
'  fophers  will  tell  you,  that  from  fuch  a  commerce, 
'  there  arifes  a  iixth  fenfe,  that  gives  infinitely  more 
'  pleafure  than  the  other  five  put  together. 

'  Aim.  And  to  pafs  to  the  other  extremity,  of  all 
'  keepers,  I  think  thofe  the  worft  that  keep  their  money. 

'  -^rc^.Thofe  are  the  moft  miferable  wights  in  being : 
'  theydeftroy  the  rights  of  nature,  and  difappoint  the 
'  blellings  of  Providence :  give  me  a  man  that  keeps  his 
1  five  fenfes  keen  and  bright  as  his  fword,  that  has  'em, 
'  always  drawn  out  in  their  juil  order  and  ftrength, 
'  with  his  reafon,  as  commander  at  the  head  of 'em, 
'  that  detaches'em  by  turns  upon  whatever  party  of  plea- 
'  fure  agreeably  offers,  and  commands  'em  to  retreat 
c  upon  the  leaft appearance  ofdifadvantage,  ordanger: 

*  For  my  part,  I  can  ilick  to  my  bottle,  while  my  wine, 
'  my  company,  and  my  reafon,  hold  good  ;  I  can   be 
'  charm'dwith.S«//£c'sfinging,  without  falling  in  love 

*  with  her  face ;  I  love  hunting,  but  would  not,  like 
.'  Aft eton,  be  eaten  up  by  my  own  dogs ;  I  love  a  fine 
'  hotife,  but  let  another  keep  it ;  and  juft  fo  I  love  a 

*  fine  woman. 

*  '  Aim.  Inthatlaftparticularyouhavethebetterofme. 
'  Arch.  Ay,  you're  fuch  an  amourous  puppy,  that  I'm 

*  afraid  you'-itfpoil  our  fport;  you  can't  counterfeit  the 
fc  paffion  without  feeling  it. 

'  Aim,   Tho'  the  whining  part  be  out  of  doors  in 

*  town,   'tis  ftill  in  force  with  the  country  ladies  :— 
'  And  let  me  tell  you,  Frank,  the  fool  in  that  paffion 

-*  mall  outdo  the  knave  at  any  time. 

'  Arch,  Well,  I  won't  dilpute  it  now  ;'  but  you 
command  for  the  day,  and  fo  I  fubmit  : — At  Notting- 
ham, you  know,  I  am  to  be  mailer. 

Aim. 
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Aim.   And  at  Lincoln,  I  again. 

Arch,  Then,  at  Norwich  I  mount.which,  I  think, fhall 
be  our  laft  ftage  ;  for,  if  we  fail  there,  we'll  embark 
for  Holland,  bid  adieu  to  Venus,  and  welcome  Mars. 

Aim.  A  match!  \Enter  Boniface.]  Mum. 

Bon.  What  will  your  worfhip  pleafe  to  have  fdr 
fupper  ? 

Aim.  What  have  you  got  ? 

Eon.  Sir,  v/e  have  a  delicate  piece  of  beef  in  the  pot, 
and  a  pig  at  the  fire. 

Aim.  Good  fupper-meat,  I  muft  confefs 1  can't 

eat  beef,  landlord. 

Arch.   And  I  hate  pig. 

Aim.  Hold  your  prating,  firrah. !  do  you  know  who 
you  are  ?  [Ajide. 

Bon.  Pleafe  to  befpeakfomethingelfe;  I  have  every 
tiling  in  the  houfe. 

Aim.  Have  you  any  veal  ? 

Bon.  Veal !  Sir,  we  had  a  delicate  loin  of  veal  on 
Wednefday  laft. 

Aim.  Have  you  got  any  fifo,  or  wild-fowl  ? 

Bon.  As  for  lifh,  truly,  fir,  we  are  an  inland  town, 
and  indifferently  provided  with  fifhr  that's  the  truth 

on't ;  but  then  for  wild-fowl ! We  have  a  delicate 

couple  of  rabbets. 

Aim.  Get  me  the  rabbets  fricaffeed. 

Ben.  FricafTeed  I  Lard,  fir,  they'll  eat  much  better 
fmother'd  with  onions. 

Arch.  Pfhaw  !  Rot  your  onions. 

Aim.  Again  firrah ; — Well,  Landlord,  what  you 
pleafe  ;  but  hold,  I  have  a  fmall  charge  of  money, 
and  your  houfe  is  fo  full  of  (bangers,  that  I  believe'it 
may  be  fafer  in  your  cuftody  than  mine;  for  when  this 

fellow  ofmine  gets  drunk,    he  minds  nothing . 

Here,  firrah,  reach  me  the  ftrong  box. 

Areh.  Yes,  fir, this  v/ill  give  us  reputation. 

[AJiJe.    Brings  the  lex 

Aim.  Here,  landlord,  the  locks  are  fealed  down 
both  for  your  fecurity  and  mine;  it  holds  fomewhat 
above  two  hundred  pounds  ;  ifyou  doubt  it,  I'll  count 
it  to  ycu  after  fupper  :  But  be  fure  you  lay  it  where  I 

may 


THE    BEAUX    STRATAGEM.  13 

may  have  it  at  a  minute's  warning  ;  for  my  affairs  are 
a  little  dubious  at  prefent ;  perhaps  I  may  be  gone  in 
half  an  hour,  perhaps  I  may  be  your  gueft  till  the 
beft  part  of  that  be  fpent ;  and  pray  order  your  oilier 
to  keep  my  horfes  ready  faddled  :  but  one  thing  above 
the  reft  I  muft  beg,  that  you  would  let  this  fellow- 
have  none  of  your  Anno  Domini,  as  you  call  it ;— — 

for  he's   the  moft  infufferable  fot Here,  firrah, 

light  me  to  my  chamber. 

Arch.  Yes,  Sir  !  [Exit,  lighted  by  Archer. 

Bon.   Cherry,  Daughter  Cherry. 
Enter   Cherry. 

Cher.  D'ye  call,  father? 

Bon.  Ay,  child,  you  muft  lay  by  this  box  for  the 
gentleman,  'tis  full  of  money. 

Cher.  Money  !  all  that  money !  why  fure,  father, 
the  gentleman  comes  to  be  chofen  parliament-man. 
Who  is  he  r- 

Bon.  I  don't  know  what  to  make'of  him  ;  he  talks 
of  keeping  his  horfes  ready  faddled,  and  of  going  per- 
hap?  at  a  minute's  warning,  or  of  flaying  perhaps  till 
the  bell  part  of  this  be  fpent. 

Cher.  Ay  !  ten  to  one,  father,  he's  a  highwayman » 

Bon.  A  highwayman  !  upon  my  life,  girl,  you  have 
hit  it,  and  this  box  is  fome  new-purchafed  booty. 
Now,  cou'd  we  find  him  out,  the  money  were  ours. 

Cher.  He  don't  belong  to  our  gang. 

Bon.  What  horfes  have  they  ? 

Cher.  The  mafter  rides  upon  a* black. 
f  Bon.  A  biack !  ten  to  one  the  man  upon  the  black 
mare ;  and  ftnce  he  don't  belong  to  our  fraternity,  we 
may  betray  him  with  afafe  conscience  :  I  don't  think 
it  lawful  to  harbour  any  rogues  but  my  own.  Look'e 
child,  as  the  faying  is,  we  muft  go  cunningly  to  work  ; 
proofs  we  muft  have ;  the  gentleman's  fervant  loves 
drink,  I'll  ply  him  that  way,  and  ten  to  one  he  loves 
a  wench  ;  you  muft  work  him  t'other  way. 

Cher.  Father,  wou'd  you  have  me  give  my  fecret 
for  h's  ? 

Bon.  Confider,  child,  there's  two  hundred  pounds 

to 
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to  boot.  [Ringing  iuithout.~\  Coming,  coming  • 

child,  mind  your  bufinefs. 

Cher.  What  a  rogue  is  my  father  !  My  father  !  I 
deny  it My  mother  was  a  good,  generous,  free- 
hearted woman,  and  I  can't  tell  how  far  her  good  na- 
ture might  have  extended  for  the  good  of  her  children. 
This  landlord  of  mine,  for  I  think  I  can  call  him  no 
more,  would  betray  his  gueft,  and  debauch  his  daugh- 
ter into  the  bargain, by  a  footman  too  I 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  What  footman,  pray,  miflrefs,  is  fo  happy  as 
to  be  the  fubjeft  of  your  contemplation  ? 

Cher.  Whoever  he  is,  friend,  he'll  be  but  little 
the  better  for't. 

Arch.  I  hope  fo,  for,  I'm  fure,  you  did  not  think  of  me. 

Cher.  Suppofe  I  had  ? 

Arch.  Why  then  you're  but  even  with  me  ;  for  the 
minute  I  came  in,  I  was  confidering  in  what  manner 
I  mould  make  love  to  you. 

Cher.  Love  to  me,  friend  ! 

Arch.  Yes,  child. 

Cher.  Child!  manners;  if  you  kept  a  little  more 
<liftance,  friend,  it  would  become  you  much  better, 

Arch,  Diftance  !   good  night,  faucebox.       [Going. 

Cher.  A  pretty  fellow;  I  like  his  pride.— -Sir,  pray, 
fir,  you  fee,  fir,  [Archer  returns']  I  have  the  credit  to 
be  intrufled  with  your  matter's  fortune  here,  which  fet-s 
me  a  degree  above  his  footman  ;  I  hope,  fir,  you  an't 
affronted. 
•  Arch.  Let  me  look  you  full  in  the  face,  and  I'll  tell 

you  whether  you  can  affront  me  or  no. ; — 'Sdeath 

child,  you  have  a  pair  of  delicate  eyes,  and  you  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  'em. 

Cher.  Why  fir,  don't  I  fee  every  body  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  but  if  fome  women  had  'em,  they  wou'd 
kill  every  body. — Prithee,  inftrucl  me,  I  wou'd  fain 
make  love  to  you,  bat  I  don't  know  what  to  fay. 

Cher.  Why,  did  you  never  make  love  to  any  body 
before  ? 

Arch*  Never  to  a  perfon  of  your  figure,  I  can  allure 
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you,  madam;  my  addrefTes  have  been  always  confin'd 
to  people  within  my  own  fphere,  I  never  afpir'd  fo 
high  before. 

[  Archer/^/. 
But  you  look  fo  bright, 
And  are  drefs'dfo  tight, 
'That  a  man  ivou'dfajearyou're  rightt 
As  arm  ivas  e'er  laid  over. 

Such  an  air 
You  freely  wear 
To  enfnare. 
As  tnakes  each  gueft  a  lover  : 

Since  then,  my  dear,  I'm  your  gueft. 
Prithee  give  me  of  the  beft 
Of 'what  is  ready  dreji  : 
Since  then  my  dear,  &c. 

Cher.  '  What  can  I  think  of  this  man  ?  [Aftcte* 
Will  you  give  me  that  fong,  fir  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  my  dear,  take  it  while  it  is  warm. 
\Kiffes  her\  Death  and  fire  !  her  lips  are  honey-combs. 

Cher.  And  I  wiih  there  had  been  a  fwarm  of  bees 
too,  to  have  ftung  you  for  your  impudence. 

Arch.  There's  a  fwarm  of  Cupids,  my  little  Venus, 
that  has  done  the  bufmefs  much  better. 

Cher.  This  fellow  is  mifoegotten  as  well  as  I.  [AjHe.~\ 
What's  your  name,  fir  ? 

Arch.  Name  !  egad  I  have  forgot  it.  [Ajtde.]  Oh  ? 
Martin. 

Cher.  Where  were  you  born  ? 

Arch.  In  St.  Martin's  parilh. 

Cher.  What  was  your  father  ? 

Arch.   Of— of St.  Martin's  parifll. 

Cher.  Then  friend,  good-night, 

Arch.  I  hope  not. 

Cher.  You  may  depend  upon't.. 

Arch.  Upon  what  ? 

Chtr.  That  you're  very  impudent. 
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Arch.  That  you're  very  handfome. 

Cher.  That  you're  a  footman. 

Arch.  That  you're  an  angel. 

Cher.  I  mall  be  rude. 

Arch.  So  (hall  I. 

Cher.  Let  go  my  hand.  - 

Arch,   Give  me  a  kifs. 

[KiJJes  her.    Boniface  calls  without  Cherry,  Cherry/ 

Cher.  I'm- My  father  calls ;  you  plaguy  devil, 

how  durft  you  flop  my  breath  fo  ? — Offer  to  follow  me 
one  ftep,  if  you  dare.  [FxJt. 

Arch.  A  fair  challenge,  by  this  light;  this  is  a  pretty- 
fair  opening  of  an  adventure;  but  we  are  knight- 
er'rants,  and  fo  fortune  be  our  guide.  '  [Exit. 


ACT      II. 

3  C  E  N  E    a  Gallery  in  Lady  Bountiful's  Uoufe. 
Mrs.  Sullen  aWDoriiida  meeting. 

Dor.  7%  yrOrrow,  my  dear  fifter ;  are  you  for  church 
^yj[   this  morning? 

Mrs.  SuL  Any  where  to  pray  ;  for  Heaven  alone 
can  help  me  :  but  I  think,  Dorinda,  there's  no  form 
of  prayer  in  the  Liturgy  againft  bad  hufbands. 

Dor.  But  there's  a  form  of  law  at  Doctors  Commons', 
and  I  fwear,  fifter  Sullen,  rather  than  fee  you  thus  con- 
tinually difcontented,  I  wou'd  advife  you  to  apply  to 
that :  for  beiides  the  part  that  I  bear  in  your  vexatious 
broils,  as  being  fitter  to  the  hufband,  and  friend  to 
the  wife,  your  examples  give  me  fuch  an  imprefiion  of 
matrimony,  that  I  mail  be  apt  to  condemn  my  perfon 
to  a  long  vacation  all  its  life — But  fuppofing,  madam; 
that  you  brought  it  to  a  cafe  of  feparation,  what  can 
you  urge  againft  your  hufband  ?  my  brother  is,  firft, 
the  molt  conftant  man  alive. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  moft  conftant  hufband,  I  grant  ye. 

Dor.  He  never  fleeps  from  you. 

Dor, 
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Mrs.  Sul.   No,  he  always  fleeps  with  me. 

Dor.  He  allows  you  a  maintenance  fuitablc  to  your 
quality. 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  maintenance  !  do  you  take  me,  madam, 
for  an  hofpital  child,  that  I  muft  fit  down,  and  blefs 
my  benefactors,  for  meat,  drink,  and  deaths?  As  I 
take  it,  madam,  I  brought  your  brother  ten  thoufand 
pounds,  out  of  which  I  might  expeft  foine  pretty 
things,  call'd  pleafures. 

Dor.  You  mare  in  all  the  pleafures  that  the  country 
affords. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Country  pleafures  !  racks  and  torments!' 
doft  rh-ink,  child,  that  my  limbs  were  made  for  leaping1 
of  ditches,  and  clam-bring  over  fliles;-  or  that  my 
parents  wifely  forefceing  my  future  happinefs  in  coun- 
try pleafures,  had  early  inftrufted  me  in  rural  accom- 
pHfhments  of  drinking  fat  ale,  playing  at  whift,  and 
imoaking  tobacco  with  my  hufband;  or  of  fpreading 
of  plaifters,  brewing  of  diet-drinks,  and  ftilling  rofe- 
mary-water,  with  the  good  old  gentlewoman  my  mother- 
in-law  ? 

Dor.  I'm  forry,  madam,  that  it  is  not  more  in  our 
power  to  divert  you ;  I  cou'd  wifh,  indeed,  that  our 
entertainments  were  a  little  more  polite,  or  your  tafte 
a  little  lefs  refin'd  :  but  pray,  madam,  how  came  the 
poets  and  philofophers,  that  labour'd  fo  much  in  hunt- 
ing after  pleafure,  to  place  it  at  lafl  in  a  country  life  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Becaufe  they  wanted  money,  child,  to 
find  out  the  pleafures  of  the  town  :  Did  you  ever  hear 
of  a  poet  or  philofopher  worth  ten  thoufand  pounds  ?  if 
you  can  mew  me  fuch  a  man,  I'll  lay  you  fifty  pounds 
you'll  find  him  fomewhere  within  the  weekly  bills. 
Not  that  I  xlifapprove  rural  pleafures,  as  the  poe's 
have  painted  them  in  their  landfcapes;  every  Pbyl'it 
has  her  Cory  don,  every  murmuring  llrearrf,  and  every 
flow'ry  mead  give  frelh  alarms  to  love — Beade.*,  you'll 
find,  that  their  couples  were  never .  marry'd  : — But 
yonder,  I  fee  my  Corydon;  and  a  fweet  f^ain  it  is,. 
Heaven  knows — Come,  DorixJa,  don't  be  angry,  he's 
my  hufband,  and  your  brother,  and  between  both,  is 
he  not -a  £td  brute  .J 

Dor. 
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Dor.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your  part  of  him,, 
you're  the  beft  judge. 

Mrs.  Sal.  O  fitter,  Mer  !  if  ever  you  marry,  beware 
of  a  fallen,  filent  fot,  one  that's  always  mufing,  but 
never  thinks. — There's  fome  diverfion  in  a  talking 
blockhead  ;  and  fince  a  woman  rnuil  v.ear  chains,  I 
wou'd  have  the  pleafure  of  hearing  'em  rattle  a  little. 
—Now  you  {hall  fee ;  bnt  take  this  by  the  way,  he 
came  home  this  morning  at  his  ufuai  hour  of  feur, 
waken'd  me  out  of  a  fvveet  dream  of  fomething  elfe, 
by  tumbling  over  the  tea-table,  which  he  broke  all  te 
pieces ;  after  his  man  and  he  has  rowl'd  about  the 
room  like  fick  paflengers  in  a  florm,  he  comes  flounce 
into  bed,  dead  as  a  falmon  into  a  fishmonger's  bafket ; 
his  feet  cold  as  ice,  his  breath  hot  as  a  furnace,  and 
liis  hands  and  his  face  as  greafy  as  his  flannel  night- 
cap  Oh  matrimony!  matrimony! He  toffes 

up  the  cloaths  with  a  barbarous  fwing  over  his  flioul- 
ders,  diforders  the  whole  oeconomy  of  my  bed,  leaves 
me  half  naked,  and  my  whole  night's  comfort  is  the 
tuneable  ferenade  of  that  wakeful  nightingale,  his 

nofe. O  the  pleafure  of  counting  the  melancholy 

clock  by  a  fnoring  hufband ! But  now,  fifter,  you 

fhall  fee  how  handfomely,  being  a  well-bred  man,  he 
will  beg  my  pardon. 

Enter  Sullen 

.    Sul.  My  head  akes  confumedly. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  be  pleafed,  my  dear,  to  drink 
tea  with  us  this  morning  f  it  may  do  your  head  good. 

Sul.  No. 

Dor.  Coffee,  brother? 

Sul.  Pfhaw! 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  pleafe  to  drefs,  and  go  to  church 
with  me  ?  the  air  may  help  you. 

Sul.  Scrub. 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Sir! 

Sul.  What  day  o'th'  week  is  this  ? 

Scrub.  Sunday -,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip. 
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Su!.  Sunday  !  bring  me  a  dram  ;  and  d'ye  hear,  fet 
out  the  venilbn-pafty,  and  a  tankard  of  flrong  beer 
upon  the  hall-table,  I'll  go  to  breakfaft.  [Going. 

Dur.  Stay,  flay,  brother,  you  fhan't  get  off  fo  ;  yod 
were  very  naught  lafl  night,  and  muft  make  your  wile 
reparation  :  come,  come,  brother,  won't  you  alk  pardon  ? 

Sul.  For  what  ? 

Dor.  For  being  drunk  lafl  night. 

Sul.  I  can  afford  it,  can't  I  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.   But  I  can't,  fir. 

6W.  Then  you  may  let  it  alone. 

Mrs.  SuL  But  I  muft  tell  you,  fir,  that  this  is  not 
to  be  borne. 

Sal.  I'm  glad  On't. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  is  ths  reafon,  fir,  that  you  ufe  me 
thus  inhumanly  ? 

Sul.  Scrub! 

Scrub.  Sir! 

Sul.  Get  things  ready  to  fhave  my  head.          [Exit. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Have  a  care  of  coming  near  his  temples, 
Scrub,  for  fear  you  meet  fomething  there  that  may  turn 
the  edge  of  your  razor.  [Exit,  Scrub."]  Inveterate  ftupi- 
dity  !  did  you  ever  know  fo  hard,  fo  obftinate  a  fpleen 
as  his  ?  O  fitter,  filler !  I  mall  never  ha'  good  of  the 
beaft  till  I  get  him  to  town  ;  London,  dear  London  is 
the  place  for  managing  and  breaking  a  hufband. 

Dor.  And  has  not  a  hufband  the  fame  opportunities 
there  for  humbling  a  wife  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  No,  no,  child,  'tis  a  ftanding  maxim  in, 
conjugal  difcipline,  that  when  a  man  wou'd  enflave  his 
wife,  he  hurries  her  into  the  country;  and  when  a  lady- 
would  be  arbitrary  with  her  hufband,  ihe  wheedles  her 

booby  up  to  town A  man  dare  not  play  the  tyrant 

in  London,  becaufe  there  are  fo  many  examples  to  en- 
courage the  fubjefl  to  rebel.  O  Dorinda,  Dorinda  ! 
a  fine  woman  may  do  any  thing  in  London:  O'  my 
confcience,  fhe  may  raife  an  army  of  forty  thoufand 
men. 

Dor.  I  fancy,  fifter,  you  have  a  mind  to  be  trying 
your  power  that  way  here  in  Litcbfield;  you  have  drawn 
the  French  Count  to  your  colours  already. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  <5W.  The  French  are  a  people  that  can't  liver 
without  their  gallantries. 

Dtr.  And  fome  Englijh  that  I  know,  fifter,  are  not  . 
averfe  to  fuch  arnufements. 

Mrs.  SuL  Well,  fitter,  fince  the  truth  muft  out,  it 
may  do  as  well  now  as  hereafter  ;  I  think,  one  way  to 
roufe  my  lethargick,  fottifh  hufband,  is  to  give  him  a 
rival ;  fecurity  begets  negligence  in  ail  people,  and 
men  muft  be  alarm'd  to  make  'em  alert  in  their  duty  : 
women  are  like  pictures,  of  no  value  in  the  hands 
of  a  fool,  till  he  hears  men  of  fenfe  bid  high  for  the- 
purchafe. 

Dor.  This  might  do,  fifter,  if  my  brother's  under- 
landing  were  to  be  convinc'd  into  a  paflion  for  you  ; 
but,  I  believe,  there's  a  natural  averfion  of'  his  fide, 
and  I  fancy,  filler,  that  you  don't  come  much  behind 
him,  if  you  dealt  fairly. 

Mrs.  SuL  I  own  it;,  we  are  united  contradictions, 
fire  and  water.  But  I  cou'd  be  contented  with  a  great 
many  other  wives,  to  humour  the  cenforious  vulgar, 
and  give  the  world  an  appearance  of  living  well  with 
my  hufband,.  cou'd  I  bring  him  but  to  diflemble  a< 
little  kindnefs  to  keep  me  in  countenance. 

Dor,  Sut.  how  do  you  know,  filter,  but  that  inftead- 
of  roufing  your  hufband  by  this  artifice  to  a  counter- 
feit kindnefs,  he  fliould  awake  in  a  real  fury  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  Let  him  : — If  1  can't  entice  him  to  the. 
one,  I  wou'd  provoke  him  to  the  other. 

Dor.  But  how  muft  I  behave  myfelf  between  ye  ? : 

Mrs.  SuL  You  muft  affift  me. 

Dor.  What,  againlt  my  own  brother  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  He  is  but  a  half  brother,  and  I'm  your  en- 
tire friend  :  If  I  go  a  fiep  beyond  the  bounds  of  ho- 
nour, leave  me  ;  till  then,  I.expectyou  fhould  go  along 
with  me  in  every  thing;  while  I  truft  my  honour  in 
your  hands,  you  may  truft  your  brother's  in  mine— 
The  count  is  to  dine  here  to-day. 

Dor.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,,  fifter,  that  I  can't  like 
that  man. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  like  nothing,  your  time  is  not  come ; 
love  and  death  have  their  fatalities,  and  flrike  home 
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one  time  or  other : You'll  pay  for  all  one  dav,  •! 

warrant  ye — But  come,  my  lady's  tea  is  ready,  and 
Jris  almolt  church-time.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,     tte  Inn. 
Enter  Aimvvell  drefid,  and  Archer. 

'.jSim.   And  was  me  the  daughter  of  the  houfe  ? 

Arch*  The  landlord  is  fo  blind  as  to  think  fo;  but 
I  dare  fwear  me  has  better  blood  in  her  veins. 

Aim.  Why  doft  think  fo  ? 

Arch.  Becaufe  the  baggage  has  a  pert  Je-ne-f^ai-quoiy 
{he  reads  plays,  keeps  a  monkey,  and  is  troubled  with 
vapours. 

Aim,  By  which  difcoveries,  I  guefs  that  you  know 
more  of  her. 

Arch.  Not  yet,  'faith  ;  the  lady  gives  herfelf  airs, 
.forfooth,  nothing  under  a  gentleman. 

Aim.  Let  me  take  her  in  hand. 

Arch.  Say  one  word  more  o'that,  and  I'll  declare 
myfelf,  fpoil  your  fport  there,  and  every  where  elfe4 
look  ye,  jfimivefl,  every  man  in  his  own  fphere. 

Aim.  Right,  and  therefore  you  muft  pimp  for  your 
mailer. 

Arch.  In  the  ufual  forms,  good  fir,  after  I  have 
ferv'd  myfelf — But  to  our  bafinefs — You  are  fo  well 
drefs'd,  Tow,  and  make  fo  handfome  a  figure,  that  I 
fancy  you  may  do  execution  in  a  country  church  ;  the 
exterior  part  ftrikes  firit,  and  you're  in  the  right  to 
make  that  impreilion  favourable. 

Aim.  There's  fomething  in  that  which  may  turn  to 
advantage  :  the  appearance  of  a  ftranger  in  a  coun- 
try church,  draws  as  many  gazers  as  a  blazing  ftar.; 
no  fooner  he  comes  into  the  cathedral,  but  a  train  of 
whifpcrs  runs  buzzing  round  the  congregation  in  a 

moment: Who   is    he?    whence   comes    he?    do 

you  know  him — Then,  I,  fir,  tips  the  verger  half 
a  crown  ;  he  pockets  the  fimony,  and  indufts  me  into 
the  belt  pew  in  the  church,  I  pull  out  my  fnufF-box, 
turn  myfelf  round,  bow  to  the  Bimop,  or  the  Dean, 
I  if 
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if  he  be  the  commanding  officer ;  fingle  out  a  beauty, 
rivet  both  my  eyes  to  hers,  fet  my  nofe  a  Bleeding  by 
the  ftrength  of  imagination,  and  fhew  the  whole 
church  my  concern,  by  my  endeavouring  to  hide  it : 
after  the  fermon,  the  whole  town  gives  me  to  her  for  a 
lover,  and  by  perfuading  the  lady  that  I  am  a  dying 
for  her,  the  tables  are  turn'd,  and  me  in  good  earneft 
falls  in  love  with  me. 

Arch.  There's  nothing  in  this,  Tom,  without  a  pre- 
cedent ;  .but  inftead  of  riveting  your  eyes  to  a  beauty, 
try  to  fix  'em  upon  a  fortune;  that's  our  bufmefs  at 
prefent. 

Aim,  Plhaw,  no  woman  can  be  a  beauty  without 
a  fortune. — Let  me  alone  for  a  mark's-man. 

.Arch.  Tom! 

Aim.  Ay ! 

Arch.   When  were  you  at  church  before,  pray  ? 

Aim.  Um — I  was  there  at  the  coronation. 

Arch.  And  how  can  you  expedi  a  bleffing  by  going 
to  church  now.? 

Aim.  Bleffing?  nay  Frank,  I  aft:  but  for  a  wife  ! 

\Exit* 

Arch.  Truly,  the  man  is  not  very  unreafonable  in 
his  demands.  [Exit  at  the  cppcfoe  door^ 

Enter  Boniface  and  Cherry. 

£o».  Well,  daughter,  as  the  faying  is,  have  you 
brought  Martin  to  confefs  ? 

Cher.  Pray,  father,  don't  put  me  upon  getting  any 
thing  out  of  a  man;  I'm  but  young,  you  .know,  fa- 
ther, and  don't  underftand  wheedling. 

Bon.  Young!  why  you  jade,  as  the  faying  is,  carl 
any  woman  wheedle  that  is  not  young  ?  Your  mother 
was  ufelefs  at  five  and  twenty  !  Would  you  make  your 
mother  a  whore,  and  me  a  cuckold,  as  the  faying  is  ? 
I  tell  you,  filence  confefles  it,  and  his  mafter  fpends 
his  money  fo  freely,  and  is  fo  much  a  gentleman  every 
manner  of  way,  that  he  muft  be  a  highway-man. 
Enter  Gibbet  in  a  Cloak. 

Gib,  .Landlord,  landlord,  is  the  coaft  clear  ? 
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Bon.  O,  Mr.  Gibbet,  what's  the  news  ? 

Gib.  No  matter,  aflc  no  queftions,  all  fair  and  ho- 
nourable;  here,  my  dear  Cherry,  [Gives  her  a  bag.} 
Two  hundred  fterling  pounds,  as  good  as  ever  hang'd 
or  fav'd  a  rogue;  lay  'em  by  with  the  reft,  and  here 
— Three  wedding — or  mourning  rings,  'tis  much  the 

fame  you  know Here,  two  filver-hilted  fwords; 

I  took  thofe  from  fellows  that  never  mew  any  part  of 
their  fwords'but  the  hilts:  here  is  a  diamond  necklace, 
which  the  lady  hid  in  the  privateft  place  in  the  coach, 
but  I  found  it  out:  this  gold  watch  I  took  from,  a 
pawnbroker's  wife,  it  was  left  in  her  hands  by  a  per- 
fon  of  quality,  there's  the  arms  upon  the  cafe. 

Cher.  But  who  had  you  the  money  from  ? 

Gib.  Ah!  poor  woman  !  I  pitied  hsr; From  a 

poor  lady  juft  eloped  from  her  hufband,  {he  had  made 
up  her  cargo,  and  was  bound  for  Ireland,  as  hard  as 
fhe  cou'd  drivo ;  fhe  told  me  of  her  hufband's  barba- 
rous ufage,  and  fo  faith  I  left  her  half  a  crown.  But 
I  had  almoft  forgot,  my  dear  Cherry,  I  have  a  prefent 
for  you. 

Cher.  Whatis't? 

•Gib.  A  pot  of  cerufe,  my  child,  that  I  took  out  of 
a  lady's  under  petticoat  pocket. 

Cher.  What,  Mr.  Gibbet,  do  you  think  that  I  paint ! 

Gib.  Why,  you  jade,  your  betters  do  ;  I'm  fure  the 
lady  that  I  took  it  from  had  a  coronet  upon  her  hand- 
kerchief.— Here,  take  my  cloak,  and  go,  fecure  the 
premifes. 

Cher.  I  will  fecure  'em.  [Exit. 

Bon.  But  heark'e,  where's  Hounjlovo  and  Bagjhot  ? 

Gib.  They'll  be  here  to-night. 

Bon.  D'ye  know  of  any  other  gentlemen  o'the  pa<L 
on  this  road? 

Gib.  No. 

Bon.  I  fancy  that  I  have  two  that  lodge  in  the  houfc 
juft  now. 

Gib.  The  devil!  how  d'ye  fmoak  'em? 

Bon.  Why,  the  one  is  gone  to  church, 

CM, 
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'Gib.  To  church!  that's  fufpicious,  I  mult  confefs, 

Bon.  And  the  other  is  now  in  his  mailer's  chamber; 
3ie  pretends  to  be  a  fervant  to  the  other,  we'll  call  him 
-.out  and  pump  him  a  little. 

Gib.   With  all  my  heart. 

Bon.   Mr.  Martini   Mr.  Martin! 
Enter  Archer  combing  a  Periwig,  andjlnging. 

Gib.  The  roads  are  confumed  deep,  I'm  as  dirty 
.as  Ghl  Brentford  at  Cbriftmas A  good  pretty  fel- 
low; who's  fervant  are  you,  friend? 

Arch.  My  mailer's. 

Gib.  Really? 

Arcb.  Really. 

Gib.  That's  much — The  fellow  has  been  at  the  bar 
"by  his  evafions : — But,  pray,  fir,  what  is  your  mailer's 
name  ? 

Arch.  Tall,  all,  dall;  {Singsandtomls ike Ptriw/g.] 
This  is  the  moll  obilinatecurl 

Gib.  I  afk  you  his  name  ? 

Arch.  Name,  fir— Tall,  all,  dall — I  never  afk'd 
him  his  name  in  my  life.  Tall,  all,  dall. 

Hon.  What  think  you  now  ? 

Gib.  Plain,  plain,  he  talks  now  as  if  he  were  be- 
fore a  judge:  but  pray,  friend,  which  way  does  your 
mailer  travel .? 

Arch.   A  horfeback. 

Gib.  Very  well  again,  an  old  offender  right 

But,  I  mean,  does  he  go  upwards  or  downwards? 

Arch.  Downwards,  I  fear,  fir!  Tall,  all. 

Gib,  I'm  afraid  thy  fate  will  be  a  contrary  way. 

Bon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Mr.  Martin,  you're  very  arch — 
This  gentleman  is  only  travelling  towards  Chejhr,  and 
•v/cu'd  be  glad  of  your  company,  that's  all — Come, 
captain,  you'll  May  to  night,  Ifuppofe;  I'll  mew  you 
a  chamber Come,  captain. 

Gib.  Farewel  friend [Exit. 

Arch.  Captain,  your  fervant Captain!   a  pretty 

fellow!  'Sdeath,  I  wonder  that  the  officers  of  the 
army  don't  confpire  to  beat  all  fcoundrels  in  red  but 
.their  own. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cherry. 

Cher.  Gone,  and  Martin  here  !  I  hope  he  did  not 
lifter. ;  I  wou'd  have  the  merit  of  the  difcovery  all  my 
own,  becauie  I  wou'd  oblige  him  to  love  me.  \_Aftdel~\ 
Mr.  Martin,  who  was  that  man  with  my  father? 

Arch.  Some  recruiting  fearjeant,  or  whip'd  out 
trooper,  I  fuppofe. 

Cher.   All's  fafe,   I  find.  \_Aftde. 

Ai-cb.  Come,  my  dear,  have  you  conn'd  over  the 
catechize  I  taught  you  laft  night? 

Cher.  Come,  queftion  me. 

Arch,  What  is  love? 

Cher.  Love  is  I  know  not  what,  it  comes  I  know 
not  how,  and  goes  I  know  not  when. 

Arch.  Very  well,  an  apt  fcholar.  \Ckucks  her  under 
the  chin.'}  Where  does  love  enter  ? 

Cher.  Into  the  eyes. 

Arch.   And  where  go  out. 

Cher.  I  won't  tell  you. 

Arch.  What  are  the  object  of  that  paflion  ? 

Cher.  Youth,  beauty,  and  clean  linen. 

Arch.  The  reafon  ? 

Cher.  The  two  firft  are  fafhionable  in  nature,  and 
the  third  at  court. 

Arch.  That's  my  dear :  What  are  the  flgns  and  to- 
ken of  that  paffion  ? 

Cher.  A  ftealinglcok,  a  ftammering  tongue,  words 
improbable,  defigns  impoffible,  and  actions  imprac- 
ticable. 

Arch.  That's  my  good  child,  kifs  me. What 

muft  a  lover  do  to  obtain  his  miftrefs  ? 

Cher,  He  muft  adore  the  perfon  that  difdains  him, 
he  muft  bribe  the  chambermaid  that  betrays  him,  and 

court  the  footman  that  laughs  at  him  ! He  muft, 

he  muft 

Arch.  Nay,  child,  I  muft  whip  you  if  you  don't 
mind  your  leflbn;  he  muft  treat  his 

Cher.  O  !  ay,  he  muft  treat  his  enemies  with  re- 

fpeft,  his  friends  with  indifference,  and  all  the  world 

with  contempt;  he  muft  fu£er  much,  and  fear  more; 

B  he 
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he   mull  defire  much,  and  hope  little;  in  fiiort,   he 
rnuft  embrace  his  ruin,  and  throw  hirafelf  away. 

Arch.  Had  ever  man  fo  hopeful  a  pupil  as  mine  ? 
Come,  my  Dear,  why  is  love  call'd  a  riddle  ? 

Cher.  Becaufe  being  blind,  he  leads  thofe  that  fee  ; 
and  tho'  a  child,  he  governs  a  man. 

Arch.  Mighty  well And  why  is  love  pi&ur'J 

blind  r 

Cher.  Becaufe  the  painters  out  of  their  weaknefs, 
or  privilege  of  their  art,  chofe  to  hide  thofe  eyes  ilivy 
could  not  draw. 

Arch.  That's  my  dear  little  fcholar,  kifs  me  again. 
— And  why  ihou'd  love,  that's  a  child,  govern  a  man.? 

Cher.  Becaufe  that  a  child  is  the  end  of  love. 

Arch.  And  fo  ends  love's  catechifm And  now, 

my  dear,  we'll  go  in  and  make  my  matter's  bed. 

Cher..  Hold,  hold,  Mr. .Martin You  have  taken 

a  great  deal  of  pains  to  initruft   me,  aiiul  what  d'ye 
think  I  have  learn'd  by  it  ?  . 

Arch.   What? 

Cher.  That  your  difcourfe  and  your  habit  are  con- 
tradictions, and  it  wou'd  be  nonfcnfe  in  me  to  be- 
lieve you  a  footman  any  longer. 

Arch.   'Oons,  what  a  witch  it  is  ! 

Cher.  Depend  upon  this,  Sir,  nothing  in  that  garb 
(hall  ever  tempt  me  ;  for  tho'  I  was  born  to  fcrvitude, 

I  hate  it  :• Own  your  condition,  fwear  you  love 

me,  and  then- 

Arch.  And  then  we  mall  go  make"  my  mailer's 
bed  ? 

Cher.  Yes. 

Arch.  You  muft  know  then,  that  I  am  born  a  gen- 
tleman, my  education  was  liberal  ;  but  1  went  to 
London  a  younger  brother,  fell  into  the  hands  of 
/harpers,  who  Itript  me  of  my  money,  my  friends 
difown'd  me,  and  now  my  neceifity  brings  me  to 
what  you  fee. 

Cher.  Then  take  my  hand promife    to  marry 

me  beibre  you  fleep,  and  I'll  make  you  mailer  of  two 
"^oufand  pounds. 

A;ch. 
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Arck.   How  ! 

Cher.  Two  thoufand  pounds  that  I  have  this  mi- 
nute in  my  own  cuftody  ;  fo  throw  off  your  livery 
this  inftant,  and  I'll  go  find  a  parfon  ? 

Arch.  What  faid  you  ?  a  parfon. 


Cher.  What  !  Do  you  fcruple 
Arch.  Scruple!  No,  no,  but — two  thoufand  pounds 
you  fay  ? 

•Cher.   And  better. 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  what  (hall  Ldo  ? But  heark'e, 

child,  what  need  you  make  me  matter  of  yourfelf 
and  money,  when  vou  may  have  the  fame  pleafure 
out  of  me,  and  fti.'l  keep  your  fortune  in  your  owa 
•hands  ? 

'Cher.  Then  you  won't  marry  me  ? 

Arch.  I  would  marry  you,    but 

Cher.  O  fweet  Sir,  I'm  your  humble .{errant,  you're 
fairly  caught :  Wou'd  you  perfuade  me  that  any  gen- 
tleman who  cou'd  bear  the  fcandai  of  wearing  a 
livery,  wou'd  refufe  two  .thoufand  pounds,  let  the 
condition  be  what  it  wou'd — no,  no,  Sir, — but  I 
hope  you'll  pardon  the  freedom  I  have  taken,  fmce  it 
was  only  to  inform  myfelf  of  the  refpedl  that  I 
ought  to  pay  you,  [Going. 

Arch.  Fairly  bit,  by  Jupiter — Hold,  hold!  and  haw 
you  actually  two  thoufand  pounds  ? 

Cher.  Sir,  I  have  my  fecrets  as  well  as  you — when 
you  pleafe  to  be  more  open,  I  (hall  be  more  free,  and 
be  affur'd  thrrt  I  have  difcoveries  that  will  match 
yours,  be  they  what  they  will — In  the  mean  while  be 
Satisfied  that  no  difcovery  I  nfake  lhall  ever  hurt  you, 

but  beware- of  my  father [Exit. 

Arch.  So — we're  like  to  have  as  many  adventures 

ir.  our  inn,  as  Don  '.~Jvixatc  had  in  his Let  me  fee — 

tv.'o  thoufand  pounds !  if  the  wench  wou'd  promife  to 
die  when  the  money  were  fpent,  egad,  one  ? wou'd 
marry  her  j  but  the  fortune  may  go  off  in  a  year  or 

two,  and  the   wife   may   live Lord   knows   how 

lo:;£  !  then  an  inn-keeper's  daughter  j  ay,  that's  the 
devil — there  my  pride  brings  me  off, 

B   2  For 
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For  cu:batjoe>  er  the  fages  charge  on  pride, 

''The  angels  fall,   and  f-iveatj  faults  befide, 

On  earth,.  Pm  fnre,   'matig  us  of  mortal  calling, 

•Pride  fa-ves  man  oft,  and  woman  too  from  falling. 

[Exit. 


ACT     III. 
SCENE,  Lady  Bountiful'/  Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  <WDorinda. 

Mrs.  Sul.  TT  A,  ha,  ha!  my  dear  Sifter,  let  me  em- 
S~\  brace  thee,  now  \ve  are  friends  in- 
deed ;  for  I  (hall  have  a  fecret  of  yours,  as  a  pledge 
for  mine — now  you'll  be  good  for  fomethlng,  1  fhail 
have  you  converfable  in  the  fubje&s  of  the  lex. 

Dor.  But  do  you  think  that  I  am  fo  weak  as  to  fa'l 
in  love  with  a  fellow  at  firft  fight  ? 

Mrs.  Sii/.  Pfhaw !  now  you  fpoil  all,    why   {hou'd 
.not  we   be  as   free  in  our  fnendfhips  as  the  men  ?  I 
warrant  you    the  gentleman   has  got  to  his  confident 
already,  has  avow'd  his   pafiion,  toafted  your  health, 
call'd  you  ten  thoufand  angels,  has  run  over  your  lips, 
eyes,    neck,  fhape,  air,  and  every  thing,  in  a  defcrip- 
tio-n  that  warms  their  mirth  to  a  fecond  enjoyment. 
Dtr.  Your  Hand,   Sifter,  lan'twell. 
Mrs.  Sul.  Sc — fhe's  breeding  already — come,  child, 
up  with  it — hem  a  little — fo — now  tell  me,  don't  you 
like  the  gentleman  that  we  faw  at  church  juft  now? 
Dor.  The  man's  well  enough. 
Mrs.  Sul.  Well  enough  !  Is  he -not  a -Demi-God,  a 
NarciJ/us,  a  flar,  the  man  i'  the  moon  ? 
Dor.  O  filler,  I'm  extremely  ill, 
Mrs.  Sul.  Shall  I  fend  to  your  mother,  child,  for  a 
little  of  her  cephalick  plaifter  to   put  to  the  foles  of 
your  feet  ?  or  fhall  I  fend  to  the  gentleman  for  fome- 

thing  for  you. Come,  '  unlace  your  flays,'  un- 

bofom  yourfelf— the  man  is  perfeclly  a  pretty  fellow, 
I  faw  him  when  he  firft  came  into  church. 

Dor.  I  faw  him  too,  filler,  and  with    an   air  that 
Ihone,  methcugHt,  like  rays  about  his  perfoa. 
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Mrs.  $ul.  Wei!  faid,  up  with  it. 

Dsr.  No  forward   coquet  behaviour,  no  airs  to  fet 

him  off,  no  llady'd  looks,  nor  artful  pofture, but 

nature  did  it  s!l 

Mrs.  Sul.  Better  and  better — One  touch  more — 
come-  • 

Dor.  But  then  his  looks  —did  you  obferve  his  eyes  ? 

Mrs.  Sal.  Yes,  yes,  I  did— —his  eyes  ;  well,  what 
of  his  eyes  ? 

Dor.  Sprightly,  but  not  wandring  ;  they  feern'd  to 
view,  but  never  gaz'd  on  any  thing  but  me — and  then 
his  looks  fo  humhk  were,  and  yet  fo  noble,  that  they; 
aim'd  to  tell  me  thp.t  he  cou'd  with  pride  die  at  my, 
feet,  tho'  he  fcorn'd  flavery-v.uy  where  cite. 

Mrs.  SW.  The  phyiic  works  purely How  d'ye 

find  yourielf  now,  my  dear  ? 

Dor.  Hem  !  much  better,  my  dear — O  here  comes 
our  Mercury  !  {Enter  Scrub.]  Well,  Scrub,  what  news  ' 
of  the  gentleman  : 

S:rub.  Madam,  I  have  brought  you  a  whole  packet 
of  news. 

Dor.  Open  it  quickly,  come. 

Scrub.  In-  the  firil  place  I  enqsiir'd  who  the  gentle- 
man waf-f  They  told  me  he  was  a  ftranger.  Secondly, 
I  aik'd  what  the  gentleman  was  ?  They  aniwer'd  and 
faid,  Thru  they  never  faw  him  before.  Thirdly,  I 
enquir'd  what  countrymnn  he  was  r  They  reply'd, 
'twas  more  than  they  knew.  Fourthly,  I  demanded 
whence  he  came  ?  Their  anfwer  was,  they  cou'd  not 
tell.  And  Fifthly,  I  afk'd  whither  he  went  ?  And  they 
reply'd,  they  knew  nothing  of  the  matter. — And  this 
is  all  1  cou'u  learn. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  what  do  the  people  fay?  can't  they 
guefs  ? 

Scrub.  Why  fome  think  he's  a  fpy,  fome  guefi  he's 
a  mountebank,  fome  fay  one  thing,  fome  another  ; 
but  for  my  o>vn  part,  I  believe  he's  a  jefuit  ? 

Dor.   Ajefuit!  Whvajefuit? 
Scrub.  Becaufe  he  keeps  his  horfes  always  ready 
faddled,  and  his  footman  talks  French. 

B  3  Mrs. 


30  THE  BEAUX  STRATAGEM. 

Mrs.  Sui.  His  footman  ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  he  and  the  Count's  footman  were  gab  - 
bering  French  like  two  intriguing  ducks  in  a  mill- 
pond  ;  and  I  believe  they  talk'd  of  me,  for  they 
laugh'd  confumedly. 

Dor.  What  fort  of  livery  has  the  fociman  ? 
Scruff.  Livery!  Lord,  madam,  I  took  him  for  a 
captain,  he's  fo  bedizen'd  with  lace,  and  then  he  has 
tops  to  his  fhoes,  up  to  his  mid  leg,  a  filver-headed 
cane  dangling  at  his  knuckles — he  carries  his  hands 
in  his  pockets  and  walks  juft  fo — \Walks  in  a  French 
air.]  and  has  a  fine  long  periwig  ty'd  up  in  a  bag 

• ; — Lord,  madam,  he's  clear  another  fort  of  man 

than  I. 

Mrs.  Su!.  That  may  eafily  be — but  what  fhall  we 
do  now,  fifter  ! 

Dor.  I  have  it This  fellow  has    a  world  of 

fimpiicity,  and   fome   cunning,    the   firft   hides   the 

latter  by  abundance Scrub. 

Scrub.  Madam. 

Dor.  We  have  a  great  mind  to  know  who  this  gen- 
tleman is,  only  for  our  fatis faction. 

Scrub.  Yes,  madam,  it  would  be  a  fadsfaction,  no- 
doubt. 

•  Dor.  You  mufl  go  and  get  acquainted  with  his  foot- 
man, and  invite  him  hither  to  drink  a  bottle  of  your 
ale,  becaufe  you're  butler  to-day. 

Scrub.  Yes,  madam,  I  am  butler  every  Sunday. 
Mrs.  Sul.  O  brave  filler  !  o'  my  conicience,  you 
onderftand  the  mathematicks  already — 'Tis  the  beft 
plot  in  the  world  ;  your  mother,  you  know,  will  be 
gone  to  church,  my  fpoufe  will  be  got  to  the  ale- 
houfe  with  his  fcoundrels,  and  the  houfe  will  be  our 
own fo  we  drop  in  by  accident,  and  afk  the  fel- 
low fome  queilicns  ourfelves.  In  the  country,  you 
know,  any  flranger  is  company,  and  we're  glad  to 
take  up  with  the  butler  in  a  country  dance,  and  hap- 
py if  he'll  do  us  the  favour. 

Scrub.  Oh!  madam,  you  wrong  me  ;  I  never  rc- 
fus'd  your  ladylhip  the  favour  in  my  life. 

Enter 
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Enter    Gipfy. 

G//.  Ladies,  dinner's  upon  table. 
Dor.  Scrub,  we'll  excute  your  waiting- 
where  we  crder'd  you. 

Strut.  I  (hall.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Inn. 
Enter  Aimwell  and  Archer. 

A,-cb.  Well,  Tom,  I  find  you're  a  markfman. 

Aim.  A  markfman  !  who  fo  blind  cou'd  be  as  net 
difcern  a  1'wan  among  the  ravens  ? 

Arch.  Well,   but  heark'e,  Aimvjell. 

Aim.  Aimiuell!  call  me  Oroondates,  Cefario,  A/aadis, 
all  that  romance  can  in  a  lover  paint,  and  then  I'll  an- 
iwer.  O  Archer,  I  read  her  ihoufinds  in  her  locks, 
fhe  look'd like  Ceres  in  her  harvcft,  corn, -wine  and 
oil,  milk  and  honey,  gardens,  groves  and  purling 
dreams,  play'd  on  her  plenteous  face. 

Arch.  Her  face  !  her  pocket,  you  mean  :  the  corn, 
wine  and  oil,  lies  there.  In  fhort,  flic  has  twenty  thou- 
fand  pounds,  that's  the  Englijb  on't. 

+{<m.   Her  eyes . 

Arch.  Are  demi-cannonS;  to  be  fure ;  fo  I  won't 
ftand  their  battery.  [Go:>;g. 

Aim.  Pray  excufe  me,  my  paffion  mult  have  vent. 

Arch.  PafGon  !  \vhat  a  plague,  d'ye  think  thefe  ro- 
mantick  airs  will  do  your  bufinefs  ?  Were  my  tempfrr 
as  extravagant  as  yours,  my  adventures  have  fomcthing 
mere  romar.tick  by  half. 

Aim.  Your  adventures  ! 

Arch.  Yes. 

The  nymph,  that  with  her  twice  ten  hundred  pounds. 
With  brazen  engine  hot,  and  coif  clear  ft  arched,  ' 
Can  fire  the  gueft  in  warming  of  the  bed 

There's  a  touch  of  fublime  Milton  for  you,  and  the 
fubjecl  but  an  inn-keeper's  daughter  :  I  can  play  wi:!i 
a  girl  as  an  angler  does  with  his  hm  ;  he  keeps  it  at 
the  end  of  his  line,  runs  it  up  the  ibeam,  and  down 
B  4  "the 
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the  ftream,  till  at  laft,  he  brings  it  to  hand,  tickles  the 
trout,  and  fo  whips  it  into  his  bafket. 
Enter  Boniface. 

Son.  Mr.  Martin,  as  the  faying  is vender's  an. 

honeft  fellow  below,  my  Lady  Bountiful?,  butler,  who 
begs  the  honour  that  you  wou'd  go  home  with  him  and 
fee  his  cellar. 

Arch.  Do  my  Bajffemains  to  the  gentleman,  and  tell 
him  I  will  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  wait  on  him  im- 
mediately, as  the  faying  is. 

Bon.  I  mall  do  your  worfhip's  commands,  as  the 
faying  is.  [Exit,  bowing  cbfequioujly. 

Aim.  What  do  I  hear  ?  foft  Orpheus  play,  and  fair 
^Tcflida  fing? 

Arch.  Plhaw  !  damn  your  raptures ;  I  tell  you  here's 
a  pump  going  to  be  put  into  the  veflel,  and  the  fh-ip 
v/ill  get  into  harbour,  my  life  on't.  You  fay,  there's 
another  lady  very  handfome  there. 

Aim.  Yes  faith. 

Arch.  I'm  in  love  with  her  already. 

Aim.  Can't  you  give  me  a  bill  upon  Cherry  in  the 
mean  time. 

Arch.  No,  no,  friend,  all  her  corn,  wine  and  oil,  is 

ingrofs'd  to  my  market And  once   more  I  warn 

you,  to  keep  your  anchorage  clear  of  mine  ;  for  if  you 
fall  foul  on  ras,  by  this  light,  you  ihall  go  to  the  bot- 
tom.  What!  make  prize  of  my  little  f-igate, 

while  I  am  upon  the  cruife  for  you.     •  [J&F*>< 

Enter  Boniface. 

Aim.  Wei!,  well,  I  won't Landlord  ;  have  you 

any  tolerable  company  in  the  houfe  r  I  don't  care  for 
Dining  alone. 

Bon.  Yes,  Hr,  there's  a  captain  below,  as  the  faying 
is,  that  arriv'd  about  an  hour  ago. 

Aim.  Gentlemen  of  his  coat  are  welcome  every- 
where; will  you  make  him  a  complement  from  me, 
and  tell  him  I  mould  be  glad  of  his  Company  ? 

Bon.  Who  mail  I  tell  him.  fir,  wou'd 

Aim.  Ha!   that  ftroke  was  well  thrown  in • 

I'm  only  a  traveller,  like  himfelf,  and  wou'd  be  glad 
of  his  company,  that's  all. 

Bon. 
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Bon.  I  obey  your  commands,  as  the  faying  is.  [Exit. 
Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  'Sdeath  !  I  h.'.d  forgot;  what  title  will  you 
give  yourfelf  ? 

.  Aim.  Mv  brother's,  to  be  fure  ;  lie  wou'd  never  give 
me  any  thing  elfe,  Ib  I'll  make  bold  with  his  honour 
this  bout you  know  the  reft  of  your  cue. 

Arch.  Ay,  ay.  [Exit. 

Enter  Gibbet. 

Gib.   Sir,   I'm  yours. 

Aim.  'Tis  more  than  I  deferve,  fir,  for  I  don't  know 
you. 

Gib.  I  don't  wonder  at  that,  fir,  for  you  never  £iw 
me  before 1  hope.  [Ajide. 

Aim.   And  pray,  fir,  how  came  I  by  the  honour  of 
feeing  you  now  ? 

Gib.  Sir,  I  fcorn  to* intrude  upon  any  gentleman — 
but  my  landlord 

Aim.  O,  fir,  I  afk  you're  pardon,  you're  the  cap- 
tain he  told  me  of. 

Gib.   At  your  fervice,  fir. 

Aim.   What  regiment?  may  I  be  fo  bold? 

Gib.  A  marching  regiment,  fir,  an  old  corps. 

Aim.  Very  old,  if  your  coat  be  regimental.  \_Afide. ~\ 
You  have  ferv'd  abroad,  iir  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  fir,  in  the  plantations,  'twas  my  lot  to 
be  fent  into  the  worft  fervice  ;  I  wou'd  have  quitted  it 

indeed,   but  a  man  of  honour,  you  know Beiides, 

'twas  for  the  good  of  my  country  that  I  fhou'd   be 

abroad Any  thing  for  the  good  of  one's  country 

• I'm  a  Roman  for  that. 

Aim.   One  of  thefiril,  I'll  lay  my  life  [Afide.]  You 
found  the  Weft-Indies  very  hot,  fir. 

Gib.   Ay,  fir,  too  hot  for  me. 

Aim.  Pray,  fir,  han't  I  feen  your  face   at   Will's 
Coffee-houfe  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  fir,  and  at  While's  too. 

Aim.  -And  where  is  your  company  now,   Captain  -?.  - 

Gil-.  They  an't  come  yet. 

Aim.  Whv.  d've  expert  'em  here? 

B  5  Gib. 
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Gil.  They'll  be  here  to  night,  fir. 

Aim.  Which  way  do  they  inarch  ? 

Gib.  A-crofs  the  country The  devil's  in't,  if  I 

han't  faid  enough  to  encourage  him  to  declare — but 
I'm  afraid  he's  not  right,  I  malt  tack  about     \_Af.de~ 

Aim.  Is  your  company  to  quarter  at  Litcbfiild  ? 

Gib.  In  this  howfe,  fir, 

Aim.  What !   ail  ? 

Gib.  My  company's  but  thin,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  we  are 
but  three,  ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Aim.  You're  merry,  fir. 

Gib.  Ay,  fir,  you  muft  excufe  me,  fir,  I  underhand' 
the  world,  efpecially  the  arr  of  travelling  r  I  don't 
care,  fir,  for  anfwering  queilions  direft'.y  upon  the 
road— for  I  generally  rule  with  a  charge  about  me. 

Aim.  Three  or  four,  I  believe.  \_Afide. 

Gib.  I  am  credibly  inform'd  that  there  are  highway- 
men upon  thii-  quarter ;  not,  fir,  that  I  cou'd  fufpecl 

a  gentleman  cf  your  figure But  truly,  fir,  I  have 

got  fuch  a  way  of  cvafion  upon  the  road,   that  I  don't 
care  for  fpeaking  truth  to  any  man. 

Aim.    Your  caution    may   be  necdTary then  I 

prefume  you're  no  captain. 

Gib.  Net  I,  fir  ;  captain  is  a  good  travelling  name, 
and  fo  I  take  it  ;  it  ftops  a  great  many  foolifh  inqui- 
ries that  are  generally  made  about  gentlemen  that  tra- 
vel ;  it  gives  a  man  an  air  of  fomething,  und  makes 

the  drawers  obedient And  thus  far  I  am  a  captain, 

and  no  farther. 

Aim.  And- pray,  fir,  what  is  your  true  prcfefiion  ? 

Gib.  O,  ftr,  yon  mult  excu.'c  me — noon  my  word, 
fir,  I  don't  think  it  fafe  to  te'.l  yc. 

Aim.  H.i,  ha,  ha  I  upon  my  word,  I  commend 
you. 

Enter  Boniface. 
Well,   Mr.  Boniface,   what's  the  news  ? 

Ken.  There'*  another  gentleman  below,  as  the 
faying  is,  that  hcaiing  you  were  but  two,  wou'd  1  e 
glad  to  make  the  third  cvan,  if  y.ou'ci  give  him  leave. 
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Jim.  What  is  he  ? 

Bon.  A  clergyman,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.  A  clergyman  !  is  he  really  a  clergyman  ?  or, 
is  it  only  his  travelling  name,  as  rny  friend  the  cap- 
tain has  it  ? 

Ben.  O,  fir,  he's  a  prieft,  and  chaplain  to  the 
French  officers  in  town. 

Aim.    Is  he  a  Frenchman  ? 

Ben.   Yes,   fir,   born  at  Brujfels. 

Gib.  A  Frenchman,  and  a  prieft  !  I  won't  be  fern 
in  his  company,  fir,  I  have  a  value  for  my  reputation, 
fir. 

Aim  Nay,  hut  captain,  fince  we  are  by  ourfelves- — • 
can  he  {peak  Englijb,  landlord  ? 

Ben.  Very  well,  fir ;  you  may  know  him,  as  the 
f.iying  is,  to  be  a  foreigner  by  his  accent,  and  that's 
all. 

Aim.  Then  he  has  been  in  England  before  ? 

Bon.  Never,  fir,  but  he's  a  mailer  of  languages,  as 
the  faying  is ;  he  talks  Latin,  it  does  me  good  to  hear 
him  talk  Latin. 

Aim.  Then  you  underfland  Latin,  Mr.  Boniface. 

Bc,n.  Not  I,  fir,  as  the  faying  is  ;  but  he  talks  it  fo 
very  full,  that  I'm  fure  it  muft  be  good. 

jfim.  Pray  define  him  to  walk  up. 

B',n.  Here  he  is,  as  the  faying  is. 
Enter  Foigard. 

T  ig.  Save  you,  gentlemeus  bote. 

Aim.  A  Frenchman !  fir,  your  moft  humble  fer* 
»ant. 

fug.  Och,  dear  joy,  I  am  your  mod- faithful  fhtr- 
vant,  and  yours  alfho. 

Gib.  Doflcr,  you  talk  very  good  EngUjb',  but  yea 
have  a  mighty  twang  of  the  foreigner. 

Foig.  My  Englijk  is  very  well  for  the  vords,  but  \ve 
foreigners,  you  know,  cannot  bring  our  tongues 
about  the  pronunciation  fo  foon. 

Aim.  A  foreigner !  a  downright  league,  by  this 
iii^i.c.  [AJide.y  Were  you  bom  in  France,  D offer  ? 

'Foig. 
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Foig.  I  was  educated  in  France,  but  I  was  horned  at 
BruJJels  :  I  am  a  fubjeft  of  the  King  of  Spain,  joy. 

Cib.   What  King  of  Spain,  fir?  fpeak. 

Foig.  Upon  my  fhoul,  joy,  I  cannot  tell  you  as  yet. 

Aim.  Nay,  captain,  that  was  too  hard  upon  the 
do&or,  he's  a  ftranger. 

Foig.  O  let  him  alone,  dear  joy,  I  am  of  a  nation 
that  is  noteafily  put  out  of  countenance. 

Aim.  Come,  gentlemen,  I'll  end  the  difpute  •  •  » 
Here,  landlord,  is  dinner  ready  ? 

lion.  Upon  the  table,  as  the  faying  is. 

Aim.  Gentlemen — pray that  door.- 

Foig.  No,  no,  fait,  the  captain  muft  lead. 

Aim.  No,  doclor,  the  church  is  our  guide. 

Gib.  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  is 

[Exit  Foigafdywv/vvc,?,  they  folio-jo. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  gallery  in  Lady  Bountiful's  houfe. 

Enter  Archer  and  Scrub  ftnging  and  bugging  one  another ; 
Scrub  with  a  tankard  in  his  hc.nd,  Gipfey  lijlening 
at  a  d'ftance. 

Scrub.  Tal,  all,  dall come,  my  dear  boy—- 
let us  have  that  fong  once  more. 

Arch.  No,  no,  we  fhall  diiturb  the  family  : — B«t 
will  you  be  fure  to  keep  the  fecret  ? 

Scrub.  Pho  !  upon  my  honour,  as  I'm  a  gentleman. 

Arch.  'Tis  enough — you  muft  know  then,  that  my 
mafter  is  the  Lord  Vifcount  Aim*v:-dl ;  he  fought  a 
duel  t'other  day  in  London,  wounded  his  man  fo  dan- 
geroufly,  that  he  thinks  fit  to  withdraw  till  he  hears 
whether  the  gentleman's  wounds  be  mortal  or  not  : 
He  never  was  in  this  part  of  England  before,  fo  he 
chofe  to  retire  to  this  place,  that's  all. 

Gip.  And  that's  enough  for  me.  [Exit. 

Scruf-,  And  whe;e  were  you  when  your  mallei 
fought  ? 

Arch.  We  never  know  of  our  maflers  quarrels. 

Scrub.  No !  if  our  matters  in  the  country  here  re- 
'-.a'.vc  a  challenge,  the  firft  thing  they  do,  is' to  tell 

their 
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tvelr  wives;  the  wife  tells  the  fervants,  the  fervants 
alarm  the  tenants,  and  in  half  an  hour,  youfhall  have 
the  whole  country  up  in  arms. 

Arch.  To  hinder  two  men  from  doing  what  they 
have  no  mind  for — but  if  you  mould  chance  to  talk 
now  of  this  bufinefs  ? 

Scrub.  Talk  !  ah,  fir,  had  I  not  learn'd  the  knack 
cf  holding  my  tongue,  I  had  never  liv'd  fo  long  in  a 
great  family. 

Arch.  Ay,  ay,  to  be  fure,  there  are  fecrets  in  all 
families. 

Scrub.  Secrets,  O  hid  ! but  I'll  fay  no  more — 

ccme  fit  down,  we'll  make  an  end  of  our  tankard  : 
Here 

Arch.  With  all  my  heart ;  who  knows  but  you  and 

I  may  come  to  be  better  acquainted,  eh  ? Here's 

your  ladies  health  ;  you  have  three,  I  think,  and  to 
be  fure  there  muft  be  fecrets  among  'em. 

Scrub.  Secrets !  ah  !  friend,  friend,  I  \vifh  I  had  a 
fr;end. 

Arch.  Am  not  I  your  friend?  Come,  you  and  I 
will  be  fvvorn  brothers. 

Scrub.  Shall  we  ? 

Arch.  From   this  minute give  me  a  ktfs 

And  now  brother  Scrub. 

Scrub.-  And  now  brother  Martin,  I  will  tell  you  a 
fecre:  that  will  make  your  hair  Hand  an  end  : 
You  mull  know  that  I  am  confumediy  in  love. 

Arch.  That's  a  terrible  fecret,  that's  the  truth  on 't. 

Scrub.  That  jade,  Gipfey,  that  was  with  us  juft  now 
in  the  cellar,  is  the  arrantefc  whore  that  ever  wore  a 
petticoat,  and  I'm  dying  for  love  of  her. 

Arch.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — are  you  in  love  with  her  per- 
fon,  or  her  virtue,  brother  Scrub  ? 

Scrub.  I  mould  like  virtue  belt,  becaufe  it  is  more 
durable  than  beauty  ;  for  virtue  holds  good  with  fome 
women  long,  and  many  a  day  after  they  have  loft  it.  . 

Arch.  In  the  country,  I  grant  ye,  where  no  wo- 
man's virtue  is  loll,  till  a  baliard  be  found. 

Scrub.  Ay,  cou'd  I  bring  her  to  a  baftard,  I  fhou'd 

have 
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hare  her  all  to  myfelf ;  but  I  dare  not  put  it  upon  that 
lay  for  fear  of  being  fent  for  a  foldicr.  —  Pray,  bro- 
ther, how  do  you  gentlemen  in  Londcn  like  that  fame 
preiling-acl  ? 

Arch.    Very  ill,  brother   Scrub  ; 'tis  the  \vorft 

that  ever  was  made  for  us ; formerly  I  remernb-:;' 

the  good  days  when  we  cou'd  dun,  our  matters  for  our 
wages,  and  if  they  refufed  to  pay  us,  we  coa'd  have 
a  warrant  to  carry  'em  before  a  juftice  ;  but  now  if  we 
talk  of  eating,  they  have  a  warrant  for  us,  and  carry 
us  before  three  juftices. 

Scnt-b.  And  to  be  fure  we  go,  if  we  talk  of  eating  ; 
for  the  juftices  won't  give  their  own  fervants  a  bad 

example.     ]S^o\v  this  is  my  misfortune 1  dare  not 

fpeak  in  the  houfe,  while  that  jade,  Gipfty,  dhi^s 
about  like  a  fury — once  I  had  the  better  end  of  die 
ftaff. 

Arch.  And  how  comes  the  change  now  ? 

Scrub.  Why,  the  mother  of  all  this  mifchtcf  is  a 
piieft. 

Arch.   A  pricft ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  a  damn'd  fon  of  a  who^e  tif'Safyler^ 
that  came  over  hitherto  fay  grace  to  the  French  officers, 

and  eat  up  our  provificr.3 There's  not  a  day  gees 

over  his  head  without  a  dinner  or  fupp'ir  in  this 
houfe. 

Arch.  How  came  he  fo  familiar  in  the  family  ? 

Scrub.  Becaufe  he  fpeaks  Ettglijh  as  if  he  had  liv'd 
here  all  his  life,  and  tells  lies  as  if  he  had  been  a  tra- 
veller from  his  cradle. 

Arch.  And  this  prieil,  I'm  afraid,  has  converted 
the  affection  of  your  Ciffey. 

'•  Scrub.  Converted !  ay,  and  perverted,  my  dear 
friend — for,  I'm  afraid,  he  has  made  her  a  whore 
and  a  papiit — but  this  is  not  all  ;  there  the  French 
Count  and  Mrs.  Si/llea,  they're  in  the  confederacy, ' 
and  for  fome  private  ends  of  their  own  too,  to  be 
fure. 

Arch.  A  very  hopeful  family  yours,  brother  Scrub  ; 
I  fuppofe  the  maiden  lady  has  her  lover  too. 

Scrub. 
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Scrub.  Not  that  I  know— She's  the  beft  on  'em, 
that's  the  truth  on't  :  but  they  take  care  to  prevent 
my  curiofity,  by  giving  me  fo  much  bufinefs,  that 
I'm  a  perfedl  flave — What  d'ye  think  is  my  place  in. 
this  f amity  ? 

y//v/'>.  Butler,  I  fuppcfe. 

Scrub.  Ah,  lord  help  you— I'll  tell  you — Of  a  .Mia- 
day  1  drive  the  coach,  of  a  T'ue/t/ay  I  drive  the  plough,. 
on  Wednesday  I  follow  the  hounds,  a  Thursday  I  dun 
the  tenants,  on  Friday  I  go  to  market,  on  Saturday 
I  draw  warrants,  and  a  Sunday  I  draw  beer. 

Arcb.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  if  variety  be  a  pleafure  in  life, 

you  hive  enough  on't,   my  dear  brother but  what 

ladies  are  thofe  ? 

Scrub.    Ours,  ours ;  that  upon   the  right  hand   i* 

Mrs.   Sullen,   and    the  other   Mrs.    Doriniia, don't 

Blind  'em,  fit  Hill  man 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  <s/r/DorinJa. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  have  heard  my  brother  talk  of  my  Lord 
JMTUMW,  but  they  fay  that  his  brother  is  the  finer  gen- 
tleman. 

Dor.  That's  impoffible,  fiiler. 

Mrs.  Sul,  He's  vaflly  rich,  and  very  clofe  they  fay. 

Dor.  No  matter  for  that ;  if  I  can  creep  into  hi* 
heart,  I'll  open  his  breait,  I  warrant  him :  I  have 
heard  fay,  that  people  rruy  be  guefs'd  at  by  the  be- 
haviour of  their  fervants  ;  I  cou'd  \vifh  we  might  talk 
to  that  fellow. 

Mrs.  Sul.  So  do  I;  for  I  think  he's  a  very  pretty 
fellow  :  come  this  way,  I'll  throw  out  a  lure  for  him 
prefer,  tJy. 

\¥bcy  vjalk  a  turn  towards  the  oppojttejii-e  of  the  flag:, 
Mrs.  Sullen  drops  her  fan,  Archer  runs,  takes  it 
up,  find gi-T-'f •!  •'/  to  her,] 

drch.  Corn,  wine  and  oil  indeed but,  I  think, 

the  wife  has  the  greateit  plenty  of  flefh  and  biood  ;  me 
ihould  be  my  choice —  Ay,  ay,  lay  you  fo— madam, 
•  your  ladyfaip's  fan. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  lir,  I  thank  you — What  A  handibme 
bow  the  fciiow  made ! 

i  Dor. 
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Dor.  Bow  !  why  I  have  known  feveral  footmen  come 
down  from  London  fet  up  here  for  dancing-mailers, 
and  carry  off  the  beft  fortunes  in  the  country. 

Arch.  [AjMe.]  That  project,  for  ought  I  know, 
had  been  better  than  ours — Brother  Scrub,  why  don't 
you  introduce  me  ? 

Scrub.  Ladies,  this  is  the  ftrange  gentleman's  fer- 
vant  that  you  faw  at  church  to-day;  I  underftood  he 
came  from  London,  and  fo  I  invited  him  to  the  cellar, 
that  he  might  fhew  me  the  ncweft  flouriih  in  whetting 
my  knives. 

Dor.  And  I  hope  you  have  made  much  of  him  ? 

Arch.  O  yes,  madam,  but  the  ftrength  of  your  la- 
dyfhip's  liquor  is  a  little  to  potent  for  the  conftitutioa 
of  your  humble  fervant. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What,   then  you  don't  ufually  drink  ale? 

Arch.  No,  madam,  my  conftant  drink  is  tea,  or 
a  little  wine  and  water  ;  'tis  prefcribed  me  by  the  phy- 
fician  for  a  remedy  againft  the  fpleen. 

Scrub.  Ola!  Ola ! — A  footman  have  the  fpleen — ; 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  thought  that  diftemper  had  been  only 
proper  to  people  of  quality. 

Arch.  Madam,  like  all  other  fafhions  it  wears  out, 
and  fo  defccnds.  to  their  fervants  ;  tho'  in  a  great  many 
of  us,  I  believe,  it  proceeds  from  fome  melancholy 
particles  in  the  blood,  occafioned'by  the  ftagnation  of 
wages. 

Dcr.  How  affectedly  the  fellow  talks— How  long, 
pray,  have  you  ferv'd  your  prefent  mailer  ? 

Arch.  Not  long;  my  life  has  been  moitly  fpent  in 
the  fervice  of  the  ladies. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  pray,  which  fervice  do  you  like  beft? 

Arch.  Madam,  the  ladies  pay  beft  ;  the  honour  of 
ferving  them  is  fufficient  wages ;  there  is  a  charm  in 
their  looks  that  delivers  a  pleafure  with  their  com- 
mands, and  gives  our  duty  the  wings  of  inclination1. 

Mrs.  Sul.  That  flight  was  above  the  pitch  of  a  li- 
very; and  fir,  wou'd  not  you  be  fatisfy'd  to  ferve  a 
lady  again? 

Arch.  As  groom  of  the  chambers,  madam,  but  not 
as  a  footman. 

Mrs. 
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.  SuL  I  fappofe  you  ferv'd  as  footman  before  ? 
/•.  For  that  rcafon  I  wou'd  not  ferve  in  that  poflr- 
-.  for  my  memory  is  too  weak  for  the  load  of 
mcfl'ages  that  tli  2  ladies  lay  upon  their  fervants  in 
L'.nd'jn:  my  Lady  Ho--wJ'ye,  the  laft  miilrefs  I  ferv'd, 
call'd  me  up  one  morning,  and  told  me,  Martin,  go 
to  my  Lady  Allnigbt  with  my  humble  fervice ;  tell  her 
I  was  to  wait  on  her  ladyihip  yefterday,  and  left  word 
with  Mrs.  Rebecca,  that  the  preliminaries  of  the  affair 
fhe  knows  of,  are  ftopt  'till  we  know  the  concurrence 
of  the  perfon  that  1  know  of,  for  which  there  are  cir- 
cnmftances  wanting  which  we  fhall  accommodate  at 
the  old  place;  but  that  in  the  mean  time  there" is  ap 
perfon  about  her  ladyihip,  that  from  feveral  hints  and 
furmifes,  was  accefiary  at  a  certain  time  to  the  difap- 
pointments  that  naturally  attend  things,  that  to  her 
Knowledge  are  of  more  importance.—— 

Mrs.S*/.    £   Ha>  j.a!  whereare  you  going)  fir? 

Arch.  Why,  I  han't  half  done The  whole 

howd'ye  was  about  half  an  hour  long  ;  fo  happen'd  to-' 
mifplace  two  fyllables,  and  was  turn'd  off,  and  ren- 
der'd  incapable 

Dcr.  The  pleafanteft  fellow,  fitter,  I  ever  faw.— 
But,  friend,  if  your  mailer  be  marry'd, — I  prefume 
you  itill  ferve  a  lady. 

Arch.  No,  madam,  I  take  care  never  to  come  into 
a  marry'd  family ;  the  commands  of  the  mafter  and 
itiifirefs  arc  always  fo  contrary,  that  'tis  impoffible  to 
pleafe  both. 

DJ,-.  Tiiere's  a  main  point  gain'd.  •      My  lord  i* 

j       n.-arry'd,  I  find.  \_Aficie. 

.  Sul.  But  I  wonder,  friend,  that  in  fo  many 

go  ju  ferviccs,  you  had  not  a  better  provilion  made  for 

you. 

Arch.  J  don't  know  how,  madam. — '  I  had  a  lieu- 
'  tenancy  oifer'd  me  three  or  four  times;  but  that  is 
'  not  bread,  madam — I  am  \  ery  well  as  1  am — I  live 
1  much  better  as  I  do. 

«  Scrub.  Madam,  he  fings  rarely— I  was  thought  to 

«  do 
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*  do  pretty  well  here  in  the  country  till  he  came  ;  bat: 
'•  alack  a-day,  I'm  nothing  to  my 'brother  Martin, 

'  Dor.  Does  h«  ?  pray  fir,  will  you  oblige  us  with 
'•a  fong? 

*  Arch.  Are  you  for  paffioti  or  humour  ?- 

*  Scrub.  O  la !    He  has  the  pwelV  ballad  about  a 
'-trifle 

*  Mrs.  Sul.  A  trifle!  pray,  fir,  let's  have  it. 

'  Arch.  I'm  afham'd  to  ofter-  you-  a  triile,  madain  r 

*  but  fince  you  command  me.   — - 

[Stuff  to- the  time  of  Sir  Simon  tfo  King, 

*  j£  Tri fling  fing  yon  -/hull  bear, 

*  Begun  ivith  a  trifle  and  ended  : 

*  Ail  trifling  people  draw  near, 
<  And  1  jhall  be  nobly  attended. 

*•  Were  it  not  for  trifles,  a  fevi, 

'  'That  lately  ha-ve  com  into  play  ; 

'"  The  men  ivotfd  want  fomeihing  to  do,, 

*  And  the  vjsmen  want  fometbing  to  fay. 

*'  What  makes  men-trifle  in  dr effing  ?. 

*  Becaufe  the  ladies  (they  know-) 

*  Admire,  by  often  pojfejpng, 

*  That  eminent  trifle  a  beau. 

'  When  the  louver  his  moments  has  trificit, 
f  The  trifle  of  trifles  to  gain  : 
'  No  foonzr  the  virgin  is  rifled, 

*  But  a  trifle  Jhall  pan  'cm  again, 

. 

*  What  mortal  man  vjoud  be  able 
"  At  White's  half  an  hour  to  Jit  ? 

*  Or  ivho  cou* d bear  a  tea~tablet 

*  Without  talking  of  trifles  for  <uv'/  r* 

'  The  court  is  from  trifles  fc  cure, 
1  Gold  keys  are  no  trifles,  ive  fee  : 
'  White  rods  are  no  trifles,  I'mfure, 

*  Whatever  thiir  bearers  may  be*. 
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r  B:it  ;fycuiv:!!go  to  the  place, 
'  Where  iiifles  abundantly  breed, 
'  y'/v  leiiee  'will  Jbe. <uj  you  his  ?"ace 

*  Makes  promijes  trifles  indeed. 

'  A  coach  with  Jix  footmen  behind,. 
'  /  count  neither  trifle  nir  Jin  : 
'  But,  ye  gads  !   bow  oft  do  we  find 
1  A  fcandalbus  trifle  wilbin  ? 

'  A flnjk  of  Champaign,  people  think  it 
'  A  trifle,  orfomething  as  bad  : 

*  But  if ^rju  II  eonlrime  bow  to  drLtik  it,, 
'  To  u  II  find  it  no  trifle  egad. 

'  A  parfins  no  trifle  at  feat 

*  A  widens  a  trifle  in  farrow  :: 
'  A  peace  is  a  trifle  to-day, 

*  Who  knows  ~-vjhat  may  happen  to-mt/rrovj, 

*  A  black  ccat  a  trifle  may  cloak, 

'  Of  to  hide  it,  the  red  may  endeavour  : 

'  But  if  once  the  army  is  broke, 

'  We  Jhall  have  more  trifles  than  e<vtr, 

'  The  flage  is  a  trifle,  they  fay ', 
'  The  reafon,  pray  carry  along, 

*  Berartfe  at  e*v*ry  new  playy 

'  The  houfe  they  with  trifles  Jo  thrcng* 

'  But  iv:th  people's  malice  to  trifle, 
'  And  to  Jet  us  all  on  a  foot  : 
'  The  author  of  this  is  a  trifle, 
'  Andhisfong  is  a  trifle  to  boot* 

Mrs.  Sul.   '  Very  well,  fir,  we're  oblig'd  to  you'— 
fomething  for  a  pair  of  gloves. 

\Ojferingkiinmcney. 

Arch.  I  humbly  beg  'eave  to  be  excufed  :  my  maf- 
ter,  madam>  pays  me;  nor  dare  I  take  money  from  any 

oih^-r 
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other  hand,  without  injuring  his  honour,  and  difo- 
beying  his  commands. 

"  Scrub.   Brother  Martin,   brother  Martin. 

"  Arch.   Wbat  do  you  fay,  brother  Scrub  ? 

"  Scrub,   lake  the  money,  find  give  it  to  me." 

[Exeunt  Arch,  and  Scrub. 

Dor.  This  is  furprizing:  did  you  ever  fee  fo  pretty 
a  well-bred  fellow? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  devil  take  him  for  wearing  that  li- 
very. 

Dor.  I  fancy,  filter,  he  may  be  fome  gentleman,  a 
friend  of  my  lord's,  that  his  lordfhip  has  pitch'd  upon 
for  his  courage,  fidelity,  and  difcretion,  to  bear  him 
company  in  this  drefs,  and  who,  ten  to  one,  was  his 
fecond. 

Mrs.  Sul.  It  is  fo,  it  mufl  be  fo,  and  it  mall  be  fo 
—For  I  like  him. 

Dcr.  What!  better  than  the  count? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  count  happen'd  to  be  the  moft  agree- 
able man  upon  the  place  j  and  fo  I  chofe  him  to  fei  ve 

me  in  my  de%n  upon  -my  hufband But  I  fhou'd 

like  this  fellow  better  in  a  dcfign  upon  myfelf. 

Dor.  But  now,  filter,  for  an  interview  with  this 
lord,  and  this  gentleman ;  how  mall  we  bring  that 
about  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Patience  !  you  country  ladies  give  no  quar- 
ter, *  if  once  you  be  enter'd* Wou'd  yon  prevent 

their  defires,  and  give  the  fellows  no  wifhing  time.— 
Look'e,  Dorinda,  if  my  Lord  Alm-v:dl  loves  you  or 
deferves  you,  he'll  find  a  way  to  fee  you,  and  there 
we  mult  leave  it. — My  bufinefs  comes  now  upon  the 
tapis — Have  you  prepar'd  your  brother? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  how  did  he  relifh  it? 

Dor.  He  faid  little,  mumbled  fomething  to  him- 
felf,  and  promis'd  to  be  guided  by  me :  but  here  he 

comes. 

E,iter    Sullen. 

Sul.  What  finging  was  that  I  heard  juft  now  ? 
.    Mrs.  iSW.  The  fmging  in  your  head,  my  dear,  you 
complain'd  of  it  all  day. 

Sit!. 
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Sal.  You're  impertinent. 

Mrs.  Sal.  1  was  ever  fo,  fmce  I  became  one  flefli 
with  you. 

Sitl.  One  flefh  !  rather  two  carcaffes  join'd  unnatu- 
rally together. 

Mrs.  SuL  Or  rather  a  living  foul  coupled  to  a  dead 
body. 

Dor.  So,  this  is  fine  encouragement  for  rne! 

Sul.  Yes,  my  wife  mews  you  what  you  mull:  do! 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  my  hufband  {hews  you  what  you  muft 

Sul.  'Sdeath,  why  can't  you  be  filent? 

Mrs.  SuL  'Sdeath,  why  can't  you  talk? 

Sul.  Do  you  talk  to  any  purpofe  ? 

Mrs.  iSW.  Do  you  think  to  any  purpofe? 

SuL  Sifter,  heulu'e—lWAi/pers.]  I  fhan't  be  home 
till  it  be  late.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  SuL  What  did  he  whifper  to  ye  ? 

Dor.  That  he  wou'd  go  round  the  back-way,  come 
into  the  clofct,  and  liften  as  I  directed  him. — But  let 
me  beg  once  more,  dear  fitter,  to  drop  this  project  ;  for, 
as  I  told  you  before,  inftead  of  awaking  him  to  kind- 
nefs,  you  may  provoke  him  to  rage  ;  and  then  who 
knows  how  far  his  brutality  may  carry  him  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  I'm  provided  to  receive  him,  I  warrant 
you.  away. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        IV. 
SCENE    continues. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen. 

'  Mrs,  Sul.  T  T  7  E  R  E  I  born  an  humble  Turk ,  where 
V  V  *  women  have  no  foul  nor  property, 

*  there  I  mutt  fit  contented But   in  England,  a 

'  country  whofe  women  are  its  glory,  muffc  women  be 

*  abus'd  ?  where  women  rule,  muil  women  be  enflav'd  ? 
'  nay,  cheated  into  fla/ery  ?  mock'd  by  a  promife  of 

3  'com- 
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'  comfortable  fociety  into  a  wildernefs  of  folitwle  :  — 

*  I  dare  not  keep  trie  thought  about  me O  !  here 

'  comes  fcunething  to  divert  me 

'  Enter  a  'Country  Woman . 

1 -Worn.  I  come,  an't  pleafe  your  ladyfliip — you're  my 
•'  Lady  Bountiful,  an't  ye? 

'  Mrs.  Sul.  Well,  good  woman,  go  on. 

'  Vytm.  I  co:ne  fcventeen  long  mail  to  have  a  cure 
'  for  my  huiband's  fore  leg. 

'  Mrs.  •&«/.  Ycurhufband  !  what,  woman,  cure  your 
•*  hufband  ! 

*  Won.  Ay,  poor  man,  for  his  fore  leg  won't  let  him 
-*  flir  from  home. 

'  Mrs.  -Sal.  There,  I  confefs,  you  have  given  me  a 
'  reafcn.  Well,  good  woman,  I'll  tell  you  what  you 

*  mult  do — You  muft  lay  your  huiband's  leg  upon  a 
'  table,  and  with  a  chopping-knifc  you  muil  lay  it 
'  open  as  broad  as  you  can,  then  you  mult  take  out  the 
•'  bone,  and  beat  the  flefh  foundly  with  a  rowling-pin, 
'  then  take  fait,  pepper,  cloves,  mace  and  ginger,  fome 
'  fweet- herbs,   and  feafon  it  very  well,  then  roll  it  up 
'  like  brawn,  and  put  it  into  the  oven  .for  two  hours. 

*  Worn.  Heaven   reward  your  ladyOiip — I  have  two 
'  little  babies  toot  hat  are  pitious  bad  with  the  graips, 
•'  an't  pleafe  ye 

'  Mrs.  Sul.  Putalittlepeppcrand  fait  in  their  bellies, 
'  good  woman.  \JLnter  Lady  Bountiful]  I  beg  your 

*  ladyfhip's  pardon  for  taking  your  hufinefs  out  of  your 
'  hands,  I  have  been  a  tampering  here  a  little  with  one 

*  cf  your  patients. 

'iu.JBcun.  Come,  good  woman,  don't  mind  this 
'  mad  creature  ;  1  :u:i  t'.c  p.-.-fcn  that  you  want,  I  fup- 

*  pofe — What  wou'd  you  have,   woman  r 

'  Mrs.  Sul.  She  wants  fomething  for  her  huf- 
'  band's  foreleg. 

*  L.  Bonn.  What's  the  matter  with  his  leg,   goody  ? 
'  Worn.  It  come  firft,  as  one  might  fay,  with  a  fort  of 

,'  dixzinefs  in  his  foot,  then  he  had  a  kind  of  lazinefs 
'  in  his  joints,  and  then  his  leg  broke  out,  and  then  it 
'  fwell'd,  r.r.d  then  itclos'd  again, aud  then  it  broke  out 
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•f  again,  and  then  it  fefter'd,  and  then  it  grew  better 
*  and  then  it  grew  worfe  ao-ain. 

'Mrs.  S«/.-Ha,  ha,  lA\ 

'  L.  Bonn.  How  can  you  he  merry  with  .the  misfor- 
'*  tunes  of  other  people  ? 

'  Mrs.  SuL  Becaufe  my  own  make  me  fad,  madam 

'  L.  Bcun.  The  worft  reafon  in  the  worid,.dau?hter' 
.<  your  own  misfortunes  ihou'd  ten.ch  you  to  pity  others! 

•'  Mrs.  Sul.  But  the  woman's  misfortunes  and  mine 
-  are  nothing  alike  ;  her  hufband  is  fick,  and  mine 
tuts  !  is  in  health. 


<  w°«'d  you  wi/h  your  hufband  fick  ? 

Mrs.  A/.  Notci  a  fore  leg  of  all  things. 

'  L"  f^"^A  ?°°d  woman'  g°  ^  the  pantry,  get 

your  belly  full  of  viduals,  then  I  11  give  you  a  receipt 

«  of  diet  clnr.k  f*r  your  hufLand  -  But,  d'ye  hear 

rf  goocU/,  you  mail  net  let  your   hufoand   move  too 

'  nnich. 


'  //•*«.  No,  no,  madam,  the  poor  man's  inclinable 
•'  enough,  to  he  ilili.  r.gxh 

'  L.  Bonn.  Well,  Daughter  Sullen,  tho'you  laugh,  I 
'  hwe  dnne  miracles  about  the  country  here  with  my 
'  receipts.  * 

«  Mrs.  5«7.  Miracles  indeed,  if  they  nave  cur'd  any 
'  body;  but  I  believe,  madam,  the  patient's  faith  P-ofa 
'  farther  towards  the.  miracle  than  your  prefcription 

«  L.  Emn.  Fancy  helps  in  fome.cafrs  ;  but  there's 
4  you;-  !iuih,-.d,  vho  has  as  little  fancy  as  any  body  I 
*•  brought  him  from  death's  door, 

OMrs.:.W.lfcppofe,  madam,  you  made  him  drink 
'  plentifully  of  afs's  milk.' 

:£«*irD6rinda,  runs  to  Mrs.  Sullen. 
Dor.  News,  dear  Mer,  news,  news  ! 

•Enter  Archer  running.  ,.   » 

Arch.  Where,  where  is  my  Lady  Bountiful?  _  , 
•Pray,  which  is  the  old  Lady'of  you  three  ? 
L.  Bonn.  I  am. 

Arch.  O  madam,  the  fame  of  your  Ladyfliips  cha- 
rity, goodnefs,  benevolence,  Ikil'l  and  ability,  have 

drawn 
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( drawn  me  hither  to  implore  your  Ladyfhip's  help  in 
behalf  of  my  unfortunate  mailer,  who  is  at  this  moment 
breathing  his  laft. 

L.  Bonn.  Your  mailer  !  where  is  he  ? 

Arch.  At  your  gate,  madam,  drawn  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  your  handfome  houfe  to  view  it  nearer,  and 
walking  up  the  avenue  within  five  paces  cf  the  court- 
yard, he  was  taken  ill  of  a  fudden  v/ith  a  fort  of  I 
know  not  what ;  but  down  he  fell,  and  there  he  lies. 

L.  Bonn.  Here,  Scrub,  Gipfey,  all  run,  get  my  eafy- 
chair  down  ftairs,  put  the  Gentleman  in  it,  and  bring 
him  in  quickly,  quickly. 

Arch.  Heaven  will  reward  your  Ladyfhip  for  this 
charitable  aft. 

L.  Bonn.  Is  your  matter  us'd  to  thefe  fits  ? 

Arch.  O  yes,  madam,  frequently — I  have  known 
him  have  five  or  fix  of  a  night. 

L.  Bonn.  What's  his  name, 

Arch.  Lord,  madam,  he's  a  dying ;  a  minute's  care 
or  negleft  may  fave  or  deftroy  his  life. 

L.  Boun.  Ah,  poor  gentleman !  come,  friend,  mew 
me  the  way  ;  I'll  fee  him  brought  in  myfelf. 

[Exit  with  Archer. 

Dor.  O,  fitter,  my  heart  flutters  about  ftrangely, 
I  can  hardly  forbear  running  to  his  afiiftance. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  I'll  lay  my  life  he  deferves  your  af- 
fiftance  more  than  he  wants  it:  did  not  I  tell  you  that 
my  Lord  wou'd  find  a  way  to  come  at  you  ?  Love's 
his  difiemper,  and  you  muft  .be  the  phyfician  ;  put  on 
all  ycu  charms,  fummonail  your  fre  into  your  eyes, 
plant  the  whole  artillery  of  your  looks  againft  his 
breaft,  and  down  with  him. 

Dor.  O,  fiiler,  I'm  but  a  young  gunner,  I  mall  be 
afraid  to  moot,  for  fear  the  piece  mould  recoil,  and 
tiurt  myfelf. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Never  fear,  you  mall  fee  me  flioot  before 
you,  if  you  will. 

Dor.  No,  no,  dear  fitter,  you  have  mifs'd  your 
mark  fo_ unfortunately,  that  I  {han't  car;  for  being  in- 
firu&ed  by  you. 

Enter 


THE   BEAUX   STRATAGEM.  4,* 

Enter  Aimwell  in  a  chair,  carry^dby  Archer  and  Scrub, 

Lady  Bountiful,  Gipfey.      Aimwell  counterfeiting  a. 

f'v.-oon. 

L.  Bcun.  Here,  here,  let's  fee  the  hartmorn  drops — 
Gipfey,  a  glafs  of  fair  water,  his  fit's  very  ftrong.— - 
Blefs  me,  how  his  hands  are  clinch'd  ! 

Arch.  For  fhame,  ladies,  what  d'ye  do  ?  why  don't 

you  help  us  ? Pray,  madam,  [To  Dorinda]  take 

his  hand,  and  open  it,  if  you  can,  whilft  I  hold  his 
head.  [Dorinda  takes  his  hand* 

Dor.  Poor  gentleman— Oh — he  has  got  my  hand 
within  his,  and  fqueezes  it  unmercifully 

L.  Boun.  'Tis  the  violence  of  his  convulfion,  child. 

Arch.  O,  madam,  he's  perfectly  pofTefs'd  in  thefe 
cafes — he'll  bite  you  if  you  don't  have  a  care. 

Dor.  Oh,  my  hand  !  my  hand  ! 

L.  Boun.  What's  the  matter  with  the  foolilh  girl? 
I  have  got  this  hand  open  you  fee  with  a  great  deal  of 
eafe. 

Arch.  Ay,  but,  madam,  your  daughter's  hand  is 
fomewhat  warmer  than  your  ladyihip's,  and  the  heat 
of  it  draws  the  force  of  the  fpirits  that  way. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  find,  friend,  you're  very  learned  in 
thefe  fort  of  fits. 

Arch.  'Tis  no  wonder,  madam,  for  I'm  often  trou- 
bled with  them  my  felf ;  I  find  myfelf  extreamly  ill 
at  this  minute.  [Leaking  hard  at  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [Ajute.~\  I  fancy  I  cou'd  find  a  way  to 
cure  you. 

L.  Bonn.  Plis  fit  holds  him  very  long. 

Arch.  Longer  than  ufual,  madam  •  •'  Pray,  young 
*  lady,  open  his  breaft  and  give  him  air.' 

L.  Bonn.  Where  did  his  illnefs  take  him  firft,  pray? 

Arch.  To  day  at  church,  madam. 

L.  Bonn.  In  what  manner  was  he  taken  ?  „ 

Arch.  Very  flrangely,  my  lady.  He  was  of  a  fuel- 
•den  touch'd  with  fomething  in  his  eyes,  which  at  the 
firil  he  only  felt,  but  cou'd  not  tell  whether  'twas  pain 
or  pleafure. 

L.  Boun.  Wind,  nothing  but  wind. 

C  'Ar.:h 
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'  Arch.  By  foft  degrees  it  grew  and  mounted  to  his 
brain,  there  his  fancy  caught  it  :  there  form'd  it  fo 
beautiful,  and  drefs'd  it  up  in  fuch  gay,  pleating 
colours,  that  his  tranfported  appetite  feiz'd  the  fair 
idea,  and  ftruight  convey'd  it  to  his  heart.  That 
hofpitable  feat  of  life  fent  all  its  {anguine  fpirits 
forth  to  meet  it,  and  open'd  all  it's  fluicy  gates  to 
take  the  ftranger  in.' 
*  L.  Eoun."1  Your  mailer  fiiou'd  never  go  without  a 

bottle    to     fmell     to Oh! he     recovers 

the  the  lavender-water fome  feathers  to  burn 

under  his   nofe — Hungary-water  to  rub  his  temples 

O,  he   comes  to  himfelf.     Hem  a  little,   fir, 

hem Gif/ej,  bring  the  cordial-water. 

[Airmvellyfowj  to  awake  in  amaze. 
Dor.   How  do  you,  fir  ? 

Aim.  Where  am  I  ?  [£{/%•- 

Sure  I  have  pafs'd  the  gulch  of  filent  death, 
And  now  am  landed  on  the  Elyfean  ihorc — 
Behold  the  goddefs  of  thofe  happy  plains, 
Fair  ProfeKpine — let  me  adore  thy  bright  divinity. 
\_Kneels  to  Dorinda,  and  kijjes  her  hand. 
Mrs.  Sul.  So,   fo,  ib,  I. knew  where  the  fit  wou'd 
epd. 

Aim.  Eurydice  perhaps • 

How  cou'd  thy  Orpheus  keep  his  word, 
And  not  look  back  upon  thee  ; 
No  treafure  but  thyfelf  cou'd  fure  have  brib'd  him 
To  look  one  minute  off  thee. 
L.  Boun.  Delirious,  poor  gentleman. 
Arch.  Very  delirious,  madam,  very  delirious. 
Aim.  Martin's  voice,   I  think. 
Arch.  Yes,  my  lord — How  does  your  lordfhip  ? 
L.  Eoun.  Lord!  did  you  mind  that,  girls? 
Aim.  Where  am  I  ? 

Arch;  In  very  good  hands,  fir — You  were  taken 
juil  now  with  one  of  your  old  fits,  under  the  trees, 
juft  by  this  good  lady's  houfe  ;  her  ladyfhip  had  you 
taken  in,  and  has  miraculoufly  brought  you  to  your- 

felf,  as  you  fee • 

Aim. 
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dim.  I  am  fo  confounded  with  fhame,  madam,  that 
I  can  now  only  beg  pardon And  refer  my  ac- 
knowledgments for  your  ladyfhip's  care  till  an  op- 
portunity ofters  of  making  fome  amends — I  dare  be 
no  longer  troublefome — Martin,  give  two  guineas  to 
the  fervants.  \Gcixg. 

Dor.  Sir,  you  may  catch  cold  by  going  fo  foon  into 
the  air  ;  you  don't  look,  fir,  as  if  you  were  perfectly 
recover'd. 

[Here  Archer  talks  to  Lady  Bountiful  in  dumb  Jheiv. 

Aim.  That  I  fliall  never  be,  madam;  my  prefent 
illnefs  is  fo  rooted,  that  I  muft  expeft  to  carry  it  to 
my  grave. 

'  Mrs.  Sul.  Don't  defpair,  fir  ;  I  have  known  fe- 
'  veral  in  your  diitemper  ihake  it  off,  with  a  fortnight's 
«  phyfick."' 

L.  Boua.  Come,  fir,  your  fervant  has  been  telling 
me  that  you're  apt  to  relapfe,  if  you  go  into  the  air — 
Your  good  manners  (han't  get  the  better  of  ours—- 
You mail  fit  down  again,  fir  : Come,  fir,  we  don't 

mind  ceremonies  in  the  country — "  Here  Gipfey 
"  bring  the  cordial  water." — Here,  fir,  my  fervice  t'ye 
You  (hall  tafte  my  water;  'tis  a  cordial  I  can 
afTure  you,  and  of  my  own  making — Drink  it  off, 
fir :  [Aimwell  drinks.]  And  how  d'ye  find  yourfelf 
now,  fir : 

Aim.  Somewhat  better tho'  very  faint  ftill. 

L.  Bonn.  Ay,  ay,  people  are  always  faint  after 
thefe  fits.  Come,  girls,  you  lhall  fhew  the  gentle- 
man the  houfc  ;  'tis  but  an  old  family-building,  fir; 
but  you  had  better  walk  about,  and  cool  by  degrees, 

than  venture  immediately  into  the  air You'll 

find  fome  tolerable  piftures — Dorinda,  mew  the  gen- 
tleman the  way.    I  muft  go  to  the  poor  woman  below. 

[Exit. 

Dor.  This  way,  fir. 

Aim.  Ladies,  fhall  I  beg  leave  for  my  fervant  to 
wait  en  you,  for  he  underftands  pictures  very  well. 

Mre.  Sul.  Sir,  we  underfland  originals,  as  well  as 
he  does  piftures,  fo  he  may  come  along. 

[£#.  Dor.  Mrs.  Sail.  Aim.  Arch.  Aim.  leads  Dor. 
C  2  inttr 
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Enter  Foigard  and  Scrub,  meeting. 
Foig.   Save  you,  m after  Scrub. 

Scrub.   Sir,  I  won't  be  fav'd  your  way 1  hate  a 

prieft,  I  abhor  the  French,  and  I  defy  the  devil — Sir, 
I'm  a  bold  Briton,  and  will  fpill  the  laft  drop  of  my 
blood  to  keep  out  popery  and  flavery. 

Foig.  Mafter  Scrub,  you  wou'd  put  me  down  in 
politicks,  and  fo  I  wou'd  be  fpeaking  with  Mrs. 
Gipfey. 

Scrub.  Good  Mr.  Prieft,  you  can't  fpeak  with  her  ; 
flic's  .fick,  fir;  fhe's  gone  abroad,  fir;  ihe's* — dead 
two  months  ago,  fir. 

Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  How    now,    impudence  !  How  dare  you  talk 
fo  faucily  to  the  dodlor  ?  Pray,  fir,    don't  take  it  ill  ;  . 
for  the  common   people  of  England  are    not  fo  civil  . 

to  ftrangers,  as 

Scrub.  You  lie,  you  lie ; — 'tis  the  common  people, 
fuch  as  you  are,  that  are  civilleft  to  ftrangers. 

Gip.  Sirrah,  I  have  a  good  mind  to — Get  you  out, 
J  fay! 

Scrub.  I  won't  ! 

Gip.  You  won't,  fauce-box — Pray,  dcftor,  what 
is  the  captain's  name  that  came  to  your  inn  laft 
night  ? 

Scrub.  The  captain  !  ah,  the  devil,  there  (lie  ham- 
pers me  again  ; — the  captain  has  me  on  one  fide,  and 
the  prieft  on  t'other: — So  between  the  gown  and 

fword,  I  have  a  fine  time  on't But,  ceaayt  arma 

togte.  \Going. 

Gip.  What,  firrah,  won't  you  march  ? 
Scrub.  No,  my  dear,  I  won't  march — but  I'll  walk: 
—And  I'll  make  bold  to  liften  a  little  too. 

[Gees  behind  the  fide-jceve,  and  lift  em. 
Gip.  Indeed,  doftor,  the  count  has  been  barbaroufly 
treated,  that's  the  truth  on't. 

Foig.  Ah,  Mrs.  Gipfey,  upon  my  fhoul,  now  Gra, 
his  complainings  would  mollify  the  marrow  in  your 
bones,  and  move  the  bowels  of  your  commiferation  ; 
h  cveeps,  and  he  dances,  and  he  fifties,  and  he  fwears, 

and 
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and  he  laughs,  and  he  ftamps,  and  he  fings  :  in  con- 
clufionjoy,  he's  afflicted,  a  la  Francois,  and  a  flrar.ger 
wou'd  not  know  whider  to  cry,  or  to  laugh  with  him. 

Gip.  What  wou'd  you  hav«  me  do,  doctor? 

Foig.  Nothing,  joy,  but  only  hide  the  count  ii* 
Mrs.  Sullen's  clofet,  when  it  is  dark. 

Gip.  Nothing  !  Is  that  nothing?  it  wou'd  be  both 
a  fin  and  a  fhame,  doctor. 

Frig.  Here  is  twenty  louisdcres,  joy,  for  your 
ihame  ;  and  I  will  give  you  an  abfoUition  for  the  fliin. 

Gip.  But  won't  that  money  lock  like  a  bribe  ? 

Foig.  Dat  is  according  as  you  fhall  tank  it— If  you 
receive  the  money  before  hand,  'twill  be  logicl,  :\ 
bribe ;  but  if  you  flay  till  afterwards,  'twill  be  only 
a  gratification. 

Gip.  Well,  doctor,  I'll  take  it  logite But  what 

muft  I  do  with  my  confcience,  fir  ? 

Foig.  Leave  dat  wid  me,  joy  ;  I  am  your  prieil, 
Gra  ;  and  your  confcience  is  under  my  hands. 

Gip.  But  fhou'd  I  put  the  count  into  the  clofet 

Foig.  Veil,  is  dere  any  fhin  for  a  man's  being  in  a 
dolhet?  one  may  go  to  prayers  in  a  clofliet. 

Gip.  But  if  the  lady  ihou'd  come  into  her  chamber 
and  go  to  bed  ? 

Foig.  Vel,  and  is  dere  any  fhin  in  going  to  bed, 
joy  ? 

Gip.  Ay,  but  if  the  parties  fliou'd  meet,  doctor  ? 

Foig.  Vel  den the  parties  muft  be  refpon- 

fible. — Do  you  be  gone  after  putting  the  count  in  the 
clofhet ;  and  leave  the  fhins  wid  themfelves — I  will 
come  with  the  count  to  inflruct  you  in  your  chamber. 

Gip.  Well,  doctor,  your  religion  is  fo  pure,  '  mer 
'  thinks  I'm  fo  eafy  after  an  abfolution,  and  can  fin 
'  afrefh  with  fo  much  fecurity,'  that  I'm  refolved  to 
die  a  martyr  to't Here's  the  key  of  the  garden- 
door  ;  come  in  the  back-way,  when  'tis  late — 111  be 
ready  to  receive  you ;  but  don't  fo  much  as  whifper, 
only  take  hold  of  my  hand  ;  I'll  lead  you,,  and  do  you 
lead  the  count,  and  follow  me.  [Exeuxt. 

C  3.  Enter 
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Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  What  witchcraft  now  have  thefe  two  imps  of* 
the  devil  been  a  hatching  here  ? — There's  twenty 
louhdores ;  I  heard  that,  and  faw  the  purfe  :  but  I 
muft  give  room  to  my  betters.  [Exit. 

Enter  Aimwe'l  leading  Dorinda,  and  making  love  hi 
dumb  Jkei'i.  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Archer. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  fir,  [to  Archer]  how  d'ye  like  that 
piece  ? 

Arch.  O,  'tis  Leda — You  find,  madam,  how  Ju- 
piter came  difsjuis'd  to  make  love — 

'  Mrs.  Sul.  But  what  think  you  there  of  Alexander's 

*  battles  ? 

*  Arch.  We  want  only  a  Le  Brun,  madam,  to  draw 

*  greater  battles,  and  a  greater  general  of  our  own— 
'  The  Danube,  madam,  wou'd  make  a  greater  figure 
'  in  a  pidure   than    the   Granicus;  and  we  have  our 
'  Ramelies  to  match  their  Arbela.' 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  fir,  what  head  is  that  in  the  cor- 
ner there  ? 

Arch.  O,  madam,  'tis  poor  O'vid  in  his  exile. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  was  he  banifh'd  for  ? 

Arch.  His  ambitious  love,  madam,  [JhrewVig-.]  His 
misfortune  touches  me. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Was  he  fuccefsful  in  his  amours  ? 

Arch.  There  he  has  left  us  in  the  dark — He  was 
too  much  a  gentleman  to  tell, 

Mrs.  Sul.   If  he  were  fecret,  I  pity  him. 

Arch.  And  if  he  were  fuccefsful,  I  envy  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  d'ye  like  that  Venus  over  the  chim- 
ney ? 

Arch.  Fenus  !  Iproteft,  madam,  I  took  it  for  your 
picture;  but  now  I  lock  again,  'tis  not  handfome 
enough. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Oh,  what  a  charm  is  flattery  !  if  you 
vvou'd  fee  my  pifture,  there  it  is,  over  that  cabinet- — 
How  d'ye  like  it  ? 

Arch.  I  muft  admire  any  thing,  madam,  that  has 
the  leaft  refemblance  of  you But  methinks,  ma- 
dam,— \th  looks  at  the  pidure  and  Mrs,  Sullen  three  or 

four 
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Jour  times,  by  turns, ,]  Pray,  Madam,  who  drew  it  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  famous  hand,  fir. 

[Here  Aimwell  and  Dorinda  go  off". 

Arch.  A  famous  hand,  madam  : — Your  eyes,  indeed, 
fir?  featur'd  there  ;  but  where's  the  fparkling  moifhire, 
fhiuing  fluid,  in  which  they  fwim  ?  the  picture, 
indeed,  has  your  dimples  ;  but  where's  the  fvvarm  of 
killing  Cupids  that  {hou'd  ambufh  there  ?  The  lips  too 
are  figur'd  out:  but  where's  the  carnation  dew,  the 
pouting  ripenefs  that  tempts  the  tafte  in  the  original  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Had  it  been  my  lot  to  have  match'd  with 
fuch  a  man  !  \_AJlde. 

Arch.  Your  breafts  too ;  prefumptuous  man  !  what ! 
paint  heaven  !  A-propos  madam,  in  the  very  next  pic- 
ture is  Salmoneus,  that  was  flruck  dead  with  lightning, 
for  offering  to  imitate  Jove's  thunder ;  I  hope  you 
ferv'd  the  painter  fo,  madam. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Had  my  eyes  the  power  of  thunder,  they 
fliou'd  employ  their  lightning  better. 

Arch.  There's  the  fineft  bed  in  that  room,  madam  j 
I  fuppofe  'tis  your  lady  (hip's  bed-chamber  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  whac  then,  fir? 

Arch.  I  think  the  quilt  is  the  richeftthat  ever  I  faw 
«— — I  can't  at  this  diftance,  madam,  diftinguifh  the 
figures  of  the  embroidery:  will  you  give  me  leave, 
madam  ? 

Mrs  Sul.  The  devil  t.ike  his  impudence— .Sure,  if  I 
gave  him  an  opportunity,  he  durft  not  offer  it — I  have 
a  great  mind  to  try.- — [Going.  Retutns.~\  'Sdeath,  what 
am  J  doing.? — And  alone  too  ! Siller,  fifter.  [Exit, 

Arch.  I'll  follow  her  clofe 
For  where  a  French-man  durft  attempt  to  ftorm, 
A  Briton,  fure,  may  well  the  work  perform.        [Going. 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Martin,  Brother  Martin. 
Arch.  O  brother    Scrub,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  was 
not  a  going :  here's  a  guinea  my  mailer  order'd  you. 

Scrub.  A  guinea  ;  hi,  hi,  hi,  a  guinea  !  eh"; — <• — by 
this  light  it  is  a  guinea  ;  but  I  fuppofe  you  expect  Give 
and  twentv  fhillings  in  change.  ' 

C  4  Arch.* 


56  THE   BEAUX   STRATAGEM, 

Arch.  Not  at  all  ;  I  have  another  for  Gipfey. 
Scrub.  A  guinea  for  her!  Fire  and  faggot  for  the 
witch.  —  -Sir,  give  me  that  guinea,  and  I'll  difcover 
a  plot. 

Arch.  A  plot  ? 

Scrub.  Ay,  fir,  a  plot,  a  horrid  plot—  Firft,  it  mull 
be  a  plot  becaufe  there's  a  woman  in't  :  fecondly,  it 
Wiiift  be  a  plot,  becaufe  there's  a  prieft  in't  :  thirdly, 
it  muft  be  a  plot,  becaufe  there's  French  gold  in't  : 
and  fourthly,  it  muft  be  a  plot,  becaufe  I  don't  know 
what  to  make  on't. 

Arch.  Nor  any  bodyelfe,  I'm  afraid,  brother  Scrub. 
Scrub.  Truly  I'm  afraid  fo  too  ;  for  where's  there's  a 
prieft  and  a  woman,  there's  always  a  myftery  and  a 
riddle-—  This,   I  know,  that  here   has  been  the  doftor 
with  a  temptation  in  one  hand,  and  an  abfolution  in  the 
other,  and  Gipfey  has  fold  herfelf  to  the  devil  ;  I  faw  the 
pnce  paid  down,  my  eyes  mail  take  their  oath  on't. 
Arch.  And  is  all  this  buftle  about  Gipfey? 
Scrub.  That's  not  all  ;  I  cou'dhear  but  a  word  here 
and  there;  but  I  remember  they  mention'd  a  count,  a 
clofet,  a  back-door,  and  a  key. 

Arch.  The  count!  did  you  hear  nothing  of  Mrs.  Sullen? 
Scrub.  I  did  hear  fome  word  that  founded  that  way  :. 
but  whether  k  was  Sullen  or  Dorinda,  I  cou'd  not  dif- 
tinguifh. 

Arch.  You  have  told  this  matter  to  no  body,  brother  ? 
Scrub.  Told  !  no,  fir,  I  thank  you  for  that  ;  I'm  rel 
folv  d  never  to  fpeak  one  word,  pro  nor  con.    till  we 
have  a  peace. 

Arch.  You're  i'th'  right,  brother  Scrub  ;  here's  a 
treaty  a-foot  between  the  count  and  the  lady,—  The 
prieft  and  the  chamber-maid  are  plenipotentiaries  — 
It  fhall  go  hard,  but  I'll  find  a  way  to  be  included  in 
the  tre*y.  Where's  the  doftor,  now  ? 

Scrub.  He  and  Gipfey  are  this  moment  devouring 
my  lady  s  marmalade  in  the  clofet. 


. 

Aim.  [From  without]  Martin,  Martin  \ 
Arch.  I  come,  fir,  I  come. 


Arch. 
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give  it  with  all  my  heart.  [Exit  Archer. 

Scrub.  And  I  take  it  with  all  my  foul.  I'cod,  I'll 
fpoil  your  plotting,  Mrs.  Gipfey  ;  and  ifyoufhou'd 
fet  the  captain  upon  me,  thefe  two  guineas  will  buy 
me  off. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  attd  Dorinda,  meeting* 

Mrs.  Sul.   Well,  fitter. 

Dor.  And  well,  filter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What's  become  of  my  lord  ? 

Dor.  What's  become  of  his  fervant  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Servant  !  he's  a  prettier  fellow  andafiaer 
gentleman  by  fifty  degrees  than  his  mafter. 

Dor.  O'  my  confcience,  I  fancy  you  cou'd  beg  that 
fellow  at  the  gallows  foot, 

Mrs.  Sul.  O'  my  confcience  I  could,  provided,  I 
cou'd  put  a  friend  of  yours  in  his  room. 

Dor.  You  defir'd  me,  fifter,  to  leave  you,  when  you. 
tranfgrefs'd  the  bounds  of  honour, 

Mrs.  Sul.  Thou  dear  cenforious  country  girl  -  - 
What  doll  mean  ?  Yon  can't  think  of  the  man  without 
the  bedfellow,  I  find. 

Dor.  I  don't  find  any  thing  unatural  in  that  thought  ; 
while  the  mind  is  converfant  with  flelh  and  blood,  it 
muft  conform  to  the  humours  of  the  company. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  a  little  love  and  converiation  im-- 
prove  a  woman?  Why,  child,  you.  begin  to  live—— 
you  never  fpoke  before. 

Dor.  Becaufe  I  was  never  fpoke  to  before  :  my  lorii 
has  told  me,  that  I  have  more  wit  and  beanty  than  any 
of  my  fex  ;  and  truly  I  begin  to  think  the  man  is  fincere. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You're  in  the  right,  Dorinda  ;  pride  is  the 
life  of  a  woman,  and  flatterv  is  our  daily  bread,  '  and 
'  fhe's  a  fool  that  won't  believe  a  man  there,  as  much  as 
'•fhe  believes  him  in  anything  elfe'  —  But  I'll  lay  you 
a  guinea  that  1  had  finer  thingsfaidtome  than  you  had.  ' 

Dor.  Done  -  What  did  your  fellow  fay  to  ye  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  fellow  took  the  picture  wVenut  for 
mine. 

Dor.  But  my  lover  took  me  for  /7i?/7#.rherfdf.  : 

Mrs.  Sul.  Common   cant  !  had  mv  fp  irk  call'd  me 

a  Venus-  diredlly,  I  ihou'd  have  believ'd-him  a  footman 

good  earneft.  -  C  5.  Dor* 
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Dor.  But  my  lover  was  upon  his  knees  to  me. 

Mrs.  SuL  And  mine  was  upon  his  tiptoes  to  me. 

Dor.  Aline  vow'd  to  die  for  me. 

Mrs.  SuL  Mine  fwore  to  die  with  me. 

Dor.  Mine  kifs'd  my  hand  ten  thoufand  times. 

Mrs.  SuL  Mine  has  all  that  pleafure  to  come. 

Dor.  Mine  fpoke  the  fofteft  moving  things. 

Mrs  Sul.  Ay,  ay,  mine  had  his  moving  things  too, 

Dor.  Mine  offer'd  marriage. 

Mrs  SuL  O  lard !  d'ye  call  that  a  moving  thing  ? 

Dor.  The  fharpeft  arrow  in  his  quiver,  my  dear  filter  ; 
— Why,  my  twenty  thoufand  pounds  may  lie  brooding 
here  this  feven  years,  and  hatch  nothing  at  laft  but  forne 
ill-natur'd  clown  like  yours: — Whereas,  if  I  marry 
my  Lord  AiamutU,  there  will  be  title,  place  and  prece- 
dence, the  park,  the  play,and  the  drawing-room,  fplen- 
dor,  equipage,  noife  and  flambeaux. — Hey,  my  Lady 
jHmijaell's  fervants  there — Lights,  lights  to  the  ftaiis 
• — My  Lady  Aim*vceir$  coach,  put  forward — Stand 

by  ;  make  room  for  her  ladymip Are  not  theie 

'things  moving?  What!  melancholy  of  a  fudden  ? 

Mrs  SuL  Happy,  happy  filter!  your  angel  has  been 
watchful  for  your  happinefs,  whilft  mine  has  flept  re- 
gardlefs  of  his  charge — Long  fmiling  years  of  circling 
joys  for  you,  hut  not  one  hour  for  me  !  \bVeeps. 

Dor.  Come,  my  dear,  we'll  talk  of  fomethirg  elfc. 

Mrs.  SuL  O  Dcrinda,  I  own  myfelf  a  woman,  full  of 
my  fex,  a  gentle,  generous  foul, — '  eafy  and  yielding 

*  to  fcft  defires,  a  fpacious  heart,  where  love  and  all 

*  his  train  might  lodge  :'  and  muft  the  fair  apartment 
of  my-breaft  be  made  a  ftable  for  a  brute  to  lie  in  ? 

Dor.  Meaning  your  huflband,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hulband  !  No, — Even  hufband  is  tco  foft 
.1  name  for  him. — But  come,  I  expect  my  brother  here 
to-night  or  to-morrow  ;  he  was  abroad  when  my  father 
marry 'd  me ;  perhaps  he'll  find  a  way  to  make  rne  eafy. 

Dor.  AVill  you  promife  not  to  make  yourfelf  eaiy  in 
the  mean  time  with  my  lord's  friend  ? 

Mrs  SuL  You  miltake  me,  fitter — It  happens  with 
us  as  among  the  men,  the  greateft  talkers  are  the  greateil 
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cowards:  and  there's  a  reafon  for  it;  thofe  fpirit3 
evaporate  in  prattle,  which  might  do  more  mifchiefif 

they  took  another  courfe Tho',  to  confefs  the 

truth,  I  do  love  that  fellow; and  if  I  met  him 

dreft  as  he  mould  be,  andl  undrefl  as  I  fhou'd  be— — 

Look'e,  filler,  I  have  no  fupernatural  gifts; 1 

can't  fwear  I  cou'd  refift  the    tern ptatior,— —  though 

I  can  fafely   promife  to  avoid  it;  and  that's  as  much 

as  the  beft  of  us  can  do.  [Exeunt. 

Er.ter  Aimwell  and  Archer  laughing. 

Arch.  And  the  awkward  kindnefs  of  the  good  mo- 
therly old  gentlewoman. 

Aim.  And  the  coming  eafinefs  of  the  young  one  — 
'Sdeath,  'tis  pity  to  deceive  her. 

Arc-b.  Nay,  if  you  adhere  to  thofe  principles,  flop 
where  you  are. 

Aim.  I  can't  ftop  ;  for  I  love  her  to  diftraftion. 

*  Arch.  'Sdeath,  if  you  love  her  a  hair's  breadth  be- 
yond difcretion,  you  muft  go  no  farther. 

Ai:n.  Well,  well,  any  thing  to  deliver  us  from  faun- 
tering  away  our  idle  evenings  at  Wkitis,  Tern's,  or 
J£7//'s,  '  and  be  ftinted  to  bare  looking  at  our  old  ac- 
'  qnaintance,  the  cards,  becaufc  our  impotent  pockets 
'  can't  afford  us  a  guinea  for  the  mercenary  drabs. 

'  Arch.  Or  be  obliged  to  fome  purfe-proud  coxbomb 
'  fora  fcandalcus  bottle,  where  we  muft  not  pretend  to 
'  our  {hare  of  the  difcourfe,  becaufe  we  can't  pay  our 

*  club  o'th' reckoning  : Damn   it,   I  had    rather 

'  fpunge  up  :n  Jl/orm,  and  fup  upon  a  dim  of  bohea 

*  fcor'd  behind  ih;  door. 

'  Aim.  And  ttareex;>ofe  our  want  of  fenfe by  talking 
'  criticifms,  as  we  ihould  our  want  of  money  by  railing 

*  at  the  government. 

'  Arch.  Or  beobHg'dto  fneakinto  the  fide-box,  and 

*  between  both  houfes  fteal  two  afts  of  a  play;  and  be- 
'  caufe  we  han't  money  to  i«e  the  other  three,  we.come 
'  away  difcontented,  and  damn  the  whole  five. 

*  Aim.  And  ten  thoufand  fuch  rafcally  tricks- — Had 

*  we  out-liv'd  our  fortunes  among  our  acquaintance.'-— 
But  now- 

Arch. 
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Arch.  Ay,  now  is  the  time  to  prevent  all  this — Strike 

while  the  iron  is  hot The  prieftis  the  luckiefl  part 

of  our  adventure ;  he  fhall  marry  yon,  andpimp  for  me. 

'  Aim.  But  I  fhould  not  like  a  woman  that  can  be  fo 
'  fond  of  a  Frenchman. 

'  Arch.  Alas,  fir,  neceffity  has  no  law;  the  lady  may 
'  be  in  diftrefs ;  perhaps  me  has  a  confounded  hufband, 
*  and  her  revenge  may  carry  her  farther  than  her  love 
'  — Egad,  I  have  fo  good  an  opinion  of  her,  and  of  my- 
'  felf,  that  I  begin  to  fancy  ftrange  things  !  and  we  muft 
'  fay  this  for  the  honour  of  our  women,  and  indeed  of 
'  ourfelves,  that  they  do  ftick  to  their  men,  as  they  do 
'  to  their  Magna  Charta,' — If  the  plot  lies  as  I  fufpecl 

— I  muftput  on  the  gentleman But  here  comes  the 

doftor :  I  mall  be  ready.  [Exit. 

Enter  Foigard. 

Foig.  Saave  you,  noble  friend, 

Aim.  O  fir,  your  fervant :  Pray,  doclor,  may  I 
crave  your  name  ? 

Folg.  Fat  naam  is  upon  me  ?  My  naam  \sFoigard,  joy. 

Aim.  Foigard!  a  very  good  name  for  a  clergyman  : 
Pray,  do&or  Foigard,  were  you  ever  in  Ireland? 

Foig.  Ireland!  No,  joy  ; — Fat  fort  of  plaace  it  dat 
fazm.  Ireland?  Dey  fay  de people  arecatch'd  dere  when, 
dey  are  young. 

Aim.  And  fome  of  'em  here  when  they  are  old  ;— - 
as  for  example — [Takes  Foignard  by  tie  Shoulder]  Sir. 
I  arreft  you  as  a  traytor  againft  the  government  ; 
your'e  a  fbbjeft  of  England,  and  this  morning  (hew'd 
me  a  commiffion  by  which  you  ferv'd  as  chaplain  in. 
the  French  army  :  This  is  death  by  our  law,  and 
your  reverence  muft  hang  for't, . 

Foig.  Upon  my  moul,  noble  friend,  dis  is  ftrange 
news  you  tell  me,  Fader  Foigard  a.  fubje£l  of  England! 
de  fon  of  a  Burgomajier  of  llrujfils,  a  fubjeft  of  Eng- 
land !  Ubooboo 

Aim.  The  fon  of  a  Bog-trotter  va  Ireland  \  fir,  your 
tongue  will  condemn  you  before  any  bench  in  the 
kingdom. 

Fcig.  'And  is  my  tongue  all  your  evidenih,  joy  ? 

Aiai* 


THE   BEAUX    STRATAGEM.          6t 

Aim.  That's  enough. 

Foig.  No,  no,  joy,  for  I  will  never  fpaakd  Englijh 
no  more. 

Aim.  Sir,  I  have  other  evidence— Here  Martin, 
you  know  this  fellow. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  [In  a  Prague]  Saave  you  my  dear  cuflcn,  how 
does  your  health  ? 

Foig.  Ah  !  upon  my  Ihoul  dere  is  my  countryman, 
and  his  brogue  will  hang  mine.  \_Afide.~\  Mynhtre,  ick 
tvet  ntat  ivatt  bey  zacht,  ick  uni-verfton  e*we  neat,  facra- 
ment. 

Aim.  Altering  your  language  won't  do,  fir,  this 
fellow  knows  your  perfon,  and  will  fwear  to  your 
face. 

Foig.  Faafh  !  fey,,  his  dere  brogue  upon  my  faaflv 
too  ! 

Arch.  Upon  my  foulvation  dere  ilh  joy But, 

Cuffen  Mackjbaney  vil  you  not  put  a  remembrance  up- 
on me. 

Foig.  Mackjkane  !  by  St.  Patrick,  [dat  is  my  naam 
mure  enough.  [Afede,. 

Aim.  I  fancy  Archer,  you  have  it. 

Foig.  The  devil  hang  you,  joy. By  fat  acquain- 
tance are  you  my  cuflen  ? 

Arch.  O,  de  devil  hang  your  fhelf,  joy  ;  you  know 
we  were  little  boys  togeder  upon  de  fchool,  and  your 
fofter-moder's  fon  was  marry'd  upon  my  nurfe'4 
chifter,  joy,  and  fo  we  are  Irijh  cuflens. 

Foig.  De  devil  taake  de  relation  !  Vel,  joy,  and  fat 
fchool  was  it  ? 

Arch.  I  think  it  vas — aay. — 'Twas  T'ifferaty. 

Foig.  Now,  upon   my  fhoul,  joy,  it  was  Kilkenny. 

Aim.  That's  enough   for  us — felf-confeffion • 

come,  fir,  we  mult  deliver  you  into  the  hands  of  the 
next  magiftrate. 

Arch.  He  fends  you  to  goal,  you're  try'd  next 
affizes,  and  away  you  go  fvving  into  purgatory. 

Ftig.  And  is  it  mo  wid  you,  cuiTen  ? 

Arch.  It  wil   be  mo  wid  you,  cuiTen,  if  you  don't 

imme- 
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immediately  confefs  the  fecret  between  you  and  Mrs. 
Gipfey  —  Look'e,  fir,  the  gallows  or  the  fecret,  take 
your  choice. 

Foig.  The  gallows  !  upon  my  fhoul  I  hate  that 
fhame  gallows,  for  it  is  a  difeafh  dat  is  fatal  to  our 
family. — Vel,  den,  there  is  nothing,  fhentlemens, 
but  Mrs.  Sullen  wou'd  fpaak  wid  the  Count  in  her 
chamber  at  midnight,  and  dere  is  no  harm,  joy,  for 
I  am  to  conduct  the  Count  to  the  plaafh  my  felf. 

Arch.  As  I  guefs'd. — Have  you  communicated  the 
matter  to  the  Coui.t  ? 

Foig.  I  have  not  Iheen  him  fince. 

Arch.  Right  again  ;  why  then,  dod"lor; — you  fliall 
conduct  me  to  the  lady  inflead  of  the  Count. 

Fcig.  Fat  my  cuflen  to  the  lady !  upon  my  fhoul, 
gra,  dat's  too  much  upon  the  brogue. 

Arch.  Come,  come,  do&or  ;  confider  we  have  got 
a  rope  about  your  neck,  and  if  you  offer  to  fqueak, 
we'll  flop  your  wind-pipe,  moll  certainly  ;  we  (hall 
have  another  job  for  you  in  a  day  or  two,  I  hope. 

Aim.  Here's  company  coming  this  way,  let's  into 
my  chamber,  and  there  concert  our  affairs  further. 

Arch.  Come,  my  dear  cuiTen,  come  along. 

Foig.  Arra  the  devil  taake  our  relafhion.    [Exeunt. 
Enter  Boniface,  Hounflow,  and  Bagfhot  at  one  door, 
Gibbet  at  the  oppojite. 

Gil.  Well,  gentlemen,  'tis  a  fine  night  for  our  en- 
terprize. 

Hounf.  Dark  as  hell. 

Bag.  And  blows  like  the  devil  ;  our  landlord  here 
has  ihewn  us  the  window  where  we  muft  break  in,  and 
teils  us  the  plate  Hands  in  the  wainfcoat  cupboard  in 
the  parlour. 

Bon.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Bag/hot,  as  the  faying  is,  knives 
and  forks,  cups,  and  cans,  tumblers  and  tankards. — 
There's  one  tankard,  as  the  faying  is,  that's  near 
upon  as  big  as  me  ;  it  was  a  prefent  to  the  'fquire 
from  his  god-mother,  and  fmells  of  nutmeg  and  toaft, 
Hke  an  Eaft-India  fhip. 

Hounf.  Then  you  fay  we  mufl  divide  at  the  ftair- 
head, 

Boa, 
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Bon.  Yes,  Mr.  Hounjlow,  as  the  faying  is at 

one  end  of  the  gallery  lies  my  Lady  Bountiful  and  her 
daughter,  and  at  the  other,  Mrs.  Sullen — as  for  the 
'fquire-  •  • 

Gib.  He's  fafe  enough,  I  have  fairly  enter'd  him, 

and  he's  more  than  half  feas  over  already But  fuch 

a  parcel  of  fcoundrels  are  got  about  him  there,  that 
egad  I  was  afham'd  to  be  feen  in  their  company. 

Bon.  'Tis  now  twelve,  as  the  faying  is — gentle- 
men, you  mvift  fet  out  at  one. 

Gib.  Hounjli-iv,  do  you  and  Bag/hot  fee  our  arms 
fix'd,  and  I'll  come  to  you  prefentiy. 

Hcunf.  and  Bag.  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Gib.  Well,  my  dear  Bonny,  you  allure  me  that 
Scrub  is  a  coward. 

Bon.  A  chicken,  as  the  faying  is — you'll  have  no 
creature  to  deal  with  but  the  ladies. 

Gib.  And  I  can  afiure  you,  friend,  there's  a  great 
deal  of  addrefs  and  good  manners  in  robbing  a  lady  ; 
I  am  the  moft  a  gentleman  that  way  that  ever  travelled 
the  road— but,  my  dear  Bonny,  this  prize  will  be  a 
galleon,  a  Vigo  bufinefs — —I  warrant  you  we  mall 
biing  off  three  or  four  thoufand  pound. 

Bon.  In  plate,  jewels,  and  money,  as  the  faying  is, 
you  may. 

Gib.  Why  then,  Tyburn,  I  defy  thee  :  I'll  get  up 
to  town,  fell  off  .my  horfe  and  arms,  buy  my  felf  fbme 
pretty  employment  in  the  law,  and  be  as  fnug  and  as 
honelt  as  e]re  a  long  gown  of 'em  all. 

Bon.  And  what  think  you  then  of  my  daughter 
Cherry  for  a  wife  ? 

Gib.  Look'e,  my  dear  Bonny  —  Cherry  //  the  Goddefs 

I  adore,  as   the  fong  goes ;   but  it  is  a  maxim,  that 

man  and  wife  mould  never  have  it  in  their  power  to 

hang  one  another  ;  for  if  they  (hou'd,  the  Lord  have 

,  mercy  upon  'em  both.  [Exeunt. 


ACT. 
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ACT        V. 

SCENE    continues.      Knocking  without. 
Enter  Boniface. 

Son.  /^Oming,  coming^ — a  coach  and  fix  foaming- 
V^yt  hcrfes  at  this   time  o'night  !    fome    great 
man,  as  the  faying  is,  for  he  fcorns  to  travel  with. 
ether  people. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Freeman. 

Sir  Cb.  What,  fellow  !  a  public  houfe,  and  a-bed 
when  other  people  fleep  ? 

Bon.  Sir,  I  an't  a-bed,  as  the  faying  is. 

Sir  Cb.  I  fee  that,  as  the  faying  is  !  is  Mr.  Suited 's 
family  a-bed,  think  ye? 

Bon.  All  but  the  'fquire  himfelf,  fir,  as  the  faying 
is,  he's  in  the  houfe. 

Sir  Cb.  What  company  has  he  ? 

Bon.  Why,  fir,  there's  the  conftable,  Mr.  Gage  the 
excifeman,  the  hunch-back'd  barber,  and  two  or  three 
other  gentlemen. 

Sir  Ch.  I  find  my  filter's  letters  gave  me  the  true 
picture  of  her  fpoufe. 

Enter  Sullen  drunk. 

Eon.   Sir,  here's  the  'fquire. 

Sul.  The  puppies  left  me  afleep— —  fir*. 

SirC/6.  Well,  fir. 

Sul.  Sir,  I  am  an  unfortunate  man — I  have  three 
thoufand  pounds  a  year,  and  I  can't  get  a  man  to 
drink  a  cup  of  ale  with  me. 

Sir  Ch.  That's  very  hard. 

Sul.  Ay,  fir, — and  unlefs  you  have  pity  upon  me, 
and  fmpke  one  pipe  with  me,  I  muft  e'en  go  home  to 
my  wife,  and  I  had  rather  go  the  devil  by  half. 

Sir  Cb.  But  I  prefume,    fir,  you    won't  fee  your 

wife  to-night,  fhe'll  be  gone  to-bed you  don't  ufe 

to  lie  with  your  wife  in  that  pickle  ? 

2  Sul.. 


THE   BEAUX    STRATAGEM.          6$ 

Sul.  What  !  not  lie  with  my  wife  !  Why,  fir,  do 
you  take  me  for  an  atheift,  or  a  rake  ? 

Sir  Ch.  If  you  hate  her,  fir,  I  think  you  had  better 
lie  from  her. 

5*7.  I  think  fo  too,  friend but  I  am  a  juftice  of 

peace,  and  muft  do  nothing  againft  the  law. 

Sir  Ch.  Law !  as  I  take  it,  Mr.  Juftice,  no  body 
obferves  law  for  law's  fake,  only  for  the  good  of  thole 
for  whom  it  was  made. 

Sul.  But  if  the  law  orders  me  to  fend  you  to  goal, 
you  muft  lie  there  my  friend. 

Sir  Ch.  Not  unlefs  f  commit  a  crime  to  deferve  it. 

Sul.   A  crime  !  oons,  an't  I  marry'd  ? 

Sir  Ch.  Nay,  fir,  if  you  call  marriage  a  crime,  you 
mult  difown  it  for  a  law. 

.    Sul.  Eh! 1  muft  be  acquainted  with  you,  fir, 

—but,  fir,  I  mould  be  very  glad  to  know  the  truth 
of  this  matter. 

Sir  Ch.  Truth,  fir,  is  a  profound  fea,  and  few  there 
be  that  dare  wade  deep  enough  to  find  out  the  bottom 
on't.  Befides,  fir,  I'm  afraid  the  line  of  your  under- 
Handing  mayn't  be  long  enough. 

Sul.  Look  e,  fir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  yonr  fea 
of  truth,  but  if  a  good  parcel  of  land  can  entitle  a  man 
to  a  little  truth,  I  have  as  much  as  any  he  in  the 
county. 

Bon.  I  never  heard  your  worfhip,  as  the  faying  is, 
talk  fo  much  before. 

Sid.  Becaufe  I  never  met  with  a  man  that  I  lik'd 
tefore. 

Bon.  Pray,  fir,  as  the  faying  is,  let  me  aflc  you  one 
queftion  :  are  not  man  and  wife  one  fleih  ? 

Sir  Ch.  You  and  your  wife,  Mr.  Guts,  may  be  one 

flefh,  becaufe  you  are  nothing  elfe but  rational 

creatures  have  minds  that  muft  be  united. 

Sul.  Minds ! 

Sir  Ch.  Ay,  minds,  fir ;  don't  you  think  that  the 
mind  takes  place  of  the  body  f 

Sul.  In  fome  people. 

Sir  Ch.  Then  the  intereft  of  the  matter  muft  b* 
confulted  before  that  of  his  fervant. 
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Sal.  Sir,  you  mall  dine  w/th  me  to-morrow r 

oons,  I  always  thought  that  we  were  naturally  one. 

bir  Ch.  Sir,  I  know  that  my  two  hands  are  natu- 
rally one,  becaufe  they  love  one  another,  «  kifs  one 

bSfcou'd        °nC  another  VJ. a]I  tlie  aaions  of  life  J 
cuHs. 

«SW.  Then  'tis  plain  that  we  are  t\vo. 

Sir  Ch.  Why  don't  you  part  with  her,  fir  ? 

t) til.  Will  you  take  her,  fir  ? 

Sir  Ch.  With  all  my  heart. 

Sul.  You  mall  have 'her  to-morrow  morn  W,  and  a 
venifon-pafty  into  the  bargain. 

Sir  Ch.  You'll  let.  me  have  her  fortune  too  ? 

Sul.  Fortune!  why,  fir,  I  have  no  quarrel  to  her 

fortune 1  only  hate  the  woman,  fir,  and  none  but. 

the  woman  mall  go. 

Sir  Ch.  But  her  fortune,  fir , 

Sul.  Can  you  play  at  whift,  fir? 

Sir  Ch.  No,  truly,  fir. 

Sul.  Nor  at  all-fours  ? 

Sir  Ch.  Neither.. 

Sul.  Oons  I  where  was  this  man  bred  ?  [JJiJe.]  Bur* 
me,  iir,  I  can't  go  home,  'tis  but  two  a-clock. 

Sir  Ch.  For  half  an  hour,  fir,  if  you  pleafe— but 
you  muft  confider  'tis  late. 

Sul.  Late !  that's  the  reafon  I  can't  go  to  bed . 

C-ome.  fir- i  r  p 

I?         ^,  [Jlxeunf, 

Znter Cherry,  runs  acrofe  the  ft  age,  and  knocks  at  Aim- 
well  s  chamber- door.  Enter  Aim  well  in  his-  mz'ht- 
cap  and  gown. 

^What's  the  matter  ?  you  tremble,  child,  you're 
*ngnted ! 

Cher.  No  wonder,  fir — but  in  fhort,  fir,  this  very 
minute  a  gang  of  rogues  are  gone  to  rob  my  Lady 
Bountiful^  houfe. 
Aim.  How ! 

.  I  dogg'd  'em  to  the  very  door,  and  left  'em 
!g  m. 

*.  Have  you  alarm'd  any  body  elfe  with  the 
«€  v/s  r 

Cher. 
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Cher.  No,  no,  fir,  I  wanted  to  have  difcover'd  the 
tvhole  clot,  and  twenty  other  things,  to  your  man 
Martin;  but  I  have  fearch'd  the  whole  houie,  and 
can't  find  him;  where  is  he? 

Ain.  No  matter,  child  ;  will  you  guide  me  imme- 
diately to  thehoufe? 

Cher.  With  all  my  heart,  fir;  my  Lady  Bountiful 
is  mv  godmother,  and  I  love  Mrs.  Dorinda  fo  well— 

Aim.  Dorindal  The  name  infpires  me,  the  glory 
and  the  danger  mail  be  all  my  own— Come,  my  lite, 
let  me  but  get  my  fword.  \txtwit. 

SCENE    changes    fo    the  Bed-clamber  in    Lady 

BountifuTs  Hm/e. 
Enter  Mrs.  Sullen  and   Dorinda,    undref?d\    a  Tab't 

and  Lights. 
Dor.  'T is  very  late,   filler,  no  news  of  your  fpoufe 

yeMrs.  Sul  No,  I'm  condemn'd  to  be  alone  till  to- 
wards four,  and  then  perhaps  I  may  be  executed  with 
his  company.  „ 

Dor.  Well,  my  dear,  I'll  leave  you  to  your  reft* 
you'll  go  direftly  to  bed,  I  fuppofe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  don't  no  what  to  do;    hey-ho  . 

Dor.  That's  a  defining  figh,   fitter. 

Mrs.  5*7.  This  is  a  languifhing  hour,    fitter. 

Dcr.  And  might  prove  a  critical  minute  if  the  pret- 
ty fellow  were  here. 

Mrs.  SK!.  Here  ?  what  in  my  bed-chamber,  at  two 
o'clock  i'th' morning,  I  undreiVd,  the  family  afleep, 
my  hated  hulband  abroad,  and  my  lovely  fellow  at 
mv  feet O  gad,  fitter. 

'Dor.  Thoughts  are  free,  fitter,  and  them  I  allow 
you So,  my  dear,  goodnight.  l^i 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  good  reft  to  my  dear  Donnda——- 
Thoughts  free!  are  they  fo?  why  then  fuppofe  him 
here,  drefs'd  like  a  youthful,  gay,  and  burning  bride- 
groom, [Here  Archer/^  out  of  the  clo/et]  with  tongue 
enchanting  eyes  bewitching,  knees  imploring.  {Turn, 
a  link  on  cnefle  W/w  Archer  in  thefojlurejbe  defences 
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Ah  I   [Shricts,  and  runs  to  the  ether  fide 

rais'd  a 


minre 

M£«  Wha,,  fr,  . 

j***.  Yes,  madam,   ifyoupleafe. 

Mrs  6V.  In  the  name  of  wonder,  whence  came  ye  ? 
lo^        H^n  f"1"'  mad^~I'm  a  Jupite/in 

YV  Unod  TU  Aal1  bs  m>'  Alcmena. 

Mrs.  a«/.  How  came  you  in/1 

madam'    ourcou- 


^f  i  ^/'  /'f  ftruck  dumb  with  admiration. 
-Mn  I"/    Jl!thW?Mduer'  ^^PoffiMtet 
<   *    ,  ,  r  '  What  Wl11  bec°me  of  me? 
.  „  *?*:    How  beautiful  fhe  looks  !  -  the  teemino- 
jolly  fpnng  fmiles  in  her  bloomi       f         and  whef 

«  BBLS!!f^  hermother^el?  to  rofes    IcX'S 

Mie;  unfoU  their  w*ftt,  tkeir  fragrant  charm:  > 
When  the  warm  fun  thus  darts  into  their  arms. 

Mrs.  Snl.   Ah!   [SbrM,.}  I*™  »  **>• 

madam>  what  do 


Mrs  Sul.  Sir  I'll  wake  the  dead  before  I  bear  this. 
JJ  hat !  approach  me  with  the  freedoms  of  a  keeper ! 

x   i    w!  f'  y°Ur  imPudence  has  cur'd  me. 

?•  i  r  ir  be  iniPudence>  [Kneels]  I  leave  to  your 
partia  elf;  no  panting  pilgrim,  after  a  tedious,  pain- 

votion    gC'        f  °re  his  faint  With  ™™  de- 

Mrs.  Sul.    Now     now,    I'm   ruin'd  if  he  kneels. 


'  n 

,thou  proftrate  engineer,  not  all  thy  un- 
il  ftall  reach  my  heart.    Rife,  and  know 
a  woman  without  my  fex;  I  can  love  to  all  the 

tender- 
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tendernefs  of  wifhes,  fighs  and  tears — But  go  no  far- 
ther—Still to  convince  you  that  I'm  more  than  wo- 
man, I  can  fpeak  my  frailty,  confefs  my  weaknefs 
even  for Bat • 

Arch.  For  me  !  [Going  to  lay  hold  on  her. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hold,  fir,  build  not  upon  that — for  my 
moll  mortal  hatred  follows,  if  you  difobey  what  I 

command  you  now — leave  me  this  minute If  he 

denies,  I'm  loft.  \_Afide. 

Arch.  Then  you'll  promife—— 

Mrs.  Sul.  Any  thing  another  time. 

Arch.  When  mall  I  come  ? 

Mr.  Sul.  To-morrow,    when  you  will. 

drch.  Your  lips  mull  feal  the  promife. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pfiiaw? 

Arch.  They  muft,  they  muft,  \Kiffes  her. "\  Raptures 
.and  paradife  !  and  why  not  now,  my  angel  ?  The  time, 
the  place,  filence  and  fecrecy,  all  confpire — And  the 
nowconfcious  liars  have  pre-ordain'd  this  moment  for 
my  happinefs.  [Takes  her  in  his  arms. 

Mrs.  Sul.   You  will  not,  cannot,  fure. 

Arch.  If  the  fun  rides  fall,  and  difappoints  not 
mortals  of  to-morrow's  dawn,  this  night  mall  crown 
my  joys. 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  fex's  pride  affif!  me. 

Arch.  My  fex's  ftrength  help  me.         ^ 

Mrs.  Sid.  You  mall  kill  me  firft. 

Arch.  I'll  die  with  you.  [Carrying  her  off". 

Mrs.  Sul.  Thieves,   thieves,   murder 

Enter  Scrub  in  his  Breeches,  and  one  Shoe. 
Scrub.  Thieves,  thieves,    murther,   popery! 

Arch.  Ha !  the  very  timorous  flag  will  kill  in  rut- 
ting-time-  [Draws  and  offers  to  ft  ah  Scrub. 

Scrub.  [Kneeling.]  O  pray,  fir,  fpare  all  I  have, 
and  take  my  life. 

Mrs.  Sul.  [Holding  Archer's  Hand.]  What  does  the 
/ellow  mean  ? 

Scrub.  O  madam,  down  upon  your  knees,  your 
marrow-bones he's  one  of  them. 

Arch.   Of  whom? 


ro  THE   BEAUX  STRATAGEM. 

.Scrub.  One  of  the  rogues 1  beg  your  pardon, 

one  of  the  honeft  gentlemen  that  juft  now  are  broke 
into  the  houfe. 

Arch.    How! 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  hope  you  did  not  come  to  rob  me? 

Arch.  Indeed  I  did,  madam,  but  I  wou'd  have  taken 
nothing  but  what  you  might  very  well  ha'fpar'd  ;  but 
your  crying  thieves,  has  wak'd'this  dreaming  fool, 
and  fo  he  takes  'em  for  granted. 
"  Scrub.  Granted!  'tis  granted,  fir;  take  all  we  have. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  fellow  looks  as  if  he  were  broke  out 
of  Bedlam. 

Scrub.  Oons,  madam,  they're  broke  into  the  houfe 
with  fire  and  fword;  I  faw  them,  heard  them,  they'll 
be  .here  this  minute. 

.Atxb.  What,   thieves  1 

,Scrtt&.  Under  favour,    fir,  I  think  fo. 

Mrs.  S/il.  What  mail  we  do,  fir? 

Arch.  Madam,    I  wilh  your  ladyfhip  a  good  night. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  leave  me? 

Arch.  Leave  you!  lord,  madam,  did  not  you  com- 
mand me  to  be  gone  juft  now,  upon  pain  of  your  im- 
mortal hatred. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Nay,   but  pray,  fir—— 

[ytf/fcr  hold  r.f  him* 

Atcb.  Ha,  ha,   ha!   now  comes  my  turn  to   be  r2- 

vi&'d You  fee  now,  madam,    you  muft  ufe  men  one 

way  or  other;  but  take  this  by  the  way,  gcod  ma- 
dam, that  none  but  a  fool  will  give  you  the  benefit  of 
his  courage,  unlefs  you'll  take  his  love  along  with  it 
—How  are  they  arm'd,  friend? 

Scrub.  With  fword  and  piftol,  fir. 

Arch.  Hum! -I  fee  a  dark  lanthorn  coming  thro' 

the  gallery Madam,   be  affur'd  I  will  protect  you, 

or  lofe  my  life. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Your  life !  no  fir,  they  can  rob  me  cf 
nothing  that  I  value  half  fo  much  ;  therefore  now,  fir, 
let  me  intreat  you  to  be  gone. 

Arch.  No,  madam,  I'll  confult  my  own  fafety,  for 
the  fake  of  yours ;  I'll  work  by  fbratagem  :  have  you 

couraee 
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3ugh  to  ftand  the  appearence  of  'em  ? 
r.  Yes,  yes,  fince  I  have  'fcap'd  your  hands, 
1  can  face  any  thing. 

Come  hither,  brother  Scrub  •  don't  you  know 


•courage  enou 
Mrs.  Sul. 


siren 
me  ? 


Scrub.  Eh!   my  dear  brother,    let  me  kifs  thee. 

*    ,     ~M.  [Ki/es  Archer. 

Arch.    I  his  wr.y Here 

[Archer  and  Scrub  hide  behind  the  bed. 
Enter  Gibbet,   wiri  a  dark  lanthorn  in   one  hand,    and 

a  Pijtol  in  t'other. 

Gib.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  chamber,  and  the  lady 
alone. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Who  are  you,  fir  ?  What  wou'd  you  have  i 
D'ye  come  to  rob  me  ? 

•G7#.  Rob  you !  alack-a-day,  madam,  I'm  only  a 
younger  brother,  madam;  and  fo,  madam,  if  you 
makeanoife,  I'll  moot  you  through  the  head:  but 
don't  be  afraid,  madam,  [Laying  his  lanthorn  and  pi  f- 
td  v.pon  the  table.'}  Thefe  rings,  madam;  don't  be 
concern'd,  madam;  I  have  a  profound  refpeft  for  you, 
jr.adam,  your  keys,  madam ;  don't  be  frighted,  ma- 
dam, I'm  the  moft  of  a  gentleman  :  [Searching  her 
packets.}  This  necklace,  madam;  I  never  was  rude 

to  any  lady  !  I  have  a  veneration  —  for  this. necklace 

[Here  Archer  having  come  round,  and  feted  the  piflol 
takes  Gibbet  by  the  cellar,  trips  up  his  heels,  and  claps 
-thepijlolto  his  breaft.} 

-Arch.  Hold,  profane  villain,  and  take  the  reward 
of  thy  facrilege. 

Gib.  Oh!, pray,  fir,  don't  kill  me;  I  an't prepar'd, 

Arch.  How  many  is  there  of  'em,  Send  ? 

Scrub.   Five  and  forty,    fir. 

Arch.  Then  I  muft  kill  the  villain,  to  have  him  out 
of  the  way. 

Gib.  Hold!  hold!  fir;  we  are  but  three,  upon  mv 
honour. 

Arch.  Scrub,  will  you  undertake  to  fecure  him  ? 

Scrub.  Not  I,  fir  •  kill  him,  kill  him. 
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Arch.  Run  to  Gipfey^s  chamber,  there  you'll  find  tlie 
dc<ftor  ;  bring  him  hither  prefently. 

[Exit  Scrub,    running. 
Come,   rogue,   if  you  have  a  Pnort  prayer,  fay  it. 

Gib  Sir,  I  have  no  prayer  at  all ;  the  government 
has  provided  a  chaplain  to  fay  prayers  for  us  on  thefc 
occafions. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,  fir,  don't  kill  him : — You  fright 
me  as  much  as  him. 

Arch  The  dog  fhall  die,  madam,  for  being  tha 
occafion  of  my  difappointment Sirrah,  thLs  mo- 
ment is  your laft. 

Gib.  Sir,  I'll  give  you  two  hundred  pounds  to  fpare 
my  life. 

Arch.  Have  you  no  more,  rafcal  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  fir,  I  can  command  four  hundred ;  but 
I  mull  referve  two  of  'em  to  fave  my  life  at  the  fef- 
fions. 

Enter  Scrub  and  Foigard. 

Arch.  Here,  dodlor  :  I  fuppofe  "Scrub  and  you,  be- 
tween you,  may  manage  him: Lay  hold  of  him. 

[Foigard  lays  hold  of  Gibbet. 

Gib.  What !  turn'd  over  to  the  prieft  already 
Look'e,    doctor,  you  come  before  your  time;  I  an't 
condemn'd  yet,   I  thank  ye. 

Foig.  Come,  my  dear 'joy,  I  vil  fecure  your  body 
and  your  fhoul  too  ;  I  will  make  you  a  good  cathoiick, 
and  give  you  an  abfolution. 

Gib.  Abfolution !  Can  you  procure  me  a  pardon, 
do&or  ? 

Foig.  No,   joy. 

Gib.  Then  you  and  your  abfolution  may  go  to  the 
devil. 

Arch.  Convey  him  into  the  cellar,  there  bind  him  : 
— — Take  the  piftol,  and  if  he  offers  to  refift,  moot 
him  thro'  the  head, — and  come  back  to  us  with  all 
the  fpeed  you  can. 

Scrub,  Ay,  ay;  come,  do£tor,  do  you  hold  him 
fart,  and  I'll  guard  him. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  how  came  the  doftor  ? 
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'    Arch     In  fhort,   madam \Sbrieking  without.} 

Sdeath !  the  rogues  are  at  work  with  the  other  la- 
dies :  -I'm  vex'd  I  parted  with  the  piftol ;  but  I  muft 
fly  to  their  affiftance— Will  you  ftay  here,  madam  or 
venture  yourfelf  with  me  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.   O,  with  you,  dear  fir,  with  you. 

[Takes  him  by  the  arm,  axd  exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  apartment  in   tie  fame 
boufe. 

Enter  Hounflow  dragging  in  lady  Bountiful,  WBag- 
ihot  hauling  in  JDorinda ;  the  rogues  with  faords 
drawn. 

Hounf.   Come,  come,  your  jewels,  miflrefs. 

Bag.  Your  keys,  your  keys,  old  gentlewoman. 
Enter  Airmvell  *  and  Cherry.' 

Aim.  Turn  this  way,  villains;  I  durft  engage  an 
army  in  fuch  a  caufe.  [He  engages  'em  bo.  h. 

'  Dor.  O,  madam,  had  I  but  a  fword°to  help  the 
'  brave  man  ! 

'  L.  Boun.  There's  three  or  four  hanging  up  in  the 
'  hall ;  but  they  won't  draw.  I'll  go  fetch  one  how- 

'  ever'  [Exit." 

Enter  Archer  and  Mrs.  Sullen. 
Arch.  Hold,  hold,  my  lord  ;   every  man  his  bird, 
pray.  [They  engage  man  to  man;   the  rogues  are 

thro^ivn  doiun  and  difarm? d. 

1  Cher.  What!  the  rogues  taken  !  then  they'll im- 
*  peach  my  father  !  I  mull  give  him  timely  notice. 

'  [Runs  out.'' 

Arch.  Shall  we  kill  the  rogues  ? 
Aim.  Iso,  no;  we'll  bind  them. 
Arch.  Ay,  ay  ;  here  madam,  lend  me  your  garter. 
[To  Mrs.  Sullen,  who  ftands  by  him. 
Mrs.  Sul.  The   devil's    in   this  fellow ;  he  rights, 
loves,  and  banters  all  in  a  breath :  here's  a  cord  chat 
the  rogues  brought  with  'em,  I  fuppofe. 

Arch.  Right,  light,   the  rogue's  deftiny,  a  rope  to 

hanghimfelf Come,  my  lord, this   is  but 

O  a  fcan- 
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a  fcandalous  fort  of  an  office,  [Binding  the  rogues  fo~ 
ther']  if  our  adventures  mould  end  in  this  fort  of  hang 
man-work  ;  but  I  hope  there  is  fomething  in  profpecl 
that — [Enter  Scrub.]  Well,  Saul,  have  you  fecured 
your  Tartar? 

Scrub.  Yes,  fir,  I  left  the  prieft  and  him  difputing 
about  religion. 

Aim.  And   pray  carry  thefe  gentlemen  to  reap  the 

benefit  of  the  controverfy.        [Delivers  the  prifcners  to 

Scrub,  who  leads  'em  cut. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pray,   fitter,  how  came  my  lord  here  ? 

Dor.   And  pray,  how  came  the  gentleman  here  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  I'll  tell  you  the  greateft  piece  of  villany — 
[They  talk  in  dumb  /hew . 

Aim.  I  fancy,  Archer,  you  have  been  more  luccefs- 
ful  in  your  adventure  than  the  houfe-breakers. 

Arch.  No  matter  for  my   adventure,   yours  is  the 

principal Prefs  her  this  minute   to  marry  you, 

—• — now  while  fhe's  hurry'd  between  the  palpitation 
of  her  fear,  and  the  joy  of  her  deliverance,  now 
while  the  tide  of  her  fpirits  are  at  high-flood; — *-— 
throw  yourfelf  at  her  feet,  fpeak  fc/me  romanlick  non- 
fenfe  or  other ; — '  addrefs  her,  like  Alexander,  in  the 
*  height  of  his  victory,'  confound  her  fenfes,  bear 

down  her  reafon,    and  away  with  her  : The  prieil 

is  now  in  the  cellar,  and  dare  not  refufe  to  do  the 
\yoik. 

Aim.  But  how  mall  I  get  oft"  without  being  cb- 
fcrv'd  ? 

Arch.  You  a  lover !  and  not  find  a  way  to  get  off 
— JL,et  me  fee. 

Aim.   You  bleed,   Archer. 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  I'm  glad  on't;  this  wound  will  do 
the  bufinefs — I'll  ainufe  the  old  lady  and  Mrs.  Sullen 
about  dreffing  my  wound,  while  you  carry  off  Do- 

'  Enter  Lady  Bountiful,' 
L.  Bonn.   Gentlemen,    cou'd    we    underttand   how 

yea  \vou'd  be  gratified  for  the  fervices • 

Arch.  Come,  come,  my  lady,  this  is  no  time  for 
compi  incuts  ;  I'm  wounded,  madam. 

L.  Bonn, 
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L.  Boun.  And  Mrs.  Sul.    How  !  wounded ! 

Dor.  I  hope,  fir,   you  have  received  no  hurt  ? 

Aim.  None  but  what  you  may  cure 

[Makes  lo<ve  in  dumb  J&e-iv '. 

L.  Boun.  Let  me  fee   your   arm,  fir — I  muit  have 

fome  povvder-fugar  to  flop   the  blood O  me  !  an 

ugly  gam,  upon  my  word,  fir,  you  mull  go  into  bed. 

Arch.  Ay,  my  lady,  a  bed  wou'd  do  very  well ' 

Madam,  [To  Mrs.  Sullen]  will  you  do  me  the  favour 
to  conduct  me  to  a  chamber  ? 

L.  Boun.  Do,  do,  daughter,— Awhile  I  get  the 
lint,  and  the  probe,  and  plaifter  ready. 

[Runs  out  one  way,  Aimwell  carries  off  Dorinda 
another. 

Arch.  Come,  madam,  *vhy  don't  you  obey  your 
mother's  commands  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  can  you,  after  what  is  paft,  have 
the  confidence  to  ^(k  me  ? 

Arch.  And  if  you  go  to  that,  how  can  you,   after 

what  is  paii,    have  the    confidence  to  deny  me  ? 

Was  not  this  blood  fhed  in  your  defence,  and  my  life 
expos'd  for  your  protection  ? — Look'e,  madam,  I'm 
none  of  your  romantick  fools,  that  fight  giants  and 
monfters  for  nothing  ;  my  valour  is  downright  Swifs  ; 
I  am  a  foldier  of  fortune,  and  mud  be  paid. 

Mrs.  Sul.  'Tis  ungenerous  in  you,  fir,  to  upbraid 
me  with  your  fervices. 

Arch.  'Tis  ungenerous  in  you,  madam,  not  to  re- 
ward 'em. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How !  at  the  expence  of  my  honour. 

Arch.  Honour  !  Can  honour  confift  with  ingrati- 
tude ?  If  you  wou'd  deal  like  a  woman  of  honour,  do 
like  a  man  of  honour :  d'ye  think  I  wou'd  deny  you 
in  fuch  a  cafe  ? 

Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  Madam,  my  lady  order'd  me  to  tell  you,  that 
your  brother  is  below  at  the  gate. 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  brother  !  Heavens  be  prais'd  : — Sir, 
he  mall  thank  you  for  your  fervices  ;  he  has  it  in  his 
power. 

D    2  Arch, 
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Arch.  Who  is  your  brother,  madam  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  Sir  Charles  Freeman; You'll  excufe 

me,  fir  j  I  muft  go  and  receive  him.  [Exit. 

Arck.  Sir  Charles  Freeman  !  'Sdeath  and  hell  ! 

« — —My  old  acquaintance.  Now,  unlcfs  4im--(.-(il\\as 
made  good  ufe  of  his  time,  all  our  fair  machine  goes 
foufe  into  the  fea,  like  an  Ediftone.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  gallery  in  the  fame  houfe. 
Enter  Aimwell  and  Dorinda. 

Dor.  Well,  well,  my  lord,  you  have  conquer'd  ; 
ycur  late  generous  a£tion  will,  I  hope,  plead  for  my 
eaiy  yielding  ;  tho'  I  muft  own,  your  lordfhip  had  a 
friend  in  the  fort  before. 

Aim.  The  fweets  of  Hybla  dwell  upon  her  tongue 

Here,  dodlor 

Enter  Foigard  luith  a  book. 

Tolg.  Are  you  prepar'd  bote. 

Dor.  I'm  ready  :  but  firit,  my  lord,  one  word— 
I  have  a  frightful  example  of  a  hafty  marriage  in  my 
i;wn  famiiy;  when  I  refled  upon't,  it  fhocks  me. 
Pray,  my  lord,  confider  a  little 

Aim.  Confider !  Do  you  doubt  my  honour,  or  my 
love  ? 

Dcr.  Neither:  I  do  believe  you  equally  jult  as 
brave — And  were  your  whole  fex  drawn  out  for  me 
ro  chuie,  I  ihou'd  not  cart  a  look  upon  the  multitude 
if  you  were  abfent — But,  my  lord,  I'm  a  woman  j 
colours,  concealments  may  hide  a  thoufand  faults 
in  me — therefore  know  me  better  firft ;  I  hardly 
dare  affirm  I  know  myfelf  in  any  thing  except  my 
love. 

Aim.  Such  goodnefs  who  cou'd  injure  !  I  find  my- 
felf unequal  to  the  tafk  of  villain  ;  (he  has  gain'd  my 
foul,  and  made  it  honeft  like  her  own — I  cannot 
hurt  her.  [Afede.]  Doctor,  retire.  [Exit  Foigard.] 
madam,  behold  your  lover  and  your  profelyte,  and 
judge  of  my  paflion  by  my  converfion— — — I'm  all 

a  lie, 
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a  lie,  nor  dare  I  give  a  fiction  to  your  arms ;  I'm  all 
a  counterfeit,  except  my  paflion. 

Dor.   Forbid  it,    heaven  ?    A  counterfeit  ! 

Aim.  I  am  no  lord,  but  a  poor  needy  man,  come 
with  a  mean,  a  fcandalous  defign  to  prey  upon  your 
fortune: — But  the  beauties  of  your  mind  and  per- 
fon  have  fo  won  me  from  myfelf,  that,,  like  a  trufty 
fervant,  I  prefer  the  intereft  of  my  miftrefs  to  my 
own. 

Dor.  '  Sure,  I  have  had  the  dream  of  fome  poor 
f  manner,  a  fleeping  image  of  a  welcome  port,  and 
'  wake  involv'd  in  ftorms.*  'Pray,  fir,  who  are 
you  ? 

Aim.  Brother  to  the  man  whofe  title  I  ufurp'd,  but 
ftranger  to  his  honour  or  his  fortune. 

Dor.  Matchlefs  honefty! — Once  I  was  proud,  fir, 
of  your  wealth  and  title,  but  now  am  prouder  that 
you  want  it :  now  I  can  mew,  my  love  was  juftly 
leveli'd,  and  had  no  aim  but  love.  Doctor, 
come  in. 
Enter  Foigard  at  one  door,  Gipfey  at  another,  iv&o 

lubifpers  Dorinda. 

Your  pardon,  fir ;  we  fhan't  want  you  now,  fir. 
You  mult  excufe  me— I'll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

\Exit  with  Gipfey. 

Foig.  Upon  my  fhoul,  now,  dis  is  fooiiih       [Exit. 

Aim  Gone  !  and  bid  the  prieft  depart — It  has  an 
ominous  look. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch,  Courage,  Tom — Shall  I  wifln  you  joy  ? 

Aim.  No.  .- : 

Arch.  Oons !  Man,  what  ha'  you  been  doing  ? 

Aim.  O  Archer,  my  honefty,  I  fear,  has  ruin'd  me. 

Arch.  How! 

Aim.  I  have  difcover'd  mefelf. 

Arch.  Difcover'd  !  and  without  my  confent  ?  What ! 
have  I  embark'd  my  fmall  remains  in  the  fame  bot- 
tom with  yours,  and  you  difpofe  of  all  without  my 
partnermip  ? 

Aim.  O  Archer,  I  own  my  fault. 

D  3  Jtrct,. 
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Arch,  After  convi&ion — 'tis  then  too  late  for  par- 
don— You  may  remember,  Mr.  Aim-well,  that  you 
propos'd  this  folly — As  you  begun,  fo  end  it — 
Henceforth  I'll  hunt  my  fortune  fingle — fo  farewel. 

Aim.  Stay  my  dearv4Vo£w,    but  a  minute. 

Arch.  Stay,  !  What  to  be  defpis'd,  expos'd,  and 
laugh'dat! No,  I  wou'd  fooner  charge  condi- 
tions with  the  worft  of  the  rogues  we  juft  now  bound, 
than  bear  one  fcornful  fmile  from  the  proud  knight 
that  once  I  treated  as  my  equal. 

Aim.  What  Knight  ? 

Arch.   Sir  Charles   Freeman,   brother    to  the    lady 

that  I  had  almoft But  no  matter  for  that,   'tis  a 

curfed  night's  work,  and  fo  I  leave  you  to  make  the 
beft  on't. 

Aim.     Freeman! One    word,    Archer.     Still  I 

have  hopes  ?  methought  me   receiv'd  my  confeffion 
with  pleafure. 

Arch.   'Sdeath,  who  doubts  it  ? 

Aim.  She  confented  after  to  the  match  ;  and  Hill  I 
dare  believe  (he  will  be  juft. 

Arch.  To  heifelf,  I  warrant  her,  as  you  fhou'd 
have  been. 

Aim.  By  all  my  hopes  me  comes,  and  fmiling 
comes. 

Enter  Dorinda  mighty  gay. 

Dor.   Come,   my  dear  lord — i  fly  with  impatience 

to  your  arms The  minutes  of  my  abfence  was  a 

tedious  year.     Where's  this  prieft  ? 
Enter  Foigard. 

Arch.  Oons,  a  brave  girl  ! 

Dor.  I  fuppofe,  my  lord,  this  gentleman  is  privy 
to  our  affairs  ? 

Arch.  Yes,  yes,   madam,  I'm  to  be  your  father. 

Dor.  Come,  prieft,  do  your  office. 

Arch.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte;  couple  'em  any 
-way.  [Takes  Aimwell'j  Hand.}  Come,  madam,  I'm 
to  give  you 

Dor.  My  mind's  alter'd  j  I  won't, 

Arch.  Eh • 

Aim. 
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Aim.  I'm  confounded. 

Fcig.   Upon  my  fhoul,  and  fo  is  my  fhejf. 

Arch.  V/hat's  the  matter  now,  madam  ? 

Dor.  Look'e,  fir,  one  generous  aftion  deferves  ano- 
ther.  —This  gentleman's  honour  oblig'd  him  to 

hide  nothing  from  me  ;  my  juftice  engages  me  to  con- 
ceal nothing  from  him  :  in  fhort,  fir,  you  are  the  perfon 
that  you  thought  you  counterfeited  ;  you  are  the  true 
Lord  Vifcount  Aimivell,  and  I  wifh  your  lordfhip  joy. 
Now,  prieft,  you  may  be  gone ;  if  my  lord  is  now 
pleas'd  with  the  match,  let  his  lordlhip  marry  me  in 
the  face  of  the  world. 

Aim.  Archer,  what  dees  fhe  mean  ? 

Dor.   Here's  a  witneis  for  my  truth. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  and  Mrs.   Sullen. 

Sir  Cb.  My  dear  Lcrd  Aimwell,  I  wifh  you  joy. 

Aim.   Of  what  ? 

Sir  Cb.  Of  your  honour  and  eftate.  Your  brother 
died  the  day  before  I  left  London  ;  and  all  your  friends 
have  v/rit  after  you  to  Brnffelt ;  among  the  reft  I  did 
myfelf  the  honour. 

Arch.  Heark'e,  fir  knight,  don't  you  banter  now  ? 

Sir  Ch.  'Tis  truth,   upon  my  honour. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  the  pregnant  ftars  that  form'd  this 
accident. 

Arch.  Thanks  to  the  womb  of  time  that  brought 
it  forth  ;  away  with  it. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  my  guardian  angel  that  led  me  to 
the  prize— —  [Taking  Dorinda'j  Hand. 

Arch.  And  double  thanks  to  the  noble  Sir  Charles 
Freeman.  My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  joy.  My  Lady,  I 

wifh  you  joy. Egad,  Sir  Freeman,  you're  the  ho- 

nefteft  fellow  living. — 'Sdeath,  I'm  grown   flrangely 

airy  upon  this  matter My  lord,   how  d'ye  ? 

A  word,  my  lord  :  don't  you  remember  fomething 
of  a  previous  agreement,  that  entitles  me  to  the  moiety 
of  this  lady's  fortune,  which,  I  think,  will  amount  to 
ten  thoufand  pounds  ? 

Aim.  Not  a  penny,  Archer  :  you  wou'd  ha'  cut  my 

throat  juft  now,  becaufe  I  wou'd  not  deceive  this  lady. 

3  Arob* 
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Arch.  Ay,  and  I'll  cut  your  throat  till  ,  if  you 
fnou'd  deceive  her  now. 

Aim.  That's  what  I  expedl ;  and  to  end  the  difpute, 
the  lady's  fortune  is  twenty  thoufand  pounds,  we'll  di- 
vide flakes  ;  take  the  twenty  thoufand  pounds,  or  the 
lady. 

Dor.  How  !  is  your  lordfhip  fo  indifferent  ? 

Arch.  No,  no,    no,    madam,    his    lordiliip    knows 
very  well,  that  I'll  take  the  money  ;  1  leave  you  to 
his  lordmip,  and  fo  we're  both  provided  for. 
Enter  Foigard. 

Foig.  Arra  fait,  de  people  do  fay  you  be  all  robb'd, 

j°y« 

Aim.  The  ladies  have  been  in  fome  danger,  fir,  as 
you  faw. 

Fcig.  Upon  my  fhoul  our  inn  be  rob  too» 

Aim.  Our  inn  !  by  whom  ? 

Foig.  Upon  my  fhalwation,  our  landlord  has  robb'd 
himfeif,  and  run  away  wid  da  money. 

Arch.  Robb'd  himfeif! 

Foig.  Ay  fait!  and  me  too  of  a  hundred  pounds. 

Arc-h.   Robb'd  you  of  a  hundred  pound  ! 

Fcig.  Yes  fait  honey,  that  I  did  owe  to  him. 

Aim.  Our  money's  gone,  Frank. 

Arch.  Rot  the  money,   my  v.ench   is  gone———* 
Sca-vez  <vous  quelque  chnfe  de  Mademoifelle  Cherry? 
Enter  a  fellow  with  ajlrong  box  and  a  letter. 

Fell.   Is  there  one  Martin  here  ? 

Arch.   Ay,  ay, who  wants  him  ? 

Fell.  I  have  a  box  here  and  a  letter  for  him. 

Arch.  [Taking  the  bix.~\  !ia,  ha,  ha!  what's  here  ? 
Legerdemain  !  By  this  light,  my  lord,  our  money  again  ? 
But  this  unfolds  the  riddle.  [Opening  the  letter,  reads.~\ 
Hum,  hum,  hum — O,  'tis  for  the  public  good,  and 
muft  be  communicated  to  the  company. 

Mr,  Martin, 

T\/[Y  father  being  afraid  of  an  impeachment  by  the 
•*•'•*•  rogues  that  a>e  taken  to-night,  is  gone  off";  but  if 
you  can  procure  him  a  pardon,  hill  make  great  cfifco've- 

ries 
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ries  that  may  be  ufrful  to  the  country  :  Cou'd  I  ha<ve 
met  you  inftead  of  your  mafter  to-night,  I  ivou'd  have 
delivered  my f elf  into  your  hands,  with  a  fum  that  much 
exceeds  that  inyourjirong  box,  'which  I  have  fent  you, 
with  an  aj/iirance'to  my  dear  Martin,  that  I  Jh  all  ever 
le  bis  mojl  faithful  friend  till  death,  Cherry  Boniface. 

There's  a  billet-doux  for  you — As  for  the  father,  I 
think  he  ought  to  be  encouraged,  and  for  the  daugh- 
ter  Pray,  my  lord,  perfuade  your  bride  to  take 

her  into  her  fervice  inftead  of  Cipfey. 

Aim.  I  can  aflure  you,  madam,  your  deliverance 
was  owing  to  her  difcovery. 

Dor.  Your  command,  my  lord,  will  do  without 
the  obligation*.  I'll  take  care  of  her. 

Sir  Co.  This  good  company  meets  opportunely  in 
favour  of  a  delign  I  have  in  behalf  of  my  unfortunate 
filler  :  I  intend  to  part  her  from  her  hufband — gentle- 
men, will  you  aflift  me  ? 

Arch.  Aflift  you  !  'fdeath,  who  wou'd  not  ? 

Foig.  Ay,  upon  my  fhoul,  we'll  all  afhift. 
Enter  Sullen. 

Sul.  What's  all  this  ?~ They  tell  me,  fpoufe,  that 
you  had  like  to  have  been  robb'd. 

Mrs.  Sul  Truly,  fpoufe,  I  was  pretty  near  It  - 
Had  not  thefe  two  gentlemen  interpos'd. 

Sul.  How  came  thefe  gentlemen  here? 

Mrs.  Sul.  That's  his  way  of  returning  thanks,  you 
muft  know. 

Fnig.  Ay,  but  upon  my  confluence  de  queftion  be 
a-propos  for  all  dat. 

bir  Ch.  You  promis'd  laft  night,  fir,  that  you  would 
deliver  your  lady  to  me  this  morning. 

Sul.  Humph. 

Arch.  Humph  !  what  do  you  mean  by  humph  ? — 

Sir  you  mail  deliver  her In  fhort,  fir,  we  have 

fav'd  you  and  your  family;  and  if  you  are  not  civil, 
we'll  unbind  the  rogues,  join  with  'em,  and  fet  fire  to 

your  houfe-j What  does  the  man  mean  ?  Not  part 

with  his  w  fe  ! 

Fcig.  Arra,  not  part  v/id  your  wife  !  upon  my  fhoul 
tie  man  dfcih  not  underiland  common  fhivility. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Su/.  Hold,  gentlemen,  all  things  here  muit 
move  by  confent ;  compulfion  would  fpoil  us :  let 
my  dear  and  I  talk  the  matter  over,  and  you  mall 
judge  it  between  us. 

Su/.  Let  me  know  firft  who  are  to  be  our  judges : 
Pray,  fir,  who  are  you  ? 

Sir  Ch.  I  am  Sir  Charles  Freeman,  come  to  take 
away  your  wife. 

SuL  And  you,  good  fir? 

Aim.  Thomas  Vifcount  Aimwell,  come  to  take  away 
your  fifter. 

SuL  And  you,  pray  fir  ? 

Arch.   Francis  Archer,  Efq;  come 

Sul.  To  take  away  my  mother,  I  hope — Gentle- 
men, you're  heartily  welcome:  I  never  met  with  three 

more  obliging  people  fince  I  was  born And  now, 

my  dear,  if  you  pleafe,  you  mall  have  the  firlt  word. 

Arch.   And  the  laft,  for  five  pounds.  [AJide. 

Mrs.  SuL  Spoufe. 

Sul.  Rib. 

Mrs.  SuL  How  long,  have  you  been  marry'd  ? 

SuL  By  the  almanack,  fourteen  months ; — but  by 
my  account,  fourteen  years. 

Mrs.  SuL  'Tis  thereabout  by  my  reckoning. 

Foig.  Upon  my  confluence  dere  accounts  vil  agree, 

Mrs.  SuL  Pray,  fpoufe,  what  did  you  marry  for  ? 

SuL  To  get  an  heir  to  my  eftate. 

Sir  Ch.  And  have  you  fucceeded  ? 

Sul.  No. 

Arch.  The  condition  fails  of  his  fide.— —  Pray, 
madam,  what  did  you  marry  for  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  To  fupport  the  weaknefs  of  my  fex  by 
the  ftrength  of  his,  and  to  enjoy  the  pleafuies  of  an 
agreeable  fociety. 

Sir  Ch.  Are  your  expectations  anfwer'd  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  No. 

Foig.  Arra  honeys,  a  clear  caafe,  a  clear  caafe  ! 

Sir  Cb.  What  are  the  bars  to  your  mutual  content- 
ment ? 

Mrs.  SuL  In  the  firft  place,  I  can't  drink  ale  with  him. 

SuL  Nor  can  I  drink  tea  with  her. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sit!.  I  can't  hunt  with  you. 

Sul,  Nor  can  I  dance  with  you. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  hate  cocking  and  racing. 

Sul.   And  I  abhor  ombre  and  picquct. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Your  filence  is  intolerable. 

Sul.  Your  prating  is  worfe. 

'  Mrs.  Sul.  Have  we  not  been  a  perpetual  offence 
*  to  .each  other -A  gnawing  vulture  at  the  heart  ? 

'  Sul.  A  frightful  goblin  to  the  fight. 

'  Mrs.  Sul.   A  porcupine  to  the  feeling. 

''Sul.  'Perpetual  wormwood  to  the  taile.' 

Mrs.  Sul.  Is  there  on  earth  a  thing  we  can  agree  in  ? 

Sul.  Yes to  part. 

Mrs.  Sul.  With  all  my  heart. 

Sul.  Your  hand. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Here. 

Sul.  Thefe  hands  join'd  us,  thefe  fhall  part  us 
Away 

Mrs.  Sul.  Eaft. 

Sul.  Weft. 

Mrs.  Sid.  North. 

Sul.   South  ;  far  as  the  poles  afunder. 

Fcig.  Upon  rny  fhoul,  a  very  pretty  iheremony. 

Sir  Ch.  Now,  Mr.  Sullen,  there  wants  only  my  fif- 
ter's  fortune  to  make  us  eafy; 

Sul.  Sir  Charles,  you  love  your  fitter,  and  I  love  her 
fortune  ;  every  one  to  his  fancy. 

Arch.  Then  you  won't  refund  ? 

Sul.  Not  a  ftiver. 

Arch.   What  is  her  portion  ? 

Sir  Ch.   Twenty  thoufand  pounds,  fir. 

Arch.  I'll  pay  it :  my  lord,  I  thank  him,  has  enabled 
me,  and  if  the  lady  pleafes,  me  fhall  go  home  with  me. 
This  night's  adventure  has  prov'd  ilrangely  lucky  to 
us  all — For  Captain  Gibbet,  in  his  walk,  h^.s  made 
bold,  Mr,  Sullen,  with  your  ftudy  and  fcrutoire,  and 
has  taken  out  all  the  writings  of  your  eftate,  all  the 
articl  s  of  marriage  with  your  lady,  bills,  bonds, 
kafes,  receipts,  to  an  infinite  valu?;  I  took  'em 
from  him,  and  will  deliver  them  to  Sir  Charles. 

Sul.  Hoy/,  my  writing's  !  rny  head  akes  confumedly. 

-Well 
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— Well,  gentlemen,  you  fliall  have  her  fortune,  but 
I  can't  talk.  If  you  have  a  mind,  Sir  Charles,  to  be 
merry,  and  celebrate  my  filler's  wedding  and  my  di- 
vorce, you  may  command  my  houfe  !  but  my  head 
akes  confumedly : — Scrub,  bring  me  a  dram. 

'  Arch.  [To  Mrs.  Sull.J  There's  a  country-dance  to 
'  the  trifle  tLat  I  fung  to-day ;  your  hand,  and  we'll 
'  lead  it  up. 

['  Here  a  dance  ?~\ 

Arch.  'Twould  be  hard  to  guefs  which  of  thefe  par- 
ties is  the  better  pleas'd,  the  couple  join'd,  or  the 
couple  parted ;  the  one  rejoicing  in  hopes  of  an  un- 
tafted  happinefs,  and  the  other  in  their  deliverance 
from  an  experienc'd  mifery. 

Path  happy  in  their  federal ftates,  <we  find ' : 
Thofe  parted  by  confent ,  and  thofe  conjoin' ' d. 
Confent,  if  mutual,  fa-~ue s  the  lawyer' 's  fee  ; 
Confent  is  law  enough  to  fet  you  free. 

Exeunt  Omnes, 
End  of  ehe  Fifth  AS. 

EPILOGUE. 

TF  to  our  fifty  your  judgment  cant  be  kind, 

Let  its  expiring  author  pity  find : 
Survey  his  mournful  cafe  wiih  welling  eyes, 
Nor  let  the  bard  Le  damn  d  before  he  dies. 
Forbear  you  fair,  en  his  lajt  Jcene  to  frown, 
Put  his  true  exit  with  a  plaudit  crown; 
Thenjhall  the  dying  poet  ceafe  to  fear 
The  dreadful  hicll,   while  y cur  applaufe  he  hears. 
At  Leu£lray3  the  conquring  Theban  dy'd, 
Claimed  his  friends  praifes,  but  their  tears  deuy'd: 
Pleas'd  in  the  pangs  cf  death,  he  greatly  thought 
ConqneJ}  <vcith  lojs  of  life  but  cheaply  bought. 
The  difference  this,    the  Greek  was  one  woifd fight,    -j 
As  bra<ve,  tho"1  notfo  gay,  as  Serjeant  Kite  :  s 

Ye  Jons  cf  Will's,   what's  that  to  ihcfe  who  write  !        J 
To  Thebes  alone  the  Grecian  owV  his  bays,  p 

You  may  the  bard  above  the  hero  raife, 
Since  yours  is  greater  than  Athenian  p  raife. 

FINIS. 
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e  Reader  is  deli  red  to  obierve,  that  the  paflages  omitted  in  the 
Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  are  here  preferved,  and  marked 
with  inverted  Commas;  as  from  Line  31,  in  Page  7,  to  3,  ii> 
Page  8, 


PROLOGUE. 

CfHE  bufiandman  in  vain  renews  Us  toil. 
To  cultivate  each  year  a  bttngrv  Coll  • 
on 


,  hopes  fcr  rich  and  genercus fruit 
-what  fiould feed  tbe  tree,  devours  the  root ; 
lb   unladen  boughs,  be  fees,  bode  certain  dearth, 
Umlgfi  tra,,fplanted  to  more  kindly  earth. 
*o    the  poor  hufbands  of  the  ft  age,  who  found 
•their  labours  loft  upon  ungrateful vrourd 
This  lafl  and  only  remedy  have  proved';   ' 
A»d 'hope  newfruitfrem  ancient  flocks  remcv'd. 
tret 'may  they  hope,  when  you  fo  kindly  aid, 
Well  pla»t  a  foil  which  you  fo  rich  have  made 
sis  nature  gave  the  world  to  man's  firfl  age, 
bo  from  your  bounty  -we  receive  tbis  flagi  • 
the  freedom  man  was  born  to,  you've  refl^d          T  ' 
•and  to  ourworldfucb  plenty  you  afford 
I' Jams  like  Eden,  fruitful  of  its  own  accord          f 
jf*?  infaradifefrailf^  ga-ve  way. 
Mndwhen  but  two  were  made  both  went  aftray  ; 
forbear  your  wonder,  and  the  fault  forgive^ 
If  in  our  larger  family  we  grieve  (. 

n^**™'***™^*™-      J 


tain,  woul 
our  endeavours  can,  and  b"ring,  ~tbis  da 

~W~  A  ^'^  °ff'rr'"S'   °f"  V'trSia  ?lay-  J 

We  by,  there  something  that  vaypjfaf,  each  f*f/j 

And  tbf  of  homely  fare  we  make  tLfeafl,          J   '  I 

Yety™  -will  find  variety  at  leafl. 

Mere's  humour    which  for  cbearful  fnendi  W  got,    J 

And  for  the  tbtnkmg  party  therms  a  plot.  & 

Wevefometbmg  too,   to  gratify  ill-nature 

(If  there  be  any  here}— g,:d  that  u  fatire 

7, bo"  fatire  fcarce  dares  grin,  'tis  rrvton  f      'Id 

Or  only  Jhews  its  teeth,  as  ;/  it  [mil' d.          '    ' 

As  ajjes  tbiftles,  poets  mumble  wit 

And  dare  not  bite,  for  fear  of  being  bit. 

They  Bold  their  pens    as  [words  a?e  held  by  fool,, 

And  are  afraid  to  ufe  their  own  edge  tools 

Since  the  Plain-Dealer's /«„„  of  manly  rasfe 

frot  one  has  dard to  lafb  this  crying  age:    *  ' 

Tin  time,  the  poet  owns  the  bold  eijaf, 


,  ay  , 

.  lares  by  me,  be  has  defign'd 

ront  to  nonei  but  frankly  fpeakl  his  mind. 
d}*U,ld  tbj  <*f»i*gf«*«  not  chance  to  b 
but  this  one  excufe-'twas  writ 
e  encouragement  of  wy. 
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ACT        I. 

Valentine,  in  his  Chamber,    reading',     Jeremy  moaiting. 
Several  Each  upon  the  Table. 

Val  ^  ERE  Mr.' 
J    Jer.   Sir. 

Vol.  Here,  take  away;  I'll  walk  a  turn,  and  digeft 
what  I  have  read — 

Jer.  You'll  growdevilifh  fat  upon  thi,«  paper-diet! 

[djide,   and  taking  a-~way  the  books. 

Val.  And  d'ye  hear,  go  you  to  brea~kfaft— There's  a 
page  doubled  down  in  Epitfcius,  that  is  a  feaft  for  an  em- 
peror. 

Jer.  Was  Epitfetus  a  real  cock,  or  did  he  only  write 
receipts  ? 

Val.  Read,  read,  /irrah,  and  refine  your  appetite; 
learn  to  live  upon  inflruclion ;  feaft  your  mind,  and 
mortify  your  flem.  Read,  and  take  your  nourifhment 
in  at  your  eyes ;  mut  up  your  mouth,  and  chew  the  cud 
cf  underftanding.  So  Epitletus  advifes.  » 

Jer.  O  Lord!  I  have  heard  much  of  him,  when  I 
waited  upon  a  gentleman  at  Cambridge.  Pray  what  was 
that  Epittetus  ? 

Val.  A  very  rich  man— not  worth  a  groat. 

Jer.  Humph!  and  fo  he  has  made  a  very  fine  feaft, 
where  there  is  nothing  to  be  eaten. 

Val.  Yes. 

Jer.  Sir,  you're  a  gentleman,  and  probably  under- 
ftand  this  fine  feeding  :  but,  ifyoupleafe,  I  had  rather 
be  at  board-wages.  Does  your  Epifletus,  or  your  Seneca 
here,  or  any  of  thefe  poor  rich  rogues,  teach  you  how 
to  pay  your  debts  without  money  ?  Will  they  fhut  up  the 
mouths  of  your  creditors?  Will  Plato  be  bail  for  you? 
or  Diogenes,  becanfe  he  underftands  confinement/  and 
A  3  lived 
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iivcd  in  a  tub,  go  to  prifon  for  you?  'Slife,  fir,  what  do 
you  mean,  to  mew  yourfelf  up  here  with  three  or  four 
znufty  books,  in  commendation  of  flarving  and  poverty? 

Pal.  Why,  firrah,  I  have  no  money,  you  know  it ; 
and  therefore  refolvc  to  rail  at  all  that  have:  and  in  that 
I  but  follow  the  example*  of  the  wifefr.  and  wktieft  men 
in  all  ages — thefe  poets  and  philcfophers,  whom  you  na- 
turally hate,  for  juft  fuch  another  reafon  ;  becaufe  they 
;ibonnd  in  fenfe,  and  you  are  a  fool. 

Jer.  Ay,  fir,  lam  a  fool,  I  know  it :  and  yet,  hea- 
ven help  me,  I'm  poor  enough  to  be  a  wit. — But  I  was 
always  a  fool,  when  I  told  you  what  your  expences  would 
bring  you  to ;  your  coaches  and  your  liveries ;  your  treats 
and  your  balls;  your  being  in  love  with  a  lady  that  did 
uot  cure  a  farthing  for  you  in  your  prosperity ;  and  keep- 
ing company  with  wits,  that  cared  for  nothing  but  your 
prcfperity,  and  now,  when  you  are  poor,  hate  you  as 
much  as  they  do  one  another. 

Ful.  Well;  and  now  I  am  poor,  I  have  an  opportu- 
nity to  be  revenged  on  them  all ;  I'll  purfue  Angtlitii  wiih 
more  love  than  ever,  and  appear  more  notoriouQy  her 
admirer  in  this  reihaint,  than  when  I  openly  rival 'd  the 
rich  icjps  that  made  court  to  her.  So  mail  my  poverty  be 
a  mortification  to  her  pride,  and  perhaps  make  her  com- 
paflionate  the  love,  which  has  principally  reduced  me  to 
this  lownefs  of  fortune.  And  for  the  wits,  I'm  An  e  I  am 
in  a  condition  to  be  even  with  them. 

Jer.  Nay,  your  condition  is  pretty  even  with  theirs, 
that's  the  truth  on't. 

Val.  I'll  take  fome  of  their  trade  out  of  their  hands. 

Jer.  Now  Heaven  of  mercy  continue  the  tax  upon  pa- 
per!— You  don't  mean  to  write? 

Val.  Yes,   I  do ;  I'll  write  a  play. 

Jer.  Hem  ! — Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  give  me  a  fmall  cer- 
tificate of  three  lines — only  to  certify  thofe  whom  it  may 
concern,  That  the  bearer  hereof,  Jeremy  Fetch  by  name, 
has  for  the  fpace  of  feven  years  truly  and  faithfully  ferv- 
ed  Vulentine  Legend,  Efquire ;  and  that  he  is  not  now  turn- 
ed  away  for  any  mifdemeanour  j  'but  does  voluntarily 
difmifs  his  matter  from  any  future  authority  over  him — 

Val.  No,  firrah;  you  mall  live  with  me  fliil. 

Jer. 
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Jif,  Sir,  it's  impoffible — I  may  die  with  you,  ftarve 
with  you,  cr  be  damned  with  your  works:  but  to  live, 
even  three  days,  the  life  of  a  play,  I  no  more  expeft  it, 
than  to  be  canonized  for  a  mufe  after  my  deceafe. 

Val.  You  are  witty,  you  rogue,  I  (hall  want  your  help 
— I'll  have  you  learn  to  make  couplets,  to  tag  the  ends 
of  afts.  D'ye  hear  ?  get  the  maids  to  crambo  in  an  even- 
ing, and  learn  the  knack  of  rhimine ;  you  may  arrive 
at  the  height  of  a  fong  fent  by  an  unknown  hand,  or  a 
chocolate  houfe  lampoon. 

Jer.  But,  fir,  is  this  the  way  to  recover  your  father's 
favour?  Why  Sir  Sampfen  will  be  irreconcileable.  If 
your  younger  brother  Ihould  come  from  fea,  he'd  never 
look  upon  you  again.  You're  undone,  fir ;  you're  rum- 
eJ;  you  won't  have  a  friend  left  in  the  world,  if  yon 
turn  poet. — Ah,  pox  confound  that  Will's  cofFee-houfe. 
it  has  ruined  more  young  men  than  the  Royal  Oak  lottery! 
— Nothing  thrives  that  belongs  to  it.  The  man  of  the 
houfe  would  have  been  an  alderman  by  this  time  with  half" 
the  trade,  if  he  had  frt  up  in  the  city. — For  my  part,  1 
never  lit  at  the  door,  that  I  don't  get  double  the  ii 
that  I  do  at  a  horfe-race.  The  air  upon  BaaJteaJ-Do-^.i- 
is  nothing  to  it  for  a  vvhetter ;  yet  I  never  ke  it,  but  the 
fpirit  of  famine  appears  to  me — Sometimes  like  a  decav- 
ed  porter,  worn  out  with  pimping,  and  carrying  billet- 
doux  and  fongs;  not  like  other  porters  for  hire,  but  for 
the  jeft's  fake. — Now  like  a  thin  chairman,  melted  down 
to  half  his  proportion,  with  carrying  a  poet  upon  tick, 
to  vifit  fome  great  fortune ;  and  his  fare  to  be  paid  him, 
like  the  wages  of  fin,  either  at  the  day  of  marriage,  or 
the  day  of  death. 
;*"  *~  Veil,  Very  well,  fir;  can  you  proceed ? 

'  Jer,  Sometimes  like  a  bilk'd  bookfeller,  with  a 
meagre  terrified  countenance,  that  looks  as  if  he  had 
written  for  himfelf,  or  were  refolved  to  turn  author, 
and  bring  the  reft  of  his  brethren  into  the  fame  con- 
dition. And  laftly,  in  the  form  of  a  worn-out  punk, 
with  verfes  in  her  hand,  which  her  vanity  had  prefer- 
ed  to  fettlements,  without  a  whole  taster  to  her  tail, 
but  as  ragged  as  one  of  the  mufes;  or' as  if  me  were 
carrying  her  linen  to  the  paper-mill,  to  be  converted 
A  4  *  int«- 
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•  into  folio  books  of  warning  to  all  young  maids,  nott» 
'  prefer  poetry  to  good  fenle ;  or  lying  in  the  arms  of  a 
'  needy  wit,  before  the  embraces  of  a  wealthy  fooL'j 
Enter  Scandal. 

Scand.   What!  Jeremy  holding  forth  ? 

Vol.  The  rogue  has  (with  all  the  wit  he  could  mufler 
up)  been  declaiming  againfl  wit. 

Scand.  Ay  ?  why  then  I'm  afraid  Jeremy  has  wit :  for 
wherever  ;t  is,  it's  always  contriving  its  own  ruin. 

Jcr.  Why  fo  I  have  been  telling  my  matter,  fir.  Mr. 
Scandal,  for  Heaven's  lake,  fir,  try  if  you  can  di/Tuade 
him  from  turning  poet. 

Scand.  Poet!  lie  fliall  turn  fuldier  f.rft,  and  rather  de- 
pend upon  the  out-fide  of  his  head,  than  the  lining !  Why 
what  the  devil !  has  net  your  poverty  made  you  enemies- 
enough  ?  muft  you  need  Ihew  your  wit,  to  get  more  ? 

Jcr.  Ay,  more  indeed :  for  who  cares  for  any  body 
'that  has  more  wit  than  himfelf? 

Stand.  Jeremy  fpeaks  like  an  oracle.  Don't  you  fee 
how  worthlefs  great  men  and  dull  rich  rogues  avoid  a 
witty  man  of  fmall  fortune?  Why,  he  locks  like  a  writ 
cf  inquiry  into  their  titles  and  eitates ;  and  feems  com- 
miflioned  by  Heaven  to  feize  the  better  half. 

Pal.  Therefore  I  would  rail  in  my  writings,  and  be 
revenged. 

Scaud.  Rail?  at  whom  ?  the  whole  world?  impotent 
and  vain  !  Who  would  die  a  martyr  to  fenfe,  in  a  coun- 
try where  the  religion  is  folly  ?  You  may  ftand  at  bay  for 
a  while ;  but,  when  the  full  cry  is  againfl  you,  you  fhan't 
have  fair  play  for  your  life.  If  you  can't  be  fairly  run 
down  by  the, hounds,  you" will  be  treacheroufly  fhot  by 
the  huntfmen. — No,  turn  pimp,  flatterer,  quack,  law- 
jcr,  «  parfon,  be  chaplain  to  an  atheift,  or  ftallion  to  an 
old  woman,'  any  thing  but  poet.  A  modern  poet  is 
worfe,  more  fervile,  timerous,  and  fawning,  than  any  I 
have  named:  without  you  could  retrieve  the  ancient  ho- 
nours of  the  name,  recall  the  ftage  of  Athens,  and  be  al- 
lowed the  force  of  opeu  honeft  fatire. 

VaL  You  are,  as  inveterate  againft  our  poets,  as  if  your 
character  had  been  lately  expofed  upon  the  ftage. — Nay, 
I  am  net  violently  bent  upon  the  trade. —  [One  knocks.] 

Jeremy, 
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Jeremy,  fee  who's  there.  [Jer.  goes  to  the  door.~\ — But 
tell  me  what  you  would  have  me  do  r — What  do  the  world 
fay  of  me,  and  my  forced  confinement? 

Scand.  The  world  behaves  itfelf,  as  it  ufes  to  do  on 
fuch  occasions.  Some  pity  you,  and  condemn  your  fa- 
ther: others  excufe  him,  and  blame  you.  Only  the  la- 
dies are  merciful,  and  wiih  you  well :  fmce  love  and 
pleafureabie  expence  have  been  your  greateit  faults. 
Jeremy  returns. 

Val.  How  now? 

Jer.  Nothing  new,  fir.  I  have  difpatched  fome  half 
a  dozen  duns  with  as  much  dexterity  as  an  hungry  judge 
does  caufes  at  dinner-time. 

Val.   What  anfvver  have  you  given  them  ?' 

Scand.  Patience,  I  fuppoie — the  old  receipt !    • 

Jer.  No,  faith,  fir:  I  have  put  them  off  fo  long  with 
patience  and  forbearance,  and  other  fair  words,  that  I 
was  forced  to  tell  them  in  plain  downright  Eaglijb-*— 

Pal.   What? 

Jer.  That  they  mould  be  paid. 

Val.   When! 

Jer.    To-morrow. 

/'"./.   And  how  the  devil  do  you  mean  to  keep  yo«r 

Jo-  Keep  it  ?  not  at  all:  it  has  been  fo  very  much 
fire  Jied,  that  I  reckon  it  will  break  of  courfe  by  to- 
"mo'row,  and  nobody  be  furprized  at  the  matter!— — 
[Knocking. ~\t  -Again  !  Sir,  if  you  don't  like  my  negocia- 
tion.  \vi  you  be  p  eafeJ  to  an  Aver  thefe  you  felf  ? 

Vul.  6ee  who  they  are.  {Exit  Jeremy.]  By  this,  Scan- 
dal, -/ou  Tiav  fje  ••.  a  it  is  tu  be  2Teat.  Seer  tar  es  of 
flate,  prefi-ients  <*f  the  council,  and  generals  of  an 
1.1  i  j.id  ju'l  fuch  a  life  as  I  do  ;  have  juft  fuch  crouds 
of  ii::tants  in  a  morning,  all  folicitingof  pad  promifes  ; 
which  are  but  a  civiler  fort  of  dun?,  that  lay  claim  to 
volu:  cr.ry  debts. 

Scant/.  'And  you,  like  a  truly  great  man,  having  en- 
gaged their  attendance,  and  promifed  more  than  ever 
you  intended  to  perform,  are  more  perplexed  to  find  eva- 
fions,  than  you  v.-ould  be  to  invent  the  hondt  means  of 
keeping  your  word,  and  gratifying  your  creditors. 

A  5  FaL 
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Val.  Scandal,  learn  to  fpare  your  friends,  and  do  not 
provoke  your  enemies.     This  liberty  of  your  tongue  will 
one  day  bring  a  confinement  on  your  body,  my  friend .j 
Enter  Jeremy.  ' 

Jer.  O,  fir,  there's  Trapland  the  fcrivener,  with  two 
fufpicious  fellows  like  lawful  pads,  that  would  knock  a 
man  down  with  pocket-tipflaves  U and  there's  your  fa- 
ther's fleward  ;  and  the  nurfe,  With  one  of  your  children, 
from  Ti/uit'nam.i 

Fal.  Pox  orfner  !  could  fhe  find  no  other  time  to  fling 
my  fins  in  my  face  ?  here!  give  her  this,  \_gi--ves  money  ^\ 
and  bid  her  trouble  me  no  more ;  '  a  thoaghtlefs,  two- 
'  handed  whore!  fhe  knows  my  condition  well  enough, 
'  and  might  have  over-laid  the  child  a  fortnight  ago,  if 
'  fhe  had  had  any  forecaft  in  her.' 

Scand.  What,  is  it  bouncing  Margery,  with  my  god- 
fon  ? 

Jer.  Yes,  fir. 

Scand.  My  blefling  to  the  boy,  with  this  token  [gives 
maney~\  of  my  love.  '  And  (d'ye  hear  ?)  bid  Margery  put 

*  more  flocks  in  her  bed,  fliift  twice  a  week,  and  not 

*  work  fo  hard,  that  fhe  may  not  fmell  fo  vigoroufly. 

*  I  mall  take  the  air  fhortly/  -s^- 

Val.   '  Scandal,  don't  fpoil  my  boy's  milk.' |Bld 

Trap/and  come  in.     If  I  can  give  that  Cerberus  a  fop,  I 
ihall  be  at  reft  for  one  day. 

•  ^  [Jeremy  goes  out  and  brings  in  Trapland. 

*~Val.  O  Mr.  Trapland !  my  old  friend  !  welcome. 

Jeremy,  a  chair  quickly  :  a  bottle  of  fack  and  a  toaft 

fly a  chair  firft. 

Trap.  A  good  morning  to  you,  Mr.  Valentine;  and 
to  you  Mr.  Scandal. 

Scand.  The  morning's  a  very  good  morning,  if  you, 
don't  fpoil  it. 

•  Fal.   Come,  fit  you  down  ;  you  know  his  way. 
Trap,  {fits.}  There  is  a  debt,  Mr.  Valentine,  of  fif- 
teen hundred  pounds,  of  pretty  long  ftanding 

Val.  I  cannot  talk  about  bufinefs  with  a  thirfty  palate, 
firrah  !  the  fack  ! 

Trap.  A  nd  I  defire  to  know  what  courfe  you  have  taken 
for  the  pavment  ? 

Pah 
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Val.  Faith  and  troth,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you 
——my  fervke  to  you  ! fill,  fill,  to  honeft  Mr.  Trap- 
land fuller. 

Trap,    Hold!    fweetheart this  is  not  to  our  bufi- 

nefs my  fervice  to  you,  Mr.  Scandal? [Drinks. 

1  have  forborn  as  long • 

Val.  T'other  glafs,  and  then  we'll  talk— fill ;  Jeremy, 
Trap.  No  more,  in  truth — I  have  forborn,  I  fay — 
Val.  Sirrah  !  fill !  when  I  bid   you. — And  how  does 
your  handfome  daughter? — Come,  a  goodhulband   to 
her!  [Drinks. 

Trap.  Thank  you — I  have  been  out  of  this  money — 
Vol.  Drink  firft,  Scandal,  why  do  you  not  drink  ? 

[They  drink. 

Trap.  And,  in  fhort,  I  can  be  put  off  no  longer. 
Val.  I  was  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  fupply  :  it 
did  me  fignal  fervice  in  my  neceifity.  But  you  delight 
in  doing  good. — Scandal,  drink  to  me,  my  friend  Traf- 
land's  health.  An  honefter  man  lives  not,  nor  one  more 
ready  to  ferve  his  friend  in  diilrefs  ;  though  I  fay  it  to 
his  face.  Come,  fill  each  man  his  glafs.i 

Stand.  What?  I  know  Trapland  iTaloeen  a  whorer 
mailer,  and  loves  a  wench  ftill.  You  never  knew  a 
whoremafter,  that  was  not  an  honeft  fellow. 

Trap.  Fie,  Mr.  Scandal,  you  never  knew  ! 

Scand.  What  don't  I  know  ? — I  know  the  buxom  black 
widowin  the  Poultry — eight  hundred  pounds  a  year  join- 
ture, and  twentv  thoufand  pounds  in  money.  Ahah  ! 
old  Trap. 

Val.  Say  you  fo,  i'faith  ?  come,  we'll  remember  the 
widow  :  I  know  whereabouts  you  are  ;  come  to  the  widow. 
Trap.  No  more  indeed. 

Val.  What !  the  widow's  health  ?  give  it  him.  — off 
with  it.  [They  drink.] — A  lovely  girl,  i'faith,  black 
Darkling  eyes,  foft  pouting  ruby  lips  !  better  fealing 
there,  than  a  bond  for  a  million,  ha  ! 

Trap.  No,   no,    there's  no  fuch  thing ;   we'd  better 

mind  our  bufmefs you're  a  wag  ! 

Val.  No,  faith,  v/e'll  mind  the  widow's  bufmefs :  fiH 

again. Pretty  round  heaving  bicaib, a  Barbary 

fhape,  and  a  jut  with  her  bam,  would  ftir  an  Anchorite, 

and 
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and  theprettidl  foot  !  oh,  if  a  man  could  but  fallen  Ins 
eyes  to  her  feet,  as  they  fteal  in  and  out  and  play  at  bo- 
peep  under  her  petticoats  -  ha!  Mr.  Traplavil  ? 

Traf.  Verily,  give   me  a  glafs  -  you're  a  wag  - 
and  here's  to  the  widow.  [Drinks. 

Scand.  He   begins   to  chuckle  -  ply  him  clofe,    cr 
L  he'll  elapfe  into  a  dun. 

Enter  Officer. 


By  your  leave,  gentlemen.  —  Mr.  TrapJand, 
if  we  mult  do  our  office,  tell  us  —  We  have  half  a  dozen 
gentlemen  to  ar  re  ft  in  Pall-Pal!  and  dnient-Gardin;  it 
we  don't  make  halte,  the  chairmen  will  be  abroad,  and 
block  up  the  chocolate-houfes  ;  and  then  our  labour's 
loft. 

Trap.  Odfo,  that's  true.  Mr.  Valentine,  I  love  mirth  ;. 
but  bahnefs  muft  be  done  ;  are  you  ready  to  - 

Jer.  Sir,  your  father's  fteward  fays,  lie  comes  to  make 
propofals  concerning  your  debts. 

Vol.  Bid  him  come  in  :  Mr.  Trapland,  fend  away 
your  officer;  you  mall  have  an  anfv/er  prefently. 

Trap.  Mr.  Snap,  ftay  within  call.  [Exit  Officer. 

Enter  Steward,  ncho  nvhifpsrs  Valer.t'ne. 

Scand.  iicre  \s  a  dcg  now,  a  traitor  in  his  wine  !  firrah, 
refund  the  fack  :  Jeremy,  fetch  him  fome  warm  wa- 
ter, or  I'll  rip  up  his  ftomach,  and  go  the  Ihorteft  way 
to  his  confcience. 

Trap.  Mr.  SccnJal,  you  are  uncivil.  I  did  not  value 
your  lade  ;  but  you  cannot  expect  it  again,  when  I  have 
drunk  it. 

Scand.  And  how  do  you  expeft  to  have  you  money 
again,  when  a  gentleman  has  fpent  it? 

Val.  You  need  fay  no  more.  I  underffond  the  con- 
ditions ;  they  are  very  hard,  but  my  neceffity  is  very 
prefiing  :  I  agree  to  them.  Take  Mr.  Traplnnd  wirh 
you,  and  let  him  draw  the  wilting.  —  Mr.  Trapland,  you 
know  this  man  ;  he  fiiall  fauify  you. 

Trap.  Sincerely,  I  am  loth  to  be  thus  preffing  ;  but 
my  nccefiity  — 

Ve.1.  No  apology,  gccd  Mr.  Scri*vsnfr',  you  mail  be 
paid. 
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Trap.  I  hope  you  forgive  me  ;  my  bufmefs  requires — 
[Exeunt  Trapland,  Steward,  and  Jeremy. 

Scc.nd.  He  begs  pardon,  like  a  hangman,  at  an  exe- 
cution. 

Val.  But  I  have  got  a  reprieve. 

Scand.  I  am  furprized  ;  what,  does  your  father  relent  ? 

Val.  No  !  he  has  fent  me  the  hardeft  conditions  in 
the  world.  You  have  heard  of  a  booby  brother  of  mine, 
that  was  fent  to  fea  three  years  ago  ?  This  brother,  my 
father  hears,  is  landed  ;  whereupon  he  very  affection  ate- 
ly  fends  me  word,  "  If  I  will  make  a  deed  of  convey- 
"  ance  of  my  right  to  his  eftate  after  his  death  to  my 
"  younger  brother,  he  will  immediately  fumifh  me  with 
"  four  thcufand  pounds,  to  pay  my  debts,  and  make 
«'  my  fortune."  This  was  once  propofed  before,  and  I 
refilled  it ;  but  the  prefcnt  impatience  of  my  creditors 
for  their  money,  and  my  own  impatience  of  confine- 
ment, and  abfence  from  Angelica,  force  me  to  conient. 

Scand.  A  very  defperate  dernonftration  of  your  love  to 
Angelica  '.  and  I  think  me  has  never  given  you  any1  af- 
furance  of  hers. 

Pal.  You  knew  her  temper  ;  fhe  never  gave  me  any 
great  reafon  either  far  hope  or  defpair. 

Scafui.  Women  of  her  airy  temper,  as  they  fe'dom 
think  before  they  aft,  fo  they  rarely  give  us  any  light 
to  guefs  at  what  they  mean  :  but  you  have  little  reaibn  to 
believe  that  a  woman  of  this  age,  who  has  had  a;;  indiffe- 
rence for  you  in  vour  profperity,  will  fall  in  love  with 
your  ill  fortune.  Bcildes,  Angelica  has  a  great  fortune 
of  her  own  ;  and  great  fortunes  either  expecl:  another 
great  fortune,  or  a  fool.ji  (//^hftOV'-  1>,3> 
Effer  Jeremy. 

Jer.  More  misfortunes,  fir. 

l-'r.l.  What,  another  dun  ? 

Jer.  No,  fir;  but  Mr.  Tank  is  come  to  wait  upon  you. 

Pal.  Well,  I  cannot  help  it — you  muft  bring  him  up; 
he  knows  I  don't  go  abroad.  [Exit  Jeremy. 

Sea  fid.  Pox  on  him,  I'll  be  gone. 

Val.  No,  pr'ythee  Hay  :  Tattle,  and  you  fhould  never 
be  afunder ;  you  are  light  ana  fhadow,  and  mew  one 
another.  He  is  perfectly  thy  reverfe  both  in  humour 

and 
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.and  undei {landing;  and  as  you  fet  up  for  defamation, 
he  is  a  mender  cf  reputations. 

Scand.  A  mender  of  reputations !  ay,  juft  as  he  is  a 
keeper  of  fecrets,  another  virtue  that  he  fets  up  for 
in  the  fame  manner.  For  the  rogue  will  {peak  aloud  in 
the  pofture  of  a  whifper ;  and  deny  a  woman's  name, 
while  he  gives  you  the  marks  of  her  perfon.  '  He  will 
*  forfwear  receiving  a  letter  from  her,  and  at  the  fame 
'  time  ihewyou  her  hand  in  the  fuperfcription  :  and  yet 
'  perhaps  he  has  counterfeited  the  hand  too,  and  fvvcrn 
'  to  a  truth ;  but  he  hopes  not  to  be  believed ;  and  re- 
'  fufes  the  reputation  of  a  lady's  favour,  as  a  doctor  fays 
'  no  to  a  bimoprick,  only  that  it  may  be  granted  him.' 
— In  fhort,  he  is  a  public  profeflbr  of  fecrecy,  and  makes 
proclamation  that  he  holds  private  intelligence.— He  is 
here. 

Enter  Tattle. 

Tatt.  Valentine,  good  morrow  :  Scandal,  I  am  yours 
—that  is,  when  you  fpeak  well  of  me. 

Scand.  That  is,  when  I  am  yours ;  for  while  I  am 
my  own,  or  anybody's  elfe,  that  will  never  happen. 

Fatt.  How  inhuman  ! 

VaL  Why,  Tattle,  you  need  not  be  much  concerned 
at  any  thing  that  he  fays  :  for  to  converfe  with  Scandal^ 
is  to  play  at  lojing  loadum  ;  you  muft  lofe  a  good  name 
to  him,  before  you  can  win  it  for  yourfelf. 

Tatt.  But  how  barbarous  that  is,  and  how  unfortu- 
nate for  him,  that  the  world  mail  think  the  better  of 
any  perfon  for  his  calumniation  ! — I  thank  Heaven,  it 
lias  always  been  a  part  of  my  character,  to  handle  the 
reputations  of  others  very  tenderly  indeed. 

Scawd.  Ay,  fuch  rotten  reputations  as  you  have  to 
deal  with  are  to  be  handled  tenderly  indeed. 

Tatt.  Nay,  why  rotten  ?  Why  mould  you  fay  rotten,, 
when  you  know  not  the  perfons  of  whom  you  fpeak  ? 
How  cruel  that  is ! 

Scand.  Not  know  them  ?  why,  thou  never  hadft  to  do 
with  any  body  that  did  not  flink  to  all  the  town. 

Tatt.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  nay,  now  you  make  a  jell  of  it 
indeed.  For  there  is  nothing  more  known,  than  that 

nobody 
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nobody  knows  any  thing  of  that  nature  of  me.  As  I 
hope  to  be  faved,  Valentine,  I  never  expofed  a  woman, 
fmce  I  knew  what  woman  Was. 

VaL  And  yet  you  have  converfed  with  feveral  ? 

Tatt.  To  be  free  with  you,  I  have — I  don't  care  if  t 
own  that — nay  more  (I'm  going  to  fay  a  bold  word  now) 
I  never  could  meddle  with  a  woman,  that  had  to  do 
with  any  body  elfe. 

ScanJ.  How! 

VaL  Nay,  faith,  I'm  apt  to  believe  him—  except  her 
huiband,  Tattle. 

Tatt.  Oh  that — 

Stand.  What  think  you  of  that  noble  commoner 
Mrs.  Drab? 

Faff,  Pooh,  I  know  Madam  Drab  has  made  her  brags 
in  three  or  four  places,  that  I  faid  this  and  that,  and 
writ  to  her,  and  did  I  know  not  what — but,  upon  my 
reputation,  me  did  me  wrong — well,  well,  that  was 
jnalice — but  I  know  the  bottom  of  it.  She  was  bribed 
to  that  by  one  we- all  know — a  man  too— only  to  bring 
me  into  difgrace  with  a  certain  woman  of  quality — 

Scand.  Whom  we  all  know. 

Tatt.  No  matter  for  that — Yes,  yes,  every  body 
knows — no  doubt  on't,  every  body  knows  my  fecrets ! 
— but  I  foon  fatisfied  the  lady  of  my  innocence ;  for  I 
told  her — madam,  fays  I,  there  are  fome  perfons  who 
make  it  their  bufmefs  to  tell  ftories,  and  fay  this  and 
that  of  one  and  the  other,  and  every  thing  in  the  world  ; 
and,  fays  I,  if  your  grace — 

Scand,    Grace  1 

Tatt.  O  lord,  what  have  I  faid? — my  unlucky  tongue ! 

Val.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Scand.  Why,  Tattle,  thou  haft  more  impudence  than 
one  can  in  reafon  expert :  I  mall  have  an  efteem  for 
thee — well,  and  ha,  ha,  ha!  well,  go  on,  and  what  did 
you  fay  to  her  grace  ? 

VaL  I  confcfs,  th's  is  fomething  extraordinary. 

Tatt.  Not  a  word,  as  I  hope  tobe  faved  ;  an  arrant 
Inpfits  lingua?  ! — Come,  let  us  talk  of  fomething  elfe. 

Fat.  Well,  but  how  did  you  acquit  yourfelf  ? 

Tatt. 
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Tatt.  Pooh,  pooh,  nothing  at  all,  I  only  raillied 
with  you. A  woman  of  ordinary  rank  was  a  little- 
jealous  pf  me,  and  I  told  her  fomething  or  other • 

faith,  I  know  nut  what.— — Come,  let's  talk  of  fome- 
thing elle.  [Hums  afong* 

Scand,  Hang  him,  let  him  alone  ;  he  has  a  mind  we 
Ihculd  inquire. 

'Tatt.  Valentine,  I  fupped  lafl  night  with  your  mifirefs, 
and  her  uncle  old  Fcref.ght :  I  think  your  father  lies  at 
fert/irkfa. 

Vol.  Yes. 

Tatt,   Upon  my  foul,    Angelica's  a  fine  woman. 

And  fo  is  Mrs.  Forcjigbt,  and  her  iifler  Mrs.  Frail. 

Scand.  Yes,  Mrs.  Frail  is  a  very  fine  woman  ;  we  all 
know  her. 

Tatt.  Oh,  that  is  not  fair. 

Scand.  What  ? 

Tatt.   To  tell. 

Scand.  To  tell  what?  Why,  what  do  you  know  of 
Mrs.  Frail  ? 

Tatt.  Who  I  ?  Upon  honour  I  don't  know  whether 
fhe  be  man  or  woman  ;  bi-t  by  the  fmootlmefs  of  her 
chin,  and  roundnefe  of  her  hips. 

Scand.   No! 

Tatt.   No. 

Scand.  She  fays  otherwife. 

Tr.it.   ImpofTible  ! 

Scand.    Yes,  faith.      Afk  Valentine  elfe. 

Tatt.  Why  then,  as  I  hope  to  be  iaved,  I  believe  a 
woman  only  obliges  a  man  to  fecrecy,  that  ihe  may  have 
the  pleafure  of  te.ling  herfelf. 

Scand.  No  doubt  on  it.  W'ell,  but  has  fi>c  done  you 
wrong,  or  no  ?  You  have  had  her  ?  ha  ? 

Tatt.  Though  I  have  more  honour  than  to  tell  firft  ; 
I  \\:-.-.  j  more  manners  than  to  contradict  what  a  lady  has 
declared. 

Scand.   Well,  you  own  it? 

Tatt.  I  am  Itrangely  furpm.ed  !  Yes,  yes,  I  cannot 
deny  ;.t,  if  iTie  taxes  me  with  it. 

Scand.  She'll  be  here  by  and  by  ;  fhe  fees  Valentine 
every  morning. 

Tatt. 
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Tatt.   How! 

Val.  She  does  me  the  favour— I  mean,  of  a  vi/it  fome- 
times.  I  did  not  think  {he  had  granted  more  to  any  body. 

Scand.  Nor  I,  faith. — But  Tattle  does  not  ufe  to  belie 
a  lady  ;  it  is  contrary  to  his  character— How  one  may 
be  deceived  in  a  woman,  Valentine! 

'Tatt.  Nay,  what  do  you  mean,  gentlemen  ? 

Scand.  I'm  refolved  I'll  afk  her. 

Tatt.   O  barbarous '.   Why  did  you  not  tell  me— — 

Scand.  No,  you  told  us. 

Tatt.   And  bid  me  a(k  Valentine? 

VaL  What  did  I  fay  ?  I  hope  you  won't  bring  me  to 
confeis  an  anfwer,  when  you  never  afked  me  the  queftion  ! 

Tatt.  But,  gentlemen,  this  is  the  moft  inhuman 
proceeding. — 

Fal.  Nay,  if  you  have  known  Scandal  thus  long,  and 
cannot  avoid  fuch  a  palpable  decoy  as  this  was,  the 
ladies  have  a  fine  time,  whofe  reputations  are  in  your 
keeping, 

Enter  Jeremy. 

Jer.  Sir,  Mrs.  Frail  has  fent,  to  know  if  you  are 
Sirring. 

Fal.  Shew  her  up  when  (he  comes.         [£#//' Jeremy. 

Tatt.  I'll  be  gone. 

Val.  You'll  meet  her. 

Tatt.  Is  there  not  a  back  way  ? 

Vol.  If  there  were,  you  have  more  discretion  than  ta 
give  Scandal,  fuch  an  advantage  :  why,  your  running 
away  will  prove  all  that  he  can  tell  her. 

Tatt.   Scandal,  you  will  not  be  fo  ungenerous. O, 

I  mall  lofe  my  reputation  of  feerecy  for  ever.— —I 
lhall  never  be  received  but  upon  public  days  ;  and  my 
rifits  will  ijever  be  admitted  beyond  a  drawing-room  : 
I  mail  never  fee  a  bed-chamber  again,  never  be 
locked  in  a  clofet,  nor  run  behind  a  fcreen,  or  under  a 
table ;  never  to  be  diftinguiiried  among  the  waiting- 
women  by  the  name  of  trufty  Mr.  Tattle  more. You 

will  not  be  fo  cruel  ? 

Val.  Scandal,  have  pity  on  him  ;  he'll  yield  to  any 
conditions. 

Tatt.  Any,  any  Terms. 

Scand. 
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Scaud.  Come  then,  facrifice  half  a  dozen  women  of 
good  reputation  to  meprefently.---Come,  where  are  you 
familiar  ? — And  fee  that  they  are  women  of  quality  too, 
the  hrit  quality. 

Tatt.  'Tis  very  hard.— Won't  a  baronet's  lady  pafs  ? 

Scand.   No,  nothing  under  a  right  honourable. 

Tatt.   O  inhuman  !   you  don't  expeft  their  names  ? 

Scand.  No,  their  titles  fhall  ferve. 

Tatt.  Alas,  that  is  the  fame  thing.  Pray  fpare  me 
their  titles ;  I'll  defcribe  their  perfons. 

Scand.  Well,  begin  then.  Bat  take  notice,  if  you  are  fo 
ill  a  painter,  that  I  cannot  know  the  perfon  by  your  pi:> 
ture  of  her,  you  muft  be  condemned,  like  other  bad 
painters,  to  write  the  name  at  the  bottom. 

Tat!.  Well,  firft  then  —  [Eater  Mrs.  Frail.]  O  unfor- 
tunate !  fhe's  come  already.  Will  you  have  patience  till 
another  time? — I'll  double  the  number. 

Scand.  Well,  on  that  condition — Take  heed  you  don't 
fail  me. 

Mrs  F.  I  fhall  get  a  fine  reputation,  by  coming  to  fee 
fellows  in  a  morning !  Scandal,  you  devil,  are  you  here  too  ? 
Oh,  Mr.  Tattle,  every  thing  is  fafe  with  you,  we  know. 

Scand.  Tattle  ! 

Tatt.  Mum — O,  madam,  you  do  me  too  much  honour. 

Vol.  Well.  Lady  Galloper,  how  fax*  Angelica? 

Mrs.  F.  AngelicA  ? — Manners  ! 

Vol.  What,  you  will  allow  an  abfent  lover — 

Mrs.  F.  No,  I'll  allow  a  lover  prefent  with  his  mif- 
trefs  to  be  particular — but  otherwife  I  think  his  pailion 
ought  to  give  place  to  his  manners. 

Val.  But  what  if  he  has  more  paffion  than  manners  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Then  let  him  marry,  and  reform. 

VaL  Marriage  indeed  may  qualify  the  fury  of  his  paflioa; 
but  it  very  rarely  mends  a  man's  manners. 

Mrs.  F.  You  are  the  moft  miilaken  in  the  world ; 
there  is  no  creature  perfedliy  civil,  but  a  hufband  :  for  in 
a  little  time  he  grows  only  rude  to  his  wife  ;  and  that  is  the 
higheil  good-breeding,  for  it  begets  his  civility  to  other 
people.  Well,  I'll  tell  you  news;  but,  I  fuppofe,  you 
hear  your  brother  Benjamin  is  landed.  And  my  brother 

Fortjifbt'i 
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Forefigkt's  daughter  is  come  out  of  the  country  — I  a/lure 
you,  there's  a  match  talked  of  by  the  old  people. — Well, 
if  he  but  as  great  a  iea-beail,  as  Ihe  is  a  land  moniter, 
we  (hall  have  a  molt  amphibious  breed— the  progeny 
will  be  all  otters  :  he  has  been  bred  at  fea,  and  Ihe  has 
never  been  out  of  the  country. 

7 ah  Pox  take  them  !  their  conjunction  bodes  me  no 
good,  I'm  fure. 

Mrs.  F.  Now  you  talk  of  conjunction,  my  brother 
forefifbt  has  cail  both  their  nativities,  and  prognoilicates 
an  admiral  and  an  eminent  juflice  of  the  peace  to  be  the 
ilTue  male  of  their  two  bodies.  'Tis  the  moil  fuperftitious 
old  fool  !  He  would  have  perfuaded  me,  that  this  was 
an  unluckv  day,  and  would  not  let  me  come  abroad  : 
but  I  invented  a  dream,  and  fent  him  to  Jfrlemia'ousfor 
interpretation,  and  fo  itole  out  to  fee  you.  Well,  and 
what  will  you  give  me  now  ?  Come,  I  mull  have  fome- 
thing. 

Val.  Step  into  the  next  room — and  I'll  give  you.fome- 
thing. 

Scand.  Ay,  we'll  all  give  you  fomething. 

Mrs.  F.  Well,  what  will  you  all  give  me  ? 

VaL  Mine's  a  fecret. 

Mrs.  F.  I  thought  you  would  give  me  fomething  that 
would  be  a  trouble  to  you  to  keep. 

VaL  And  Scandal  mall  give  you  a  good  name. 

Mrs.  F.  That's  more  than  he  has  for  himfelf.  And 
what  will  you  give  me,  Mr.  Tattle  ? 

Tatt,  I  ?  My  foul,  madam. 

Mrs.  F.  Pooh,  no,  I  thank  you,  I  have  enough  to  do  to 
take  care  of  my  own.  Well ;  but  I'll  corne  and  fee  you 
one  of  thefe  mornings  :  I  hear,  you  have  a  great  many 
pictures. 

Tatt.  I  have  a  pretty  good  collection,  at  your  fervice ; 
fome  originals. 

Scand.  Hang  him,  he  has  nothing  but  the  Seafons  and 
the  Twelve  C<efars,  paltry  copies  ;  and  the  Five  Stnfes, 
as  ill  reprefented  as  they  are  in  himfelf:  and  he  himfelf 
is  the  only  original  you  will  fee  there. 

Mrs  F.  Ay,  but  I  hear  he  has  a  clofet  of  beauties. 
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Scant?.  Yes,  all  that  have  done  him  favours,  if  you  will 
believe  him. 

Mrs.  F.  Ay,  let  me  fee  thofe,  Mr.  Tattle. 
Tatt.    Oh,  madam,  thofe  are  facred  to  love  and  con- 
templation.    No  mr.n   but  the  painter    and  mylelf  was 
ever  bleft  with  the  light. 

Mrs.  F.  Weil,  but  a  woman — 

7'att.  No  woman,  till  file  confentcdtohave  her  picture 
there  too — for  then  fhe  is  obliged  to  keep  the  fecret. 

Scand.  No,  no;  come  to  me  if  you'd  fee  pictures. 

Mrs.  F.  You? 

Scand.  Yes,  faith,  I  can  mew  you  your  own  picture, 
and  moft  of  your  acquaintance,  to  the  life,  and  as  like 
as  at  Kneller's. 

Mrs.  F.  O  lying  creature  \— Valentine,  does  not  he 
lie  ?— I  can't  believe  a  word  he  fays. 

Val.  No,  indeed,  he  fpeaks  truth  now:  for,  as  Tattle 
has  pictures  of  all  that  have  granted  him  favours,  he  has 
the  pictures  of  all  that  have  refufed  him-  if  fatires,  de- 
fcriptions,  characters,  and  lampoons,  are  pictures. 

Scaxet.  Yes,  mine  are  moft  in  black  and  white — and 
yet  there  are  fome  fet  out  in  their  true  colours,  both  men 
and  women.  I  can  fhew  you  pride,  folly,  affectation, 
ivantonnefs,  inconftancy,  covetoufnefs,  diffimulation, 
malice,  and  ignorance,  all  in  one  piece.  Then  I  can 
fliew  you  lying,  foppery,,  vanity,  cowardice,  bragging, 
1  lechery,  impotence,'  and  uglinefs,  in  another  piece  ; 
and  yet  one  of  thefe  is  a  celebrated  beauty,  and  'tother 
a  profefled  beau.  I  have  paintings  too,  fome  pleafant 
enough. 

Mrs   F.  Come,  let's  hear  them. 

Scand.  Why,  1  have  a  beau  in  a  bagnio,  cupping  for 
a  complexion,  and  fweating  for  a  Ihape. 

Mrs.  F.  So ! 

Scand.  Then  I  have  a  lady  burning  brandy  in  a  cel- 
lar with  a  hackney-ccachrian. 

Mrs.  F.  O  devil!  well,  but  that  ftory  is  not  true. 

Scand.  I  have  fome  hieroglyphicks  too.  J  have  a 
lawyer,  with  a  hundred  hands,  two  heads,  and  but  one 
{ace ;  a  divine  with  two  faces,  and  one  head  ;  and  I  have 

afol- 
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a  foldler,  with  his  brains  in  his  belly,  and  his  heart 
where  his  head  fhouid  be. 

Mrs.  F.  And  no  head? 

Stand.  No  head. 

Mis.  F.  Pooh,  this  is  all  invention.  Have  you  never  a 
poet  ? 

Scant! .  Yes,  I  have  a  poet,  weighing  words  and  felling 
praiie  for  praife  ;  and  a  critick,  picking  his  pocket.  '  I 
'  have  another  large  piece  too,  reprefenting  a  fchool  ; 

*  where  there  are  huge  proportioned  criticks,  with  long 

*  wigs,  laced  coats,  Steinkerk  cravats  and  terrible  faces ; 

*  with  catcalls  in  their  hands,  and  horn-books   about 

*  their  necks.'  I  have  many  more  of  this  kind,  very  well 
painted,  as  you  mall  fee. 

Mrs.  F.  Well,  I'll  come,  if  it  be  "but  todifprove  you. 
Enter  Jeremy. 

jfer.  Sir,  here's  the  Reward  again  from  your  father. 

Val.  I'll  come  to  him. — Will  you  give  me  leave  ?  I'll 
wait  on  you  again  prefently. 

Mis  JT.  No,  I'll  be  gone.  Come,  who  fquires  me  to 
The  Exchange?  I  muftcall  on  my  fitter  Forefeght  there. 

Scand.  1  will :  I  have  a  mind  to  your  lifter. 

Mrs.  F.  Civil  ! 

Tatt.  I  will ;   becaufe  I  have  a  tendre  for  your  ladyfliip, 

Mrs.  F.  That's  fomewhat  the  better  reafon,  to  my 
•opinion. 

Scand.  Well,  if  Tattle  entertains  you,  I  have  the  bet- 
ter opportunity  to  engage  your  fiicer. 

Vol.  Tell  Angelica,  I  am  about  making  hard  con- 
ditions, to  come  abroad,  and  be  at  liberty  to  fee  her. 

Scand  I'll  give  an  account  of  you  and  your  proceedings. 
If  indiicrction  be  a  fign  of  love,  you  are  the  moil  a  lover 
of  any  body  that  I  know.  You  fancy  that  parting  with 
your  eiiate  will  help  you  to  your  miftrefs. — In  my  mind, 
'he  is  a  thoughtlefs  adventurer, 

Who  hopes  to  pur  chafe  wealth  by  /filing  land ; 

Or  win  a  mijtrefs  with  a  lofing  hand.  {Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT        II. 

A  rcorr.in  Forcfight'j  kcufe. 
Enter  Forefight  and  Servant. 

For.   FT  E  Y-D  A  Y  !  What,  are  all  the  women  of  my 
£~1    family  abroad  ?  Is  not  my  wife  come  home  t 
nor  my  filter  ?  nor  my  daughter  ? 

Serv.  No,  fir. 

Ff.r.  Mercy  on  us !  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  it J 
fine  the  moon  is  in  all  her  fortitudes !  Is  my  niece  An- 
gelica at  home  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  fir. 

For.  I  believe  you  lie,  fir. 

Serv.  Sir. 

For.  I  fay,  you  lie,  fir.  It  is  impoffible  that  any  thing 
fhould  be  as  I  would  have  it ;  for  I  was  born,  fir,  when 
the  crab  was  afcending;  and  all  my  affairs  go  backward. 

Serv.  I  can't  tell  indeed,  fir. 

For.  No,  I  know  you  can't,  fir.  But  I  can  tell,  and 
foretell,  fir.  [Enter  Nurfe.]  Kurfe,  v/here's  your  young 
miftrefs  ? 

Nurfe.  Wee'ft  heart !  I  know  not,  they're  none  of 
them  come  home  yet.  Poor  child,  I  warrant  ihe's  fond 
of  feeing  the  town  ! — Marry,  pray  heaven  they  have 
given  her  any  dinner  ! — Good  lack-a-day,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
O  ftrange  ;  I'll  vow  and  fwear  now,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  marry, 
and  did  you  ever  fee  the  like  ? 

For.   Why,  how  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Nurfe.  Pray  Heaven  fend  your  \vorfhip  good  luck! 
marry,  and  amen,. with  all  my  heart  !  for  you  have  put 
on  one  flocking  with  the  wrong  fide  outward. 

For.'  Ha,  how  ?  Faith  and  troth,  I'm  glad  of  it :  and 
fo  I  have;  that  may  be  good  luck  in  troth ;  in  troth  it 
may,  very  good  luck  :  nay  I  have  had  fome  omens.  I 
got  out  of  bed  backwards  too  this  morning,  without 
premeditation  ;  pretty  good  that  too.  But  then  I  {tum- 
bled coming  down  flairs,  and  met  a  weafel ;  bad  omens 
thofe  !  -Some  bad,  fome  good  ;  our  lives  are  checquered  : 
mirth  and  forrow,  want  and  plenty,  right  and  day, 


L  0  V  E    F  O  R    L  O  V  E.  23 

make  up  our  time.— But,  in  troth,  I  am  pleafed  at  my 
flocking— very  well  pleafed  at  my  flocking  !— Oh,  here's 
my  neice  !— Sirrah,  go  tell  Sir  Sampfcn  Legend  I'll  wait 
on  him  if  he's  at  leifure. — 'Tis  now  three  o'clock,  a  very 
good  hour  for  bufmefs ;  Mercury  governs  this  hour. 

\Exit  Servant. 
Enter  Angelica. 

Ang.  Is  it  not  a  good  hour  for  pleafure  tco,  uncle  ? 
pray  lend  me  your  coach  ;  mine's  out  of  order. 

For.  What,  would  you  be  gadding  too  ?  Sure  all  fe- 
males are  mad  to-day.— It  is  of  evil  portent,  and  bodes 
mifchief  to  the  matter  of  a  family. — I  remember  an  old 
prophecy,  written  by  Me/abalab  'the  Arabian,  and  thus 
translated  by  a  reverend  Buckingham/hire  bard  : 

When  houfe-ivifes  all  the  houfeforfake, 
And  leave  good  men  to  brc^w  and  baket 
Without  en  guile,   then  be  it  faid, 
*That  houfe  doth  ft  and  upon  its  head ; 
And  ^when  the  head  is  Jet  in  ground. 
No  mar'!,  if  it  be  fruitful  found. 

Fruitful,  the  head  fruitful  :  that  bodes  horns ;  the  fruit 
of  the  head  is  horns  1 — Dear  niece,  flay  at  home — for 
by  the  head  of  the  houfe  i.5  meant  the  hufband ;  the 
prophecy  needs  no  explanation. 

Aug.  Well,  but  I  can  neither  make  you  a  cuckold, 
ancle,  by  going  abroad  j  nor  fecure  you  from  being  one, 
by  flaying  at  home. 

For.  Yes,  yes ;  while  there's  one  woman  left,  the 
prophecy  is  not  in  full  force. 

Ang.  But  my  inclinations  are  in  force.  I  have  a 
mind  to  go  abroad  ;  and  if  you  won't  lend  me  your 
coach,  I'll  take  a  hackney,  or  a  chair ;  and  leave  you  to 
ereft  a  fcheme,  and  find  who's  in  conjunction  with  your 
wife.  Why  don't  you  keep  her  at  home,  if  you're  jea- 
lous of  her  when  Ihe's  abroad  ?  You  know  my  aunt  is  a 
little  retrograde  (as  you  call  it)  in  her  nature.  Uncle, 
I'm  afraid  you  are  not  Lord  of  the  Afcendant  !  ha, 
ha,  ha! 

For.  Well,  Jill-flirt,  you  are  very  pert — and  always 
ridiculing  that  celeftial  fcjen««. 

Ang. 
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Ang;  Nay,  uncle,  don't  be  angry. — If  you  are,  I'll 
reap  up  all  your  falfe  prophecies,  ridiculous  dreams, 
and  idle  divinations.  I'll  fwear,  you  are  a  nuifance  to 
the  neighbourhood. — What  abuftle  did  you  keep  againlt 
t'he  laft  invisible  eclipfe,  laying  in  provifion  as  it  were 
for  a  liege  !  What  a  world  of  fire  and  candle,  matches 
and  tinderboxes,  did  you  purchafe  !  One  would  have 
thought  we  were  ever  after  to  live  under  ground  ;  or  at 
leaft  making  a  voyage  to  Greenland,  to  inhabit  there  all 
the  dark,  feafon. 

For,  Why,  you  malapert  flut ! 

Aug.  Will  you  lend  me  your  coach  ?  or  I'll  go  on. — 
Nay,  I'll  declare  how  you  prophefied  Popery  was  com- 
ing, only  becaufe  the  butier  had  miflaid  fome  of  the 
apoflle  fpoons,  and  thought  they  were  loft.  Away  went 
religion  and  fpoon-meat  together  !  —  Indeed,  uncle,  I'll 
indite  you  for  a  wizard. 

For.  How,  huffy !  was  there  ever  fuch  a  provoking 
minx  ? 

Nurfe.  O  merciful  father,  how  {lie  talks ! 
Ang.  Yes,  I  can  make  oath    of  your  unlawful  mid- 
night practices ;  you  and  the  old  nurfe  there. 

Nurfe.  Marry,  heaven  defend  ! — I  at  midnight  prac- 
tices ! — O  Lord,  what's  here  t-o  do  ? — I  in  unlawful  do- 
ings with  my  matter's  worfhip  ! — Why,  did  you  ever 
hear  the  like  now? — Sir,  did  ever  I  do  any  thing  of 
your  midnight  concerns— but  warm  your  bed,  and  tuck 
you  up,  and  fct  the  candle  and  your  tobacco-box  and 
your  urJHal  by  you,  and  now  and  then  rub  the  foles  of 
vour  feet  ? — O  Lord,  I ! — 

Avg.  Yes,  I  faw  you  together,  through  the  key-hole 
of  the  clofct,  one  night,  like  Saul  and  the  witch  of 
pndor,  turning  the  fieve  and  fheers,  and  pricking  your 
thumbs,  to  write  poor  innocent  fervants  names  in  blood, 
about  a  little  nutmeg-grater,  which  fhe  had  forgot  in 
the  caudle-cup. — Nay,  I  know  fomething  worfe,  if  I 
wouid  fpeak  of  it ! 

For.  I  defy  you,  huffy  ;  but  I'll  remember  this.  I'll 
be  revenged  on  you,  cockatrice  ;  I'll  hamper  yuu — You 
have  your  fortune  in  your  own  hands — but  I'll  find  a 

way 
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way  to  make  your  lover,  your  prodigal  fpendthrift  gal- 
lant, Valentine,  pay  for  all,  I  will. 

Arg.  Will  you  ?  I  care  not ;  but  all  {hall  out  then.— 

*  Look  to  it,  nurfe  ;  I  can  bring  witnefs  that  you  have 

*  a  great  unnatural  teat  under  your  left  arm,   and  he 
'  another ;  and   that  you  fuckle  a  young  devil,  in  the 

*  fhape  of  a  tabby-cat,  by  turns ;  I  can 

*  Nurfe.  A  teat,  a  teat,  I  an  unnatural  teat !  O  the 
'  falfe  flanderous  thing !  feel,  feel  here,  if  I  have  any 

*  thing  but  like  another  ChrilHan  !  [Crying. 

For.  I  will  have  patience,  fince  it  is  the  will  of  the 
liars  I  mould  be  thus  tormented — this  is  the  effect  of 
the  malicious  conjunctions  and  oppositions  in  the  third 
houfe  of  my  nativity;  there  the  curfe  of  kin-dred  was 
foretold. — But  1  will  h?.ve  my  doors  locked  up  I'll 
punim  you  ;  not  a  man  fhall  enter  my  houfe. 

Ang.  Do,  uncle,  lock  them  up  quickl),  before  my 

aunt  comes  home you'll  have  a  letter  for  Alimony 

tc-morrow  morning! But  let  me  be  gone  firfl ;  and 

then  let  no  mankind  come  near  the  houfe  :  but  converfe 
with  fpirits  and  the  celeftial  figns,  the  Bull,  and  the  Ram, 
and  the  Gcat.  Blefs  me  !  there  are  a  great  many  horned 
beafts  among  the  twelve  figns,  uncle  !  but  cuckolds  ga 
to  Heaven  ! 

For.  But  there's  but  one  virgin  among  the  twelve 
fgns,  fpit  fire  ! but  one  virgin  ! 

Ang.  Nor  there  had  not  been  that  one,  if  fhe  had 
had  to  do  with  any  thing  but  aftrologers,  uncle !  that 
makes  my  aunt  go  abroad. 

For.  How  ?  how  !  is  that  the  reafon  ?  Come,  you 
know  fomething ;  tell  me,  and  I'll  forgive  you  ;  do, 

good  niece. Come,  you  mall  have  my  coach  and 

Jiorfes faith  and  troth,  you  mail. Does  my  wife 

complain  ?  Come,  I  know  women  tell  one  another. — 
She  is  young  and  fanguine,  has  a  wanton  hazel  eye, 
and  was  born  under  Gemini,  which  may  incline  her  to 
fociety  ;  me  has  a  mole  upon  her  lip,  with  a  moift  palm, 
and  an  open  liberality  on  the  mount  of  Venus. 

Ang.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

For.  Do  you  laugh  ? Well,  gentlewoman,  I'll 

B  —But 
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--But  come,    be  a  good  girl,  don't  perplex   your  poor 
uncle  !  Tell  me— -won't  you  (peak  ?   Odd,  I'll— 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir  Sampfon   is    coming  down,    to  wait    upon 

you,  fir.  [Exit. 

dng.  Good   b'ye,    uncle. — Call    me   a   chair.— I'll 

find  out  my  aunt,  and  tell  her,  (he  mull  not  come  home. 

[Exit. 

For.  I  am  fo  perplexed  and  vexed,  I  am  not  fit  to 
receive  him  ;  I  mall  icarce  recover  myfelf  before  the 
hourbepp.il.  Go,  nurle  ;  tell  Sir  Samp  Jon  I'm  ready 
to  wait  on  him. 

Nurfe.   Yes,    fir.  [Exif, 

For.  Weil— v/hy,  if  I  was  born  to  be  a  cuckold, 
there's  no  more  to  be  faid  '.—-He  is  here  already. 

Enter  Sir  Sampfon  -tuifb  a  paper. 

Sir 'S.  TNI  or  no  more  to  be  done,  old  boy;  that  is 
plain— -hevA  it  is,  I  have  it  in  my  hand,  old  Ptolemy ; 
I'll  make  the  ungracious  prodigrJ  know  who  begat  him  ; 
I  will,  old  Ncftrodanus.  What,  I  warrant,  my  fon 
thought  nothing  belonged  to  a  father,  but  foigivenefs 
and 'affection ;  no  authority,  no  correction,  no  arbitrary 
power— nothing  to  be  done,  but  for  him  to  offend, 
zmd  me  to  pardon  !  I  warrant  you,  if  he  danced  till 
Doomfday,  he  thought  1  was  to  pay  the  piper.  Well, 
but  here  it  is  under  black  and  \\\\tf.e,Jtg?iatuM,  Jigiilatum, 
and  detr&erfftKst—.-thatj  as  foon  as  my  Ion  Benjamin  is  ar- 
rived, he  is  to  make  over  to  him  his  right  cf  inheri, 
tance.  Where's  my  daughter  that  is  to  be^--ha !  old 
I^crlin  ?  Body  o'  me,  I'm  fo  glad  I'm  revenged  on 
this  undutiful  rogue  ! 

Fcr.  Odfo,  letrnefee;  let  me  fee  the  paper.-  — Ay, 
fuith  and  troth,  here  it  is,  if  it  will  but  hold— I  wilh 
things  were  done,  and  the  conveyance  made.-— When 
\vas  this  figncd  ?  What  hour  r  Odfo,  yea  mould  have 
cpnfulted  me  for  the  time.  Well,  but  we'll  makehaite. 
Sir  S.  Haile  ;  ay,  ay,  haftc  enough ;  my  fon  Ben 
will  be  in  town  to-night-— I  have  ordered  my  lawyer  to 
draw  up  writings  of  fcttlcment  and  jointure— all  mail 
be  done  to-night.-— No  matter  for  the  time;  pr'ythee, 
brother  /V»v/7« ///,  leave  fuperltiticn.— Pox  o'th'  time; 

there's 
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there's  no  time  but  the  time  prefent ;  there's  no  more 
to  be  faid  of  what's  paft ;  and  all  that  is  to  come  will 
happen.  If  the  fun  mine  by  day,  and  the  flars  by 
night— why,  we  (hall  know  one  another's  faces  without 
the  help  of  a  candle  ;  and  that's  all  the  ftars  are  good  for. 

For.  How,  how,  Sir  Sanpfon  ?  that  all  ?  Give  me 
•leave  to  contradict  you,  and  tell  you,  you  are  ignorant. 

Sir  S.  I  tell  you,  I  am  wife  :  vndfapzexs  dominabitnr 
oftris  ;  there's  Latin  far  you  to  prove  it,  and  an  argu- 
ment to  confound  your  Epbemeris. ---Ignorant !.--!  tell 
you,  I  have  travelled,  old  Fercu,  and  know  the  globe. 
I  have  feen  the  Antipodes,  where  the  fun  rifes  at  mid- 
night, and  fets  at  noon-day. 

For.  But  1  tell  you,  I  have  travelled,  and  travelled  in 
the  celeftial  fphtres  ;  know  the^gfis  and  ih^  planets,  and 
their  houfes  ;  can  judge  of  motions  direct  and  retro- 
grade, of  fextiles,  quadrates,  trines  and  opfojttions ,  fiery 
'irigcns,  and  aquatical  trigovs  ;  know  whether  life  (half 
be  long  or  fhort,  happy  or  unhappy  ;  whether  difeafes 
are  curable  or  incurable ;  if  journeys  fhall  be  proiper- 
ous,  undertakings  fuccefsful ;  or  goods  ilolen  reco- 
vered :  I  know— 

Sir  5.  1  know  the  length  of  the  emperor  of  China's 
foot;  have  kiffed  the  Great  Mogul's  flipper,  and  rid  a 
hunting  upon  an  elephant  with  the  Cham  of  Tartary.— 
Body  o'me,  I  have  made  a  cuckold  of  a  king;  and  the 
prefent  majefty  of  Bantam  is  the  iflue  of  thefe  loins. 

For.  I  know  when  travellers  lie  or  fpeak  truth,  when 
they  dcn't  know  it  themfelves. 

Sir  S.  I  have  known  an  afirologer  made  a  cuckold  in 
t\-,e  twinkling  of  a  flar ;  and  feen  a  conjuror,  that  could 
not  keep  the"devil  out  of  his  wife's  circle. 

Fcr.  What,  does  he  twit  me  with  my  wife  too  ?  I 
muft  be  better  informed  of  this.  \_AJide. "\— Do  you 
meJm.my  wife,  Sir  Samp/on  ?  Though  you  made  a  cuckold 
of  the  llbg  of  Bantam,  yet  by  the  body  of  the  fun—- 
Sir S.  By  the  horns  of  the  moon,  you  would  fay, 
brother  Capricorn. 

For.   Capricorn   in    your  teeth,  thou  modern  Mande- 

<v-;/Ie,    Ferdinand  Mcndrz  Pinto  was    but  a  type   of  thee, 

thou  liar  of  tke  firit  magnitude.    Take  back  yo'ur  paper 
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of  inheritance  ;  fend  your  fon  to  fea  again.  I'll  wed 
my  daughter  to  an  Egyptian  mummy,  ere  me  ihall  in- 
corporate with  a  contemner  of  fciences,  andadefamer  of 
virtue. 

Sir  S.  Body  o'me,  I  have  gone  too  far— I  muft  not 
provoke  honeft  Albumazar.— An  Egyptian  mummy  is 
an  illuilrious  creature,  my  triiity  hieroglyphick  ;  and 
may  have  fignifications  of  futurity  about  him.  Odibud, 
I  would  my  fon  were  an  Egyptian  mummy  for  thy  fake. 
What,  thou  art  net  angry  for  a  jeft,  my  good  Ilaly  ? 
— I  reverence  the  Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars,  with  all  my 
heart.— What,  I'll  make  thee  a  prefent  of  a  mummy. 
Now  I  think  on't,  body  o'me,  I  have  a  moulder  of  an 
Egyptian  king,  that  I  purloined  from  one  of  the  pyra- 
mids, powdered  with  hieroglyphicks ;  thcu  malt  have 
it  brought  home  to  thy  houie  ;  and  make  an  entertain- 
ment for  all  the  Pkilcmatbs,  and  ftudents  in  phyfick  and 
aftrology,  in  and  about  London. 

For.   But  what  do  you  know  of  my  wife,  Sir  Sampfon? 

Sir  S.  Thy  wife  is  a  conftellation  of  virtues ;  ihe  is 
the  Moon,  and  thou  art  the  man  in  the  Moon  :  nay,  me 
is  more  illuftrious  than  the  Moon ;  for  ihe  has  her 
chaftity,  without  her  inconftancy :  'sbtid,  I  was  but 
in  jeft.  {Enter  Jeremy.]  How  now?  who  fen t  for  you, 
ha?  what  would  you  have  ? 

For.  Nay,  if  you  were  but  in  jeft!— Who's  that 
fellow  ?  I  don't  like  his  phyfiognomy. 

Sir  S.  [to  Jeremy.}  My  fon,  fir?  what  fon  fir  ?  my 
fon  Benjamin,  ha  ? 

Jer.  No,  fir,  Mr.  Valentine,  my  mafter ;— it  is  the 
firft  time  he  has  been  abroad  fince  his  conf.nement,  and 
he  comes  to  pay  his  duty  to  you. 

Sir  S.  Well,  fir. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Jer.   He  is  here,  fir. 

Vol.  Your  bleffing,  fir  ! 

Sir  S.  You've  had  it  already,  fir  ;  I  think  I  fcnt  it 
you  to-day  in  a  bill  of  four  thoufand  pounds. — A  great 
deal  of  money,  brother  Fonjigbt  ! 

For.  Av,  indeed,  Sir  Sampjon,  a  great  deal  of  money 
for  a  yourig  n;an ;  I  wonder  what  he  can  do  with  it ! 

Sir 
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Sir  S.  Body  o'me,  fo  do  I. — Hark  ye,  Valentine,  if 
there  be  too  much,  refund  the  fuperfluity  ;  doft  hear, 
boy  ? 

'VaL  Superfluity,  fir  !  it  will  fcarce  pay  my  debts.--- 
I  hope  you  will  have  more  indulgence,  than  to  oblige 
me  to  thofe  hard  conditions  which  my  neceffity  figned  to, 

Sir  S.  Sir  !  how  ?  I  befesch  you,  what  were  you 
pleafed  to  intimate,  concerning  indulgence? 

Val.  Why,  fir,  that  you  would  not  go  to  the  extre- 
mity of  the  conditions,  but  releafe  me  at  leaft  fro,m  fomc 
part. 

Sir  S.  O,  fir,  I  nncerftand  you — that's  all,  ha  ? 

Val.  Yes,  fir,  all  that  I  prefume  to  afk.— But  what 
you,  out  of  f.uherly  fcndnefs,  will  be  pleafed  to  add, 
{hall  be  doubly  welcome. 

Sir  5".  No  doubt  of  it,  fiveet  fir,  but  ynur  filial  piety 
and  my  fatherly  fondnefs  would  fit  like  two  tallies. — 
Here's  a  rogue,  brother  Forefgbt,  makes  a  bargain  under 
hand  and  feal  in  the  morning,  and  would  be  releafed 
from  it  in  the  afternoon ;  here's  a  rogue,  dog  ;  here's 
conference  and  honefty !  this  is  your  wit  now,  this  is 
the  morality  of  your  wits !  you  are  a  wit,  and  have  been 

a  beau,  and  may  be  a Why  firrah,    is  it  not  here 

under  hand  and  feal  ?---Can  you  deny  it  ? 

Val.  Sir,  I  don't  deny  it. 

Sir  S.  Sirrah,  you'll  be  hanged  ?  I  mail  live  to  fee 
you  go  up  Holbcrn- Hill. — Has  he  not  a  rogue's  face  ? 
— Speak,  brother;  you  underftand  phyliognomy,  2 
hanging  look,  to  me---of  all  my  boys  the  moil  unlike 
ine  ;  he  has  a  damn'd  Tyburn  face,  without  the  benefit 
of  the  clergy. 

For.  Hum  ! — truly,  I  don't  care  to  difcourage  a  young- 
man-— he  has  a  violent  death  in  his  face  ;  but  I  hope  no 
danger  of  hanging. 

Val.  Sir,  is  this  ufage  for  your  fon  ? — For  that  old 
weather-headed  fool,  I  know  how  to  laugh  at  him ;  but 
you,  fir--- 

Sir  S.  You,  fir;  and  you,  fir.— Why,  who  are  you,  fir-— 

Val.   Your  fon,  fir. 

Sir  S.  That's  more  than  I  know,  fir :  and  I  believe  not. 

VaL  Faith  „  I  hope  not. 

6  .Sir 
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Sir  S.  What,  would  you  have  your  mother  a  whore  ? 
'Ud  you  ever  hear  the  like  ?  did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 
body  o'me — 

FaL  I  would  have  an  excufe  for  your  barbarity  ar.d 
unnatural  ufage. 

Sir  S.  Excufe  ?— Impudence !  Why,  firrah,  mayn't 
I  do  what  I  pleafe  ?  are  not  you  my  {lave  ?  did  not  i 
•  beget  you  ?  and  might  not  I  have  chofen  whether  I 
would  have  begot  you  or  no  ?  Oons,  who  are  you  ! 
whence  came  you  ?  what  brought  you  into  the  world  ? 
how  came  you  here,  fir  ?  here,  to  ftand  here,  upon  thofe 
two  legs,  and  look  erecT;  with  that  audacious  face,  hah  ? 
Anfwer  me  that.  Did  you  come  a  voluntier  into  the 
world?  or  did  I,  with  the  lawful  authority  of  a  parent, 
prefs  you  to  the  fervice  ? 

Vol.  I  know  no  more  why  I  came,  than  you  do  why 
you  called  me.  But  here  I  am;  and  if  you  don't  mean 
to  provide  for  me,  I  Genre  you  would  leave  me  as  you 
found  me. 

Sir  S.  With  all  my  heart.  Come,  uncafe,  ftrip,  and 
go  naked  out  of  the  world  as  you  came  into  it. 

/'"«/.  My  cloaths  are  foon  put  off— but  you  muft  alfo 
divert  me  of  my  reafon,  thought,  pafiions,  inclinations, 
affections,  appetites,  fenfes,  and  the  huge  train  of  atten- 
dants that  you  begot  along  with  me. 

Sir  S.  Body  o'me,  what  a  many-headed  monjder  have 
I  propagated  ! 

F/zL  I  am,  of  myfelf,  a  plain,  eafy,  fimple  creature; 
and  to  be  kept  at  fmall  expence  :  but  the  retinue  that  you 
ga",  e  me  are  craving  and  invincible  ;  they  are  fo  many 
devi.Is  that  you  have  raifed,  and  will  have  employment, 

Sir  S.  O,pi)s,  what  had  I  to  do  to  get  children  ? — 
can't  a  private  man  be  born  without  all  thefe  follow- 
ers ? — Why  nothing  under  an  emperor  fhould  be  born 
with  appetites — why,  at  this  rate,  a  fellow  that  has  but 
a  groat  in  his  pocket  may  have  a  itomach  capable  of  a 
ten  milling  ordinary. 

Jer.  Nay  that's  as  clear  as  the  fun  ;  I'll  make  oath 
of  it  before  any  juiHce  in  Middle/ex. 

Sir  S.  Here's  a  cormorant  too  ! — 'S'heart  this  fellow 
was  not  born  with  you  ?— I  did  not  beget  him,  did  I  ? 
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Jet.  By  the  provifion  that's  made  for  me,  you  might 
have  begot  me  too. — Nay,  and  to  tell  your  worlhip  an- 
other truth,  I  believe  you  did  ;  for  I  find  I  was  born  with 
thofe  fame  whorefon  Rppetites  too  that  my  mafter  fpeaks 
of. 

Sir  •!?.  Why  look  you  there  now  ! — I'll  maintain  it, 
that,  by  the  rule  of  right  reafon,  this  fellow  ought  to 
have  been  born  without  a  palate. — 'S'heart,  what  ihoulcl 
he  do  with  a  diltinguiftung  taile  ? — I  warrant  now,  he'd 
rather  eat  a  pheafant,  than  a  piece  of  poor  Jehu— and 
fmell,  now ;  why,  I  warrant,  he  can  fmell,  and  loves 
perfumes  above  a  ftink — why  there's  it ;  and  muiick — 
don't  you  love  mufick,  fcoundrel  ? 

Jer.  Yes,  I  have  a  reafonable  good  ear,  fir,  as  to  jiggs 
and  country  dances,  and  the  like  ;  I  don't  much  matter 
your  Solo's  or  Sonata's  ;  they  give  me  the  fpleen. 

Sir  S.  The  fpleen  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  pox  confound  you  ! 
—Solo's  or  Sonata' s  ?  Oons,  whofe  ion  are  you  ?  how 
were  you  engendered,  muckworm  ? 

yer.  I  am,  by  my  father,  the  fon  of  a  chairman  ;  my 
mother  fold  oyliers  in  winter,  and  cucumbers  in  fum- 
mer ;  and  I  came  up  flairs  into  the  world  ;  for  I  was 
born  in  a  cellar. 

For.  By  your  looks,  you  fhould  go  up  ftairs  out  of  the 
world  too,  friend. 

Sir  S.  And  if  this  rogue  were  anatomized  now,  and 
difTe&ed,  lie  has  his  veiTels  of  digeftion  and  concodlion, 
and  fo  forth,  large  enough  for  the  infide  of  a  cardinal  ; 
this  fon  of  a  cucumber  ! — thefe  things  are  unaccountable 
and  unreafonable.-— Body  o'me,  why  was  not  I  a  bear, 
that  my  cubs  might  have  lived  upon  fucking  their  paws  ? 
nature  has  been  provident  only  to  bears  and  fpiders :  the 
one  has  its  nutriment  in  his  own  hands  ;  and  the  other 
fpins  his  habitation  out  of  his  own  entrails. 

Val.  Fortune  was  provident  enough  to  fupply  all  the 
neceffities  of  my  nature,  if  I  had  my  right  of  inheritance. 

Sir  S.  Again  !  Oons,  han't  you  four  thoufand  pounds  ? 
—If  I  had  it  again,  I  would  not  give  thee  a  groat.— 
What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  turn  pelican,  and  feed  thee 
out  of  my  own  vitals-— Od (heart,  live  by  your  wits-- 
you  were  always  fond  of  the  wits.— Now  let's  fee  if  you 
B  4  have 
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have  wit  enough  to  keep  yourfelf.— Your  brother  will 
be  in  town  to-night,  or  to-morrow  morning;  and  then 
look  you  perform  covenants ;  and  fo  your  friend  and 
iervant.— -Ccrae,  brother  Forejlght. 

\Exeunt  Sir  Satnpfcn  and  Forejigbt. 

Jer.  I  told  you  what  your  vifit  would  come  to. 

Pal.  'Tis  as  much  as  I  expefted— I  did  not  come  to 

fee  him  :  1  came  to  Angelica  ;  but,   fince  me  was  gone 

abroad,  it  was  erJily  turned  another  way,    and  at  leaft 

looked  well  on  my  ilde.     What's  here  ?   Mrs.  Fcrejight 

and  Mrs.  Frail!  They  are  earner!:— I'll  avoid  them. — 

Come  this,  way,  and  go  and  inquire  when  Angelica  will 

return.  \_Exeunt. 

r^  Enter  Mrs.  Forefight  and  Mrs.  Frail. 

I      Mrs.  F.  What  have  you  to  do  to  watch   me  ?  'Slife, 

I'll  do  what  I  pleafe. 

Mr*.  For.  You  will  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Yes,  marry,  will  I.— A  great  piece  of  bufi- 
Ttefs,  to  goto  Coiient  Garden,  to  take  a  turn  in  a  hackney 
coach  with  one's  friend. 

Mrs.  For.  Nay,  two  or  three  turns,  I'll  take  my  oath. 

Mrs.  F.  Well,  what  if  I  took  twenty  !---!  warrant, 
if  you  had  been  there,  it  had  been  only  innocent  recre- 
ation L — Lord,  where's  the  comfort  of  this  life,  if  we  can't 
have  the  happinefs  of  converfmg  where  we  like  ? 

Mrs.  For.  But  can't  you  converfe  at  home  ?— I  own 
it,  I  think  there's  no  happinefs  like  converfmg  with  an 
agreeable  man  ;  I  don't  quarrel  at  that,  nor  I  don't  think 
but  your  converfation  was  very  innocent.  But  the  place 
is  public  ;  and  to  be  feen  with  a  man  in  a  hackney-coach 
is  icandalous.  What  if  any  bodyelfe  mould  have  feen  you 
alight,  as  I  did  :— How  can  any  body  be  happy,  while 
they  are  in  perpetual  fear  of  being  feen  and  cenfured  ? — 
Befides,  it  would  not  only  reflect  upon  you,  filler,  but 
me! 

Mrs.  F.  Pooh,  here's  a  clutter  '.—why  mould   it  re- 

fledl  upon  you? 1  don't  doubt  but  you  have  thought 

yourfelf  happy  in  a  hackney  coach  before  now  ! — If  I 
had  gone  to  Knights -Bridge,  or  to  Cbelfea,  or  to  Spring- 
Garden,  or  Barn-Elms,  with  a  man  alone — fomething 
rnieht  have  been  faid. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  For.  Why,  was  I  ever  in  any  of  thofe  places  ? 
What  do  you  mean,  fitter  ? 

Mrs.  F.   Was  I  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  For.  You  have  been  at  a  worfe  place. 

Mrs.  F.  I  at  a  worfe  place,  and  with  a  man  ? 

Mrs.  Far.  I  fuppofe  you  would  not  go  alone  to  the 
Worlds-End. 

Mrs.  F.  The  World' 't  End!  What,  do  you  mean  to 
banter  me  ? 

Mrs.  For.  Poor  innocent !  you  don't  know  that  there 
is  a  place  called  the  World* s-End?  I'll  (wear,  you  can 
keep  your  countenance  purely ;  you'd  make  an  admirable 
player ! 

Mrs.  F.  I'll  fwear,  you  have  a  great  deal  of  con- 
fidence, and  in  my  mind  too  much  for  the  ftage. 

Mrs.  For.  Very  well,  that  will  appear  who  has  moft  ; 
you  never  were  at  the  Worlds-End? 

Mrs.  F.  No. 

Mrs.  For.  You  deny  it  positively  to  my  face  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Your  face  I  what's  your  face  ? 

•  Mrs.  For.  No  matter  for  that,  it's  as  good  a  face  as 
'  yours. 

*  Mrs.  F.  Not  by  a  dozen  years  wearing.'     Bat  I  do 
deny  it  pofitively  to  your  face  then. 

Mrs.  For.  I'll  allow  you  now  to  find  fault  with  my 
face ;  for,  I'll  fwear,  your  impudence  has  put  me  out 
of  countenance.— But  look  you  here  now,— where  did 
you  lofe  this  eold  bodkin  ?  Oh,  filter,  fitter  1 

Mrs.  F.  My  bodkin  1 

Mrs.  For.   Nay,  'tis  yours ;   look  at  it. 

Mrs.  F.  Well,  if  you  go  to  that,  where  did  you  fin<l 
this  bodkin  :--- Oh,  lifter,  lifter  !—  fitter  every  way  ! 

Mrs.  For.  O,  devil  on't  !  that  I  could  not  difcover 
her,  without  betraying  myfelf !  [Afide. 

Mrs.  F.  I  have  heard  gentlemen  fay,  fitter,  that  one 
fhould  take  great  care,  when  one  makes  a  thruft  in 
fencing,  not  to  lay  open  one's  fe'.f. 

Mrs.  For.  It  is  very  true,  lifter.  Well,  fince  all'4 
cut,  and,  as  you  fay,  fmce  we  are  both  wounded,  let  us 
(Jo  what  is  often  done  in  duels,  take  care  of  one  another, 
and  grow  better  friends  tian  before, 

B  5  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  F.  With  ail  my  heart.     '  Ours   are  but  flight 
neih  wounds  ;  and,  if"  we  keep  them  from   air,    not  ut 
'  all  dangerous.'     Well,  give  me  your  hand,   in  token 
of  fifterly  feerecy  and  afFeaion. 

Mrs.  For.  Here  it  is,  with  all  my  heart. 

Mrs.  F.  Well,  as  an  earneft  of  friendihip  and  con- 
fidence, I'll  acquaint  you  with  a  defign  that  I  have. 
To  tell  truth,  and  fpeak  openly  one  to  another,'  I'm 
afraid  the  world  have  obferved  us  more  than  we  have  ob* 
ierved  one  another.  You  have  a  rich huftand,  and  are 
provided  for:  I  am  at  a  lofs,  and  have  no  great  ftocli 
either  of  fortune  or  reputation,  and  therefore  muft  look 
iharply  about  me.  Sir  Sam/en  has  a  fon,  that  is  expected 
to-night ;  and,  by  the  account  I  have  heard  of  his 
education,  can  be  no  conjurer.  The  eltate,  you  know> 
is  to  be  made  over  to  him.-— Now,  if  I  could  wheedle 
him,  fifter,  ha  ?  you  understand  me  ? 

Mrs.  For.  I  do ;  and  will  help  you,  to  the  utmoft  of 
my  power. — Ami  I  can  tell  you  one  thing  that  falls  out 
luckily  enough;  my  aukward  daughter-in-law,  who,  you 
know,  is  deigned  to  be  his  wife,  is-  grown  fond  of  Mr. 
-7  «////,-;  now,  if  we  can  improve  that,  and  make  her  have 
"n  averfion  for  the  booby,  it  may  go  a  great  way  towards 
his  liking  you.  Here  they  comJe  together  ;  and  let  us 
contrive  Tome  way  or  other  to  leave  them  together. 
Enter  Tattle  and  Mifs  Prue. 

Mifs  P.   Mother,  mother,  mother,  look  you  here. 

Mrs.  For.  Fie,  fie,  mifs,  how  you  bawl !.— Befides,  I 
have  told  you,  you  mult  not  call  me  mother. 

Mifs  P'.  What  muft  I  call  you  then  t  aie  you  not  my 
father's  wife  ? 

Mrs.  For.  Madams    you  muft  fay  madam.— By  my 
foul,  I  mail  fancy  myfelf  old  indeed,  to   have  this  great 
girl  call  me  mother.— Well  but,  mils,  what  are  you  fs> 
'  over-joyed  at  ? 

Mifs  P.  Look  you  here,  madam,  then,  what  Mr.  Tattie 
has  given  me.— Look  you  here, •coufin  ;  here's  a  fnuff- 
box  ;  nay,  there's  fnuff  in't— here,  will  you  have  any  ? 
—Oh  good  I  how  fweetit  is  !— Mr.  Tattle  is  all  over 
iweet  ;  his  peruke  is  fweet,  and  his  gloves  are  fweet— 
xad  his  handkerchief  is  fweet,  pure  fweet,  fweeter  thau 

rofes, 
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rofes,— fmell  him,  mother — madam,  I  mean.— He  gave 
me  this  ring,  for  a  kifs. 

Tatt.   O  fie,  mifs,  you  mult  not  kifs,  and  tell. 

Mifs  P.  Yes ;  I  may  tell  my  mother — and  he  fays  he'll 
give  me  fornething  to  make  me  fmell  fo. — Oh,  pray 
lend  me  your  handkerchief. — Smell,  coufm  ;  he  fays, 
he'll  give  me  fomething  that  will  make  my  fmocks  fmell 
this  war.— Is  not  it  pure  ?— It's  better  than  lavender, 
man.— I'm  refolved  I  won't  let  nurfe  put  any  more 
lavender  among  my  fmocks — ha,  coufm  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Fie,  mifs ;  amongft  your  linen,  you  muft 
fay— you  mufi  never  fay  fmock. 

Mifs  P.  Why,  it  is  not  bawdy,  is  it,  coufin  ? 

T'att.  Oh,  madam  !  you  are  too  fevere  upon  mifs :  you 
muft  not  find  fault  v/ith  her  pretty  fimplicity  ;  it  becomes 
her  irrangely.— -  Pretty  mifs,  don't  let  them  perfaade  you 
out  of  your  innocency ! 

Mrs.  For.  Oh,  demm  you,  toad!— I  wifh  you  don't 
perfuade  her  out  of  her  innocency. 

Tatt.  Who  I,  madam? — O  lord,  how  can  yourlady- 
Ihip  have  fuch  a  thought?— fure  you  don't  know  me ! 

Mrs  F.  Ah,  devil,  ily  devil  —He's  as  clofe,  filter,  as 
a  confeflbr. — He  thinks  we  don't  obferve  him. 

Mrs.  For.  A  cunning  cur !  how  foon  he  could  find 
out  a  frefh  harmlefscreature — and  left  us,  fifter,  prefently. 

Tatt.  Upon  reputation — 

Mrs.  F.  They're  all  fo,  fifter,  thefe  men — they  love 
to  have  the  fpoiling  of  a  young  creature ;  they  are  as  fond 
of  it,  as  cf  being  firft  in  the  fafnion,  or  of  feeing  anew 
play  the  firftday.-— I  warrant,  it  would  break  Mr.  7"af- 
••  tk's  heart,  to  think  that  any  body  elfe  jhould  before- 
hand with  him  ! 

1  att.  Gii  lord,  I  fwear  I  would  not  for  the  world — 

MrSi-,F..  O,  hang  you;  who'll  believe  you  ? — You'd 
be  hang'd  before  you'd  confefs — we  know  you — (he's 
very  pretty  ! — Lord,  what  pure  red  and  white  ! — !he 
looks  fo  wJiolefome ; — ne'er  ftir,  I  don't  know,  but  I 
fancy  if  I  were  a  man — 

Mifs  P.  How  you  love  to  jeer  one,  coafm. 
•    Mrs.  For.   Hark'ee,    fifter — by  my  foul,    the  girl    is 
'   fpoiied  already — d'ye   think  fh.e'11  ever  endure  a  gFest 

lubberly 
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lubberly  tarpawlin  ?— Gad,  I  warrant  you  me  won't  let 
him  come  near  her,  after  Mr.  Tattle. 

Mrs  F.  On  my  foul,  I'm  afraid  not — eh  !  filthy  crea- 
ture, that  fmells  all  of  pitch  and  tar! — Devil  take  you- 
you  confounded  toad — why  did  you  foe  her  before  ihe 
was  married  I" 

Mrs.  For.  Nay,  why  did  we  let  him  ?— My  hufhand 

will  hang  us — he'll  thiak  we  brought  them  acquainted. 

Mrs.  F.   Come  faith,  let  us  be  gone— If  my  brother 

Fore/tght  fliould  find  us  with  them,  he'd   think  fo,   fare 

enough. 

Mrs.  For.  So  he  would — but  then  leaving  them  to- 
gether is  as  bad — and  he's  fiich  a  fly  devil,  he'll  never 
mifs  an  opportunity. 

Mrs.  F.  I  don'rcarc  ;  I  won't  be  feen  in  it. 
Mrs.  For.   Well,  if  you  mould,    Mr.    Tattle,   you'll 
have  a  world  to  anfwer  for  :  remember,  I  warn  my  hands 
of  it;  I'm  thoroughly  innocent. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Frail  and  Mrs  Forefight, 
Mifs  P.   What  makes   them  go  away,    Mr.    Tattle  ? 
What  do  they  mean,  do  you  know  ? 

Tatt.  Yes,  my  dear-— I  think  I  can  guefs — but  hang 
me  if  I  know  the  reafon  of  it. 

Mifs  P.  Come,  muft  not  we  go  too  ? 
Tatt.  No,  no  ;  they  don't  mean  that. 
Mifs  P.  No  I  what  then  ?  what  fhall  you  and  I  do  to- 
gether ? 

Tatt.  I  muft  make  love  to  you,  pretty  mifs ;  will  yoj^ 
let  me  make  love  to  you  r 
Mifs  P.  Yes,  if  you  pleafe. 

Tatt.  Frank,  egad,  at  leaft.  What  a  pox  dees  Mrs. 
Forcjtgbt  mean  by  this  civility  ?  Is  it  to  make  a  fool  of 
me  ?  or  does  ftie  leave  us  together  out  cf  good  morality, 
and  do  as  ihe  would  be  done  by ? — Egad,  I'll  underfland 
it  fo.  •  \_Afule 

Mifs  P.  Well ;  and  how  will  you  make  love  to  me  ? 
— Come,  I  long  to  have  you  begin. — Muil  I  make  love 
too  ?  You  muit  tell  me  how. 

Tatt.  You  muft  let  ma  fpeak,  mifi ;  you  rnufl'  not 
fpeak  fuX.  I  mult  alk  you  qaeliions,  and  you  mail  au- 
fwcr, 

Mifs  P. 
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Mifs  P.  What,  is  it  like  the  catechifm  ? — Corne  then, 
aflc  me. 

Tatt.  D'ye  think  you  can  love  me  ? 
Mifs  P.  Yes. 

Tatt.  Pooh,  pox,  you  muft  not  fay  yes  already.     I 
fhan't  care  a  farthing  for  you  then,  in  a  twinkling. 
Mifs.  P.  What  mufti  fay  then  ? 

Tatt.  Why,  you  muft  fay  no  ;  or,  you  believe  not ;  or, 
you  can't  tell. 

Mifs  P.  Why,  muft  I  tell  a  lie  then  ? 
Tatt.  Yes,  if  you'd  be  well-bred.  All  well-bred  per- 
fons  lie. — Beiides,  you  are  a  woman  ;  you  muft  neA'er 
fpeak  what  you  think  :  your  words  muft  contradift  your 
thoughts  ;  but  your  aclions  may  contradict  your  words» 
So,  when  I  afk  you,  if  you  can  love  me,  you  muft  fay 
no  ;  but  you  muft  love  me  too.-— If  I  tell  you  yoit  are 
handfome,  you  muft  deny  it,  and  fay,  I  flatter  you — But 
you  muft  think  yourfelfmore  charming  than  I  fpeakyou 

and  like  me  for  the  beauty  which  I  fay  you  have,  ?s 

much  as  if  I  had  it  myfelf. — If  I  afls.  you  to  kifs  me, 
you  muft  be  angry  ;  but  you  muft  not  rcfufe  me.  If  I  afk 
you  for  more,  you  mult  be  more  angry— but  more  com- 
plying ;  and  as  foon  as  ever  I  make  you  fay  you'll  cry 
cut,  you  muft  be  fare  to  hold  your  tongue. 

Mils  P.  O  lord,  I  fwear,  this. is  pure  ! — I  like  it  bet- 
ter than  our  old-faihioncd  country  way  of  fpeaking  one's 
mind, — And  muft  not  yon  lie  too? 

Tatt.  Hum  l~Yes— but  you  muft  believe  I  fpeak  truth. 
Mifs  P.  O  Gemini  !  Well,  I  always  had  a  great  mind 
to  tell  lies— but  they  frighted  me,  and  faid  it  v/as  a  fin) 

fait.  Wei!,  my  pretty  creature;  will  you  make  me 
happy  by  giving  rne  a  kifs  ?  _ 

Mifs  P.  No,  indeed  ;  I'm  angry  at  youffi  ]P"  l7 

[Runs,  and  Arj/es  -him. 

Tatt.  Hold,  hold,  that's  pretty  well— but  you  mould 
not  have  given  it  me,  bat  have  .fufiered  me  to  have 
taken  it. 

Mifs  P.  Well,  we'll  do  it  again. 
Tatt.   With  all   my   heart. ---Now,   then,    my   little 
.angel.  \Kiflc*  her. 

Mifc  P.  Piih  ! 
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Tatt.  That's  right.— Again,  my  charmer  ! 

[KiJJcs  again, 

Mifs  P.  O  fie !  nay,  now  I  can't  abide  you. 

Tatt.  Admirable  !  That  was  as  well  as  if  you  had  been 
born  and  bred  in  Convent  Garden.— And  won't  you  mew 
me,  pretty  mifs,  where  your  bed-chamber  is  ? 

Mifs  P.  No,  indeed  won't  I :  but  I'll  run  there,  and 
hide  myfelf  from  you  behind  the  curtains. 

Tatt.  I'll  follow  you. 

Mifs  P.  Ah,  but  I  will  hold  the  door  with  both  hands, 
and  be  angry;  and  you  ihall  pufh  me  down  before  you 
come  in. 

Tatt.  No,  I'll  come  in  firft,  and  pufh  you  down  after- 
wards. 

Mifs  P.  Will  you  ?  then  I'll  be  more  angry,  and  more 
complying. 

Tatt.  Then  I'll  m^ke  you  cry  out. 

Mifs  P.  O  but  you  (han't,  for  I'll  hold  my  tongue. 

Tatt.  Oh,  my  dear  apt  fcholar  ! 

Mifs  P.  Well,  now  I'll  run,  and  make  more  hafte 
than  you. 

Tatt.  You  (hall  not  fly  fo  fail,  as  I'll  purfue.  [Exeunt. 


ACT         III. 
Nurfe  alone. 

MISS,  mifs,  mifs  Prue ! — Mercy  on  me,  marry, 
and  amen  ! — Why,  what's  become  of  the  child  ? 
— Why,  mifs,  mifs  Forefgbt  ! — Sure  file  has  lockt  her- 
felf  up  in  her  chamber,  and  gone  to  fleep,or  to  prayers ! 
—Mifs,  mifs  ! — I  hearher. — Come  to  your  father,  child. 
Open  the  door. — Open  the  door,  mifs. — I  hear  you  cry 
Lujht. — O  lord,  who's  there  ?  [peeps-~\ — What's  here  to 
do? — O  the  father!  a  man  with  her!— Why,  mifs,  I 
fay  ;  God's  my  life,  here's  fine  doings  towards  !-~O  lord, 
we're  all  undone  !— O  you  young  harlotry  !— [knocks.'} 
— Ods  my  life  !  won't  you  open  the  door  ?  I'll  come  in 
the  back  way.  [Exit. 

Enter  Tattle  and  Mifs  Prue. 

Mifs  P'.  O  Lord,  flic's  coming — and  lhe'11   tell  my 
father*     What  ihall  I  do  now  ?  Tatt, 
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Tcitt.  Pox  take  her  !  if  fhe  had  ftaid  two  minutes  Ion 
ger,  I  lliould  have  wimed  for  her  coming. 

Mils.  P.  O  dear,  what  lhall  I  fay  ?  tell  me,  Mr.  Tattle, 
tell  me  a  lie. 

Tatt.  There's  no  occafion  for  a  lie  ;  I  could  never  tell 
a  lie  to  no  purpofe.— But,  fmce  we  have  done  nothing, 
we  muft  fay  nothing,  I  think.  I  hear  her— I'll  leave 
yoa  together,  and  come  oft"  as  you  cm. 

[fbrufts  her  in,  and  Jhuts  the  door. 
Enter  Valentine,  Scandal,  and  Angelica. 

Ang.  You  can't  accufe  me  of  inconitancy  ;  I  never  told 
you  that  I  loved  you. 

Val.  But  I  can  accufe  you  of  uncertainty,  for  not  tel- 
ling me  whether  you  did  not. 

Ang.  You  miilake  indifference  for  uncertainty ;  I  never 
had  concern  enough  to  afk  myfelf  the  queftion. 
.     Scand.  Nor  good-nature  enough  to  anfwer  him  that 
did  aCc  you  :  I'll  fay  that  for  you,  madam. 

../.-.  What  are  yoa  fetting  up  for  good  nature  ? 

Scr.nd.  Only  for  the  affectation  of  it,  as  the  women  do 
for  ill-nature. 

'Ang.  Perfuade  your  friend  that  it  is  all  affectation. 

Scand.  I  (hall  receive  no  benefit  from  the  opinion  :  fof 
I  know  no  effectual  difference  between  continued  affec- 
tation and  reality. 

'  Tatt.  [coming  up\  Scandal,  are  you  in  private  dif- 
;  courfe  r  any  thing  of  fecrefy.  [Af.de  to  Scandal. 

'  Scand.  Yes,,  but  I  dare  trull  you.  We  were  talking  of 

*  Angelicas  iove  to  Valentine ;  you  won't  fpeak  of  it. 

'  Tatt.  No,  igk  net  a  ivllable— I  know  that's  a  fe- 
'  cret,  for  it  is.iM|pered  everywhere. 

•  ScsaJ.  Ha/fta,  ha  ! 

'  A-.;?.  What  is,  Mr.  Tattle?  I  heard  you  fay  fjmethirg 

*  was  whifpered  e\  ery  where. 

*  Scand.  Your  love  of  Valentine. 
'  Ang.  How  ! 

'  Tatt.  No,  madam;  his  love  for  your  ladyfhip~Gad 
'  take  me,  I  beg  your  pardon— for  1  never  heard  a  word 

*  of  your  ladyfhip's  paflion,  till  thu  inflant. 

'  'Ang.  My  paffion  !---  And  whotjld  you  of  my  paffion, 
'  pray,  fir. 

3  •  Scand. 
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'  Scand.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  you  ?  did  not  I  tell  Tf 
'  you  for  a  fecret  ? 

'<  Tatt.  Gadfo ;  but  I  thought  me  might  have  been  truft- 
'  ed  with  her  own  affairs. 

'  Scand,  Is  that  your  difcretion  ?  truft  a  woman  with 
«  herfelf  ? 

'  Tatt.  You  fay  true  ;  I  beg  your  pardon — I'll  bring 
'all  off. — It  was  impoflible,  madam,  for  me  to  imagine, 
'  that  a  perfon  of  your  ladyfhip's  wit  and  gallantry  could 
'  have  fo  long  received  the  paflionate  addrefles  of  the  ac- 
'  complimed  Valentine,  and  yet  remain  infenfible  :  there- 
'  fore  you  will  pardon  me,  if,  from  a  juft  weight  of  his 
'  merit,  with  your  ladymip's  good  judgment,  I  formed 

*  the  balance  of  a  reciprocal  affection. 

'  Vol.  O  the  devil !  what  damn'd  coftive  poet  has 
'  given  thee  this  lefibn  of  fuftian  to  get  by  rote  r 

*  Ang.  I  dare  fwear,  you  wrong  him ;  it  is  his  own — 

*  and  Mr.  Tattle  only  judges  ofthefuccefs  of  others,  from. 

*  the  effedls  of  his  own  merit  ;  for,  certainly,   Mr.  Tattle 

*  was  never  denied  any  thing  in  his  life. 

4  Tatt.  O  Lord!  yes  indeed,  madam,  feveral   times. 
'  Ang.  I  fwear,  I  don't  think  it  is  poffible. 
'     '  Tatt.  Yes,  I  vow  and  fwear,,  I  have.     Lord,  madam, 

*  Pm  the  moil  unfortunate  man  in  the  world,  and  the 
4  moft  cruelly  ufed  by  the  ladies. 

*  Aug.   Nay,  now  you're  ungrateful. 

*  Tatt.  No,  I  hope  net. — It  is  as  much  ingratitude  to- 

*  own  feme  favours,  as  to  conceal  others. 

'  Val.  There,  now  it  is  out. 

'  Ang.  I  don't  underhand   you  nQHK>I  thought  you 

*  had  never  aiked  any  thing,   but  whw^lady  might  mo- 

*  deftly  grartt,  and  you  confefs. 

'  Scand.  So,  faith,  your  bufinefs  is  done  here;  new 
'  you  may  go  brag  fomewhere  elfe. 

'  Tatt.  Brag  !  O  Heavens !  Why,  did  I  name  any  body  ? 
'  Ang.  No  ;  I  fuppofe  that  is  not  in  your  power;  but 

*  you  would  if  you  could,  no  doobt  onrt. 

'  Tatt.  Not  in  my  power,  madam  ? — What !  does  your 
'  ladyihip  mean,  that  I  have  no  woman's  reputation  in 

*  my  power  ? 

*  Scand,  Oons,  why  you  won't  own  it,  will  you ?  \_AfIJe. 

•  Tan: 
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*  Tatt.  Faith,  madam,  you  are  in  the  right ;  no  more 
1  have  as  I  hope  to  be  faved  ;  I  never  had  it  in  ray  power 
to  fay  any  thing  to  a  lady's  prejudice  in  my  life. — 'For 
as  I  was  telling  you,  madam,  I  have  been  the  moil  un- 
fuccefsful  creature  living  in  things  of  that  nature;  and 
never  had  the.  good  fortune  to  be  trufted  once  with  a 
lady's  fecret ;  not  once. 

'  Ar.g.   No? 

*  Val.  Not  once,  I  dare  anfwer  for  him. 

'  Scand.   And  I'll  anfwer  for  him;  for,  I'm  fare  if  he 

*  had,  lie  would  have   told  me.     I  find,  madam,  you 
'  don't  know  Mr.  Tattle. 

-  '  Tatt.  No  indeed,  madam,  you  don't  know  me  at  all, 

'  I  find ;  for  fure,  my  intimate  friends  wouldhave  known. 

'  Af-.'g.  Then  it  feems  you  would  have  told,  if  you  had 

*  been  trailed. 

'  Tatt.  O  pox,  Scandal,  that  was  too  far  pat ! — Never 
'-  have  told  particulars,  madam.  Perhaps  I  might  have 

*  talked  as  of  a  third  perfon— or  have  introduced  an 

*  amour  of  my  own,  in  converfation,  by  way  of  novel: 
'  but  never  have  explained  particulars. 

'  Jlng.  But  whence  comes  the  reputation  of  Mr.  Tat- 

*  ile's  fecrecy,  if  he  was  never  trufted  ? 

'  Scanci.  Why  thence  it  arifes. — The  thing  is  prover- 
'  bially  fpoken ;  but  may  be  applied  to  him. — As  if  we 
'  mould  fay  in  general  terms,  he  only  is  fecret,  who  ne- 

*  ver  was  trufted  ;  a  fatirical  proverb  upon  our  fex.  •  •     • 

*  There  is  another  upon  yours — as,   She  is  chafle,  who 
«  was  never  afked  the  queition.     That's  all. 

'  Val.  A  couple  of  very  civil  proverbs,  truly.     It  is 

*  hard  to  tell  whether  the  lady  or  Mr.  Tattle  be  the  more 
'obliged  to   you.     For  you  found  her  virtue  upon  the 
«  backwardnefs  of  the  men ;  and  his  fecrecy  upon   the 
'  miftrulr.  of  the  women. 

'  Tatt.  Gad,  it's  very  true,  madam  ;  I  think  we  are 
«  obliged  to  acquit  ourfelves. — And  for  my  part— but 
'  your  ladyfhip  is  to  fpeak  firft. 

«  Aug.  Am  I  ?  well,  I  freely  confefs,  I  have  refilled 
'  a  great  deal  of  temptation. 

'  Tatt.   And,  egad,  I  have  given  fome  temptation  that 

*  has.  not  been  milled. 

Tal. 
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'  *>/.  Good. 

'  Ang .  I  cite  Valentine  here,  to  declare  to  the  court/ 

*  how  fruitless  he  has  found  his  endeavours,  and  to  con- 
'  it-Is  all  his  folicitations  and  my  denials. 

*  YaL-  I  am  ready  to  plead,  not  guilty,   for  you  ;  and 

*  guilty  for  myfelf. 

*  Scand.  So,  why  this  is  fair !   here's  demonftration, 

*  with  a  witnefs. 

*  Tatt.  Well,  my  witnefles  are  not  prefent. — Yet,  I 

*  confefs,  I  have  had  favours  from  perfons ;  but,  as  the 
'  favours  are  numberlefs,  fo  the  perfons  are  namelefs. 

*  Scant/.  Pooh,  this  proves  nothing. 

'  Tatt.  No  ?  I  can  Ihew  letters,  lockets,  pictures,  and 

*  rings ;  and,  if  there  be  occaiion  for  witneffes,  I  can 
'  fummon  the  maids  at  thechocolate-houfes,  all  the  por- 
'  ters  atPtf//-Mz//and  Cogent-Garden,  the  door-keepers 
'  at  the  play-houfe,  the  drawers  at  Locket's,  Pontack,  the 
'  Rummer,   Spring-garden,  my  own  landlady  and  valet  dcr 

*  chambre;  .all  who  fhall  make  oath,  that  I  receive  more 
'  letters  than  the  fecretary's  office  j  and  that  I  have  more 
'  vizor-maiks  to  enquire  forme,  than  ever  went  to  fee- 
'  the  hermaphrodite,  or  the  naked  prince.     And  it  is 
'  notorious,  that,  in  a  country  church,  once,  an  inqui- 
'  ry  being  made  who  I  was,  it  was  anfwered,  I  was  the 
'  famous  'Tattle,  who  had  ruined  fo  many  women. 

'  Vol.  It  was  there,  I  fuppofe,  you  got  the  nick-name 

*  of  the  Great  Turk. 

'  Tatt.  True j  I  was  called  Turk  Tattle  all  over  the 
'  pariiri. — The  next  Sunday,  all  the  old  women  kept 
'  their  daughters  at  home,  and  the  parfon  had  not  half 

*  his  congregation.     He  would  have  brought  me  into  the 
'  fpiritual  court:  but  I  was  revenged  upon  him,  for  he 
'  had  a  handfome  daughter  whom  1  initiated  into  the 
'  fcience.     But  I  repented  it  afterwards ;  for  it  was  talk- 
'  ed  of  in  town. — And  a  lady  of  quality,  that  fhall  be 

*  namelefs,  in  a  raging  fit  of  jealoufy,    came  down  in 

*  her  coach  and  fix  horfes,  and  expofed  herfelf  upon  my  ac- 

*  count ;  gad,  I  was  forry  for  it  with  all  my  heart. —  You 
'  know  whom  I  mean — you  know  where  we  raffled 

'  Scand.  Mum,  Tattle! 

'  Fed,  'Sdeath,  are  not  you  aihamedB 
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'  Ang.  O  barbarous  !  I  never  heard  fo  infolent  a  piece 

*  of  vanity  !—  Fie,  Mr.T'attle!  —  I'll  fwear  I  could  noe 
1  have  believed  it.  —  Is  this  your  fecrecy  I 

'  Tatt.  Gad  fo,  the  heat  of  my  ftory  carried  me  be- 
'  yond  my  difcretion,  as  the  heat  of  the  lady's  paliiorr 
'  hurried  her  beyond  her  reputation.  —  But  I  hope  you 
'  don't  know  whom  I  mean  ;  for  there  were  a  great  many 
'  ladies  raffled.  —  Poxon't,  now  could  I  bite  off  my  tongue. 

'  Scand.  No,  don't;  for  then  you'll  tell  us  no  more. 

*  Come,  I'll  recommend  a  fong  to  you,  upon  the  hint 

*  of  my  two  proverbs  ;  and  I  fee  one  in  the  next  room 

*  that  will  fing  it.  [Gees  to  tke  door, 

'  Tatt.  For  Heaven's  fake,  if  you  do  guefs,  fay  no- 

*  thing.     Gad,  I'm  very  unfortune  ! 

'  Stand.  Pray  fing  the  firil  fong  in  the  laft  new  play. 

SONG. 

I. 

*  /I  Nymph  and  afivain  to  Apollo  once  prayed, 

'          The  fvjain  had  been  jilted,  the  nymph  been  betrayed: 

*  Their  intent  was,  to  try  if  his  oracle  knew 

'.£'er  a  nymph  that  was  chajle,  or  afivainthativastrue* 

II. 

'-  Apollo  was  mute,  and  bad  Itkt  Who've  been  poid, 

'  But  fagely  at  length  hs  this  fecret  difclos^d: 

'  He  ai'tne  vjorit  t-etray,  in  ivkytn  none  will  confide.  'f 

'.  And  tht  nytnpb  may  be  chctjtt,  that  has  never  been  trfd\ 


5?VSampfon,  Mr  i>  Frail,  Mifs  Prue,  and  Servant. 
.  Sir  6'.  Is  2>V»come?  Odfo,  my  fon  Ben  come?  Odd, 
I'm  glad  on't.  —  Where  is  he  ?  I  long  to  fee  him.     Now, 
Mrs,  Frail,  you  (hall  fee  my  fon  Ben.  —  Body  o'me,  he's 
the  hopes  of  my  family—  I  han't  feen  him  thefe  three  years- 
—  I  warrant  he's  grown!—  Call  him  in  ;  bid  him  make 
]iafl.e  —[Exit  Serwnt.]  I'm  ready  to  cry  for  joy. 
Mrs.  F.    Now,  mifs,  you  fhall  fee  your  hu  (band. 
Mifs.  ?.  Fifh,  he  flial'l  be  none  of  my  hu/band. 

\Afide  to  FraiL 
Mrs.  F* 
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Mrs.  P.  Hum!  Well,  he  /han't;  leave  that  to  me— 
I'll  beckon  Mr.  Tattle  to  as. 

*dng.   Won't  you  flay  and  fee  your  brother? 

Val.  We  are  the  t-.vin  flars,  and  cannot  fhincrin  one 
fphere;  when  he  rifes,  I  muit  fet. — Befides,  if  I  fhouid 
ftay,I  don't  know  but  my  father  in  good-nature  may  prefa 
me  to  the  immediate  figning  the  deed  of  conveyance  of 
my  ellate;  and  I'll  defer  it  as  long  as  I  can. — Well, 
you'll  come  to  a  refoludon. 

-dng.  I  cannot.  Refolution  muft  come  to  me,  or  I 
fliaU  never  have  one. 

Scand,  Come,  Valentine,  I'll  go  with  you;  I  have 
fomething  in  my  head  to  communicate  to  you. 

'(Exeunt  Scandal  and  Valentine. 

Sir  S.  What!  is  my  fon  ya/entinegonet  What?  is  he 
fneaked  off,  and  would  not  fee  his  brother  ?  There's  an 
unnatural  whelp!  there's  an  ill-natured  dog!  What  T 
were  you  here  too,  madam,  and  could  not  keep  him  ? 
Could  neither  love,  nor  duty,  nor  natural  affection, oblige 
him  ?  Odsbud,  madam,  have  no  more  to  fay  to  him  ;  he- 
is  not  worth  your  confideration.  The  rogue  has  not  a 
drachm  of  generous  love  about  him — all  intereft,  all 
intereft  !  he's  an  undone  fcoundrel,  and  courts  your  eftate, 
Bodyo'me,  he  does  not  care  a  doit  for  your  perfon. 

Ang .  I  am  pretty  even  with  him,  Sir  Samp/en ;  for,  if 
ever  I  could  have  liked  any  thing  in  him,  it  ihould  have 
been  his  eftate  too.  But,  fince  that's  gone,  the  bait's 
off,  and  the  naked  hook  appears. 

.  Sir  S.  Odfbud,  well  fpoken;  and  you  are  a  wifer  wo- 
man than  I  thought  you  were  :  for  moft  young  women 
nowadays  are  to  be  tempted  with  a  naked  hook, 

dng.  Jf  I  marry,  Sir  Sampfon,  I  am  for  a  good  eltate 
with  any  man,  and  for  any  man  with  a  gocd  eftate  : 
therefore,  if  I  were  obliged  to  make  a  choice,  I  declare 
I'd  rather  have  you  than  your  fen. 

Sir  S.  Faith  and  troth,  you  are  a  wife  woman ;  and 
I'm  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo.  I  was  afraid  you  were  in 
love  with  the  reprobate.  Odd,  I  was  forry  for  you  with 
all  my  heart.  Hang  him,  mongrel ;  caft  him  off.  You 
ill  all  fee  the  rogue  mew  himfelf,  and  make  love  to  fome 
defpoudirg  Cadua  of  fourfcore  for  fuftenance.  Odd,  X 

love 
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-love  to  fee  a  young  foendthrift  forced  to  cling  to  an  old 
woman  for  fupport,  like  ivy  round  a  dead  oak — faith  I 
,do.  I  love  to  fee  them  hug  and  cotton  together,  like 
down  upon  a  thiitle. 

Enter  Ben  and  Servant*. 

Ben.  Where's  father? 

Sa-v.  There  fir  ;  his  back's  toward  you.  [Exit. 

Sir  S.  My  fon  Ben  !  blefs  thee,  my  dear  boy  I  body 
o'me,  thou  art  heartily  welcome. 

Ben.  Thank  you,   father  ;  and  I'm  glad  to  fee  you. 

Sir  S.  Odfbud,  and  I'm  glad  to  fee  thee.  Kifs  me, 
boy  ;  kifs  me  again  and  again,  dear  Ben.  [KiJ/es  him. 

Ben.  So,  fo,  enough,  father. — Mefs,  I'd  rather  kifs 
•thcfe  -gentlewomen. 

Sir  S.  And  fo  thou  flialt. — Mrs.  Angelica,  my  fon  Ren. 

Ben.  Forfooth,  if  you  pleafe  !  [Salutes  her.} — Nay, 
miltrefs,  I'm  not  for  dropping  anchor  here;  about  ihip, 
i'faith.  [XiJ/es  Frail.] — Nay,  and  you  too,  my  little 
,cock-boat_!  fo.  [Ki/cs  Mijs. 

Tatt.  Sir,  yonr're  welcome  afncre. 

Ben.  Thank  you,  thank  you,  friend. 

Sir  S.  Thou  hail  been  many  a  weary  league,  Ben, 
fin  eel  fawthee. 

Ben.  Ey,  ey,  been  !  been  far  enough,  and  that  be  all. 
Well,  father,  and  how  do  all  at  homer  how  does  brother 
.Dick,  and  brother  V*l? 

Sir  S.  Dick!  body  o'me,  Dick  has  been  dead  thefe 
tv/o  years.  I  writ  you  word,  when  you  were  at  Leghorn. 

Ben.  Mef;,  that's  true  :  marry,  I  had  forgot.  Dick • 
is  dead,  as  you  fay. — Well,  and  how.?  I  have  a  many 
queftions  to  afk  you  ;  well,  you  beii't  married  again,  fa- 
ther, be  you  ? 

Sir  S.  No,  I  intend  you  {hall  marrv,  Ben  ;  I  would 
not  marry,  for  thy  fake. 

Ben.  Nay,  what  does  that  fignify  ?—  An  you  marry 
again — why  then,  I'll  go  to  fea  again,  fo  there's  one  for 
t'other,  an  that  be  all. — Pray  don't  let  me  be  your  hin- 
drance ;  e'en  marry,  a  God's  name,  an  the  wind  fit  that 
•way.  As  for  my  part,  mayhap  I  have  no  mind  to  marry. 

Mrs.  F.  That  wor.ld  be  pity  fuch  a  handfome  young 
geaiicmrji  1 

Ber. 
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Sen.  Handfome !  he,  he,  he  !  nay,  forfooth,  an  you 
be  for  joking,  I'll  joke  with  you  ;  for  I  love  my  iefr,  an 
the  fhip  were  finking,  as  we  faid  at  fea.  But  I'll'tell  you 
why  I  don't  much  ftand  towards  matrimony.  I  love  to 
roam  about  from  port  to  port,  and  from  land  to  land  : 
I  could  never  abide  to  be  port-bound,  as  we  call  it.  Now 
a  man  that  is  married  has,  as  it  were,  d'ye  fee,  his  feet 
in  the  bilboes,  and  mayhap  mayn't  get  them  out  again 
when  he  would. 

Sir  5.  Ben  is  a  wag. 

Ben.  A  man  that  is  married,  d'ye  fee,  is  no  more  like 
another  man,  than  a  galley-ilave  'is  like  one  of  us  free 
failors :  he  is  chained  to  an  oar  all  his  life  ;  and  mayhap 
forced  to  tug  a  leaky  veflel  into  the  bargain. 

Sir  S.  A  very  wag  !  Sea  is  a  very  wag  ;  only  a  little 
rough  ;  he  wants  a  Tittle  polifhing.' 

Mrs.  F.  Not  at  all ;  I  like  his  humour  mightily  :  it 
is  plain  and  honeft,  I  mould  like  fuch  a  humour  in  a 
hufband  extremely. 

Ben.  Say'n  you  fo,  forfooth  t  Marry,  and  I  fliould 
like  fuch  a  handfome  gentlewoman  for  a  bed-fellow 
hugely.  How  fay  you,  miurefs  ?  would  you  like  going 
tofea?  mefs,  you're  a  tight  veflel,  and  v/ell  rigged,  an 
you  were  but  as  well  manned. 

Mrs.  F,  I  mould  not  doubt  that,  if  you  were  mailer 
of  me. 

Ben.  But  I'll  tell  you  one  thing,  an  you  come  to  fea 
in  a  high  wind,  or  that  lady — you  mayn't  carry  fo  much 
fail  o'your  head— top  and  top  gallant,  by  the  mefs  ! 
Mrs.  F.  No  ?  why  fo  ? 

Ben.  Why,  an  you  do,  you  may  run  the  rifk  to  be 
over-fet :  and  then  you'll  carry  your  keels  above  water 
—he,  he,  he  ! 

Ang.  I  fwear,  Mr.  Benjamin  is  the  veriefl  wag  in  na- 
ture ;  an  abfolute  fea  wit. 

Sir  S.  Nay,  Ben  has  parts  ;  but,  as  I  told  you  before, 
they  want  a  little  poliming.  You  mud  not  take  any 
thing  ill,  madam. 

Ben.  No,  I  hope  the  gentlewoman  is  not  angry  ;  I 
mean  all  in  good  part:  for,  if  I  give  ajeft,  I'll  take  a 
jell  j  and  fo,  forfooth,  you  may  be  as  free  with  me. 
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Ang.  I  thank  you,  fir ;  I  am  not  at  all  offended.—— 
But  methinks,  Sir  Sampfon,  you  fhould  leave  him  alone 
witji  his  miftrefs.  Mr.  Tattle,  we  muft  not  hinder  lovers. 
I  7'att.  Well,  mifs,  I  have  your  promife.  [Ajide  to  mifs. 

Sir  S,  Body  o'me,  madam,  you  fay  true.— Look  you, 
Ben,  this  is  your  miftrefs.  —  Come,  mifs,  you  muft  not 
be  fham'd  faced  ;  we'll  leave  you  together. 

Mifs  P.  I  can't  abide  to  be  left  alone.  Mayn't  my 
coufm  ftay  with  me  ? 

Sir  S.  No,  no.     Come,  let's  away. 

Ben.  Look  you,  father,  mayhap  the  young  woman 
mayn't  take  a  liking  to  me  ! 

Sir  S.  I  warrant  thee,  boy.  Come,  come,  we'll  be 
gone.  I'll  venture  that. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Sampfon,  Tattle,  and  Mrs.  Frail. 

Ben.  Come,  miftrefs,  will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  ? 
For,  an  you  Hand  a  ftern  a  that'n,  we  mall  never  grapple 
together. — Come,  I'll  hawl  a  chair;  there,  an  you  pleafe 
to  fit,  I'll  fit  by  you. 

Mifs  P.  You  need  not  fit  fo  near  one  ;  if  you  have  any 
thing  to  fay,  I  can  hear  you  farther  off;  I  an't  deaf. 

Ben.  Why  that's  true,  as  you  fay,  nor  I  an't  dumb  ;  I 
can  be  heard  as  far  as  another. — I'll  heave  off,  to  pleafe 
you.  \Sitsfartber  cff.~\ — An  we  were  a  league  afunder, 
I'd  undertake  to  hold  difcourfe  with  you,  an  'twere  not 
a  main  high  wind  indeed,  and  full  in  my  teeth.  Look 
you,  forfooth ;  I  am,  as  it  were,  bound  for  the  land  of 
matrimony  :  'tis  a  voyage,  d'ye  fee,  that  was  none  of  my 
feeking  ;  I  was  commanded  by  father,  and  if  you  like  of 
it,  mayhap  I  may  freer  into  your  harbour.  How  fay  you, 
miftrefs  ?  the  fliort  of  the  thing  is,  that,  if  you  like  me, 
and  I  like  you,  we  may  chance  to  fwing  in  a  hammock 
together. 

Mifs  P.  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  you,  nor  I  don't 
care  to  fpealc  with  you  at  all. 

Ben.  No  ?  I'm  forry  for  that. ---But  pray  why  are  you 
fo  fcornful  ? 

Mifs  P.  As  long  as  one  muft  not  fpeak  one's  mind, 
one  had  better  not  fpeak  at  all,  I  think  ;  and  truly  I 
won't  tell  a  lie  for  the  matter. 

Ben.  Nay,  you  fay  true  in  that;  it's  but  a  folly  to  lie  ; 

for 
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for  to  fpeak  one  thing,  and  to  think  jufl  the  contrary 
way,  is,  as  it  were,  to  look  one  way,  and  to  row  another. 
Now,  for  my  pare,  d'ye  fee,  I'm  for  carrying  things 
above  boards  I'm  not  for  keeping  anything  under 
hatches---fo  that,  if  you  ben't  as  willing  as  I,  fay  fo,  a 
God's  name;  there's  no  harm  done.  Mayhap  you  may 
be  mame-faced  ;  fome  maidens,  thof  they  love  a  man 
well  enough,  yet  they  don't  care  to  tell'n  fo  to's  face.  If 
that's  the  cafe,  why  filence  gives  confent. 

Mifs  P.  But  I'm  fare  it  is  not  fo,  for  I'll  fpeak  fooner 
than  you  mould  believe  that ;  and  I'll  fpeak  truth,  though 
one  fhould  always  tell  a  lie  to  a  man  ;  and  I  don't  care, 
let  my  father  do  what  he  will,  I'm  too  big  to  be  whipt ; 
fo  I'll  tell  you  plainly,  I  don't  like  you,  nor  love  you  at 
all  ;  nor  never  will,  that's  more.  So,  there's  your  anfwer 
for  you  ;  and  don't  trcubie  me  no  more,  you  ugly  thing. 

Ben.  Look  }ou,  young  woman,  you  may  learn  to  give 
good  words,  however.  I  fpcke  you  fair,  d'ye  fee,  and 
civil.— As  for  your  love,  or  your  liking,  I  don't  value 
it  of  .a  rope's  end--  -and  mayhap  I  like  you  as  little  as 
vou  do  me.— What  I  faid  was  in  obedience  to  father. 
€ad,  I  fear  a  whipping  no  more  than  you  do.  But  I  tell 
you  one  thing — if  you  mould  give  fuch  language  at  fea, 
you'd  have  a  cat  o'nine  tails  laid  crofs  yonr  fhoulders. 
Flefli  !  who  are  you  ?  You  heard  t'other  handfome  young 
woman  fpeak  civilly  to  me,  of  her  own  accord.  What- 
ever you  think  of  yourfelf,  Gad,  I  don't  think  you  are 
any  more  to  compare  to  her,  than  a  can  of  fmall-beer  to 
a"  bowl  of  punch. 

Mifs  P.  Well,  and  there's  a  handfcme  gentleman, 
and  a  fine  gentleman,  and  a  fweet  gentle/nan,  that  was 
here,  thut  loves  me,  and  1  love  him  ;  and  if  he  fees  you 
fpeak  to  me  any  more,  he'll  thralh  your  jacket  for  you  ; 
he  will,  you  great  fea-calf. 

Ben.  What !  do  you  mean  that  fair-weather  fpark  that 
was  here  juft  now  ?  Will  he  thrafh  my  jacket  ?---Letfn — 
let'n.— But,  an  he  comes  near  to  me,  mayhap  I  may 
giv'n  a  fait  eel  for's  fupper,  for  all  that.  Yv'hat  does 
father  mean,  to  leave  me  alone,  as  foon  as  I  come  home, 
with  fuch  a  dirty  dowdy  r— Sea-calf?  I  an't  calf  enough 
to  lick  your  chalked  face,  vou  citsefocurd,  vou?— Marrv 

the;! 
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Aftr**  Forefight  W^.  Frail. 
Mrs.  Fur.  They  have  quarrelled,  juft  as  we  ceald  wi(h 
,  *™-.  Ta'-barrel?  let  your  -fweet-heart  there  cal   me 


«/.  Let  her  cry  :   the  more  (he  cries,    the  lefs 


Mrs    /'.  Lord,  what  (hall  wedo?   there's  mv  brother 

° 


my  chamber  ,    or  «h. 

n  out.—  Come,  fir,  will  you  venture 


i 

Ben  is  a  bnfk  boy:  he  h 


tion  ;  as  melancholic  as  if  thou  hadft  fpik  the  f-lt  or 
P«red  thy  nails  on  a  Sunday.-Come,  chear  Op  look 
about  thee:  lookup,  old  ilar-gazer-^ow  is  hc^oring 


upon 
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upon  the  ground  for  a  crooked  pin,  or  an  old  horfe-nail, 
with  the  head  towards  him. 

For.  Sir  Sampjon,  we'll  have  the  wedding  to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir  5.  With  all  my  heart. 

For.  At  ten  o'clock,;  punctually  at  ten. 

Sir  S.  To  a  minute,  to  a  fecond  ;  thou  mall  fet  thy 
watch,  and  the  bridegroom  lhall  obferve  its  motions ; 
they  mail  be  married  to  a  minute,  go  to  bed  to  a  minute ; 
and,  when  the  alarm  ftrikes,  they  {hall  keep  time  like 
the  figures  of  St.  Dunjtan's  clock,  and  confummatum  ejl 
lhall  ring  all  over  the  parifh  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

"  Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Scandal  dcjires  to/peak  ivitbyou  upon 
**  earnejl  bujinefs. 

"  For.   I  go  to  him.   Sir  S2.mp{onj>our/£r<vajif.     [Exit. 

"  Sir  S.      What's  the  matter,  friend  ? 

"  Serv.  Sir  'Tis  about  your  fen,  Valentine,  fometbing 
f(  has  appeared  to  him  in  a  dream  that  makes  him  pro- 
"  pbe/y." 

Enter  Scandal- 

*  Scand.   Sir  Sampfon,  fad  news. 
'  For.  Blefs  us  ! 

'  Sir  S.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

*  Scand.  Can't  you  guefs  at  what  ought  to  affiicl  you 
'  and  him,  and  all  of  us,  more  than  any  thing  elfe  ? 

'  Sir  5.     Body   o'me,   I    don't   know  any  univerfal 

*  grievance,   but  a  new  tax,  or  the  lofs  of  the   Canary 

*  fleet— unlefs  Popery  fnould  be  landed  in  the  weft,  or  the 
'  French  fleet  were  at  anchor  at  Blackball. 

'  Scand.  No  ?  Undoubtedly,  Mr.  Forefight  knew  all 

*  this,  and  might  have  prevented  it. 

'  For.   'Tis  no  earthquake  ? 

'  ScanJ.  No,  not  yet;  nor  whirlwind.     But  we  don't 

*  know  what  it  may  come  to— but  it  has  had  a  confe- 
4  quence  already  that  touches  us  all. 

'  Sir  S.   Why,  body  o'me,  out  with  it. 
'  Scaxd.  Something  has  appeared  to  your  fon  Valentine 
*« — he's  gone  to  bed  upon't,   and  very  ill. ---He  fpeaks 

'  little 

*  The  above  lines  in  Italics  arc  new  pe.£rm'«t  «  the  theatre  in- 
Aead  of  the  fucceeding  ones  bttweai  fmgk  commas- 
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little,  yet  he  fays  he  has  a  world  to  fay.  Aflcs  for  his 
father  and  the  wife  Forefight ;  talks  of  Raymond  Lulfy, 
and  the  ghoft  of  Lilly.  He  has  fecrets  to  impart,  I  fup- 
pofe,  to  you  two.  I  can  get  nothing  out  of  him  but  figJu. 
He  defires  he  may  fee  you  in  the  morning ;  but  would 
not  be  difturbed  to-night,  becaufe  he  has  fome  bufmefs 
to  do  in  a  dream.' 

Sir  S.  Hoity  toity  1  what  have  I  to  do  with  his  dreams, 
or  his  divination  ?— Body  o'me,  this  is  a  trick,  to  defer 
iigning  the  conveyance,  I  warrant,  the  devil  will  tell 
him  in  a  dream,  that  he  muft  not  part  with  his  eftate. 
But  I'll  bring  him  a  parfon,  to  tell  him  that  the  devil's 
a  liar, — or,  if  that  won't  do,  I'll  bring  a  lawyer,  that 
lhall  out-lie  the  devil ;  and  fo  I'll  try  whether  my  black- 
guard or  his  mall  get  the  better  of  the  day.  [Exit. 

Enter  Forefight. 

'  Scand.  Alas,  Mr,  Forefight,  I  am  afraid  all  is  not 
'  right. — You  are  a  wife  man,  and  a  confcientious  man; 

*  a   fearcher  into  obfcurity  and  futurity  ;  and,   if  you 
«  commit  an  error,  it  is  with  a  great  deal  of  confidera- 

*  tion,  and  difcretion,  and  caution. 

•  For.   Ah,  good  Mr.  ScautalJ 

*  Scand.  Nay,  nay,  'tis  manifeft  ;  I  do  not  flatter  you. 

*  — But  Sir  Sampjon  is  haity,  very  hafty. — I'm  afraid  he 

*  is  not  fcrupulous  enough,  Mr.  Forejight. — He  has  been 
'  wicked  ;  and  Heaven  grant  he  may  mean  well  in  his 
«  affair  with  you  '.—-but  my  mind  gives  me,  thefe  things 
'  cannot  be  wholly  inlignificant.  Youare  wife,  and  mould 
'  not  be  over-reached  ;  methinks  you  mould  not. 

'  For.   Alas,  Mr.  Scandal- —Hum  anum  eft  err  are  ! 

4  Scand.  You  fay  true,  man  will  err;  meer  man  will  err 
<  —but  you  are  fomething  more.— There  have  been  wife 
'  men ;  but  they  were  fuch  as  you — men  whoconfulted  the 
'  liars,  and  were  obfervers  of  omens.  ---Solomon  was  wife  : 

*  but   how?   by  his   judgment  in   aftrology. — So  fays 

*  Pineda,  in  his  third  bcok  and  eighth  chapter. 

'  For.  You  are  learned,  Mr.  Scandal. 

'  Scand.   A  trifler— but  a  lover  of  art.— And  the  wife 

*  men  of  the  eaft  owed  their  inftrndion  to  a  ftar  ;  which 
is  rightly  observed  by  Gregory  tlv  Great,  in  favour  of 

!  An^.^6e/:-/'.sMf.grius  makes  it  the rnoftvalu- 
C  2  '  »b!e 
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'  able  fcience— becaufe,  fays  he,  it  teaches  us  toconfidvr 

*  the  caufation  of  caufcs,  in  the  caufes  of  things. 

'  For.  I  protelt,  I  honour  you,  Mr.  Scandal.— I  did 

'  not  think  you  had  been  read  in  thefe  matters Few 

'  young  men  are  inclined— 

'  Scand.  I   thank  my  itars  that  have  inclined  me.--- 

*  But  I  fear  this  marriage  and  making  over  thiseitate,  this 
'  transferring  of  a  rightful  inheritance,  will  bring  judg- 

*  ments  upon  us.   Iprophefyit;  and  I  would  not  have  the 
'  fate  of  Cajfandra,   not  to  be  believed.     Valentine  is 

*  diiturbed,  what  can  be  the  caufe  of  that  ?  and  Sir  Samp/on 
'  is  hurried  on  by  an  unufual  violence---!  fear  he  docs 

*  hot  act  wholly  from  himfelf ;  methinks  he  does  not  look 

*  as  he  ufed  to  do. 

'  For.  He  was  always  of  an  impetuous  nature — Bt;t 
'  as  to  this  marriage,  I  have. con ful ted  the  ftars;  and  all 
'  appearances  areprofperous. 

'  Scand.  Come,  come,  Mr.  Fortfight  ;  1st  not  the 
'  profpeft  of  worldly  lucre  carry  you  beyond  your  judg- 

*  inent,  .nor  againftyour  confcience.---You  are  not  fatis- 
'  fied  that  you  acljuilly. 

'  For.  How ! 

'  Scaxd.  You  are  not  fatisfied,  I  fay.— I  am  loth  to  dif- 
«  courage  you— but  it  is  palpable  that  you  are  not  fatrs- 
•«  ficd. 

'  For.  How  does  it  appear,  Mr.  Scandal  ?  I  think  1 
'  am  very  well  fatisfied. 

'  Scand.  Either  you  fufFer  yourfelf  to  deceive  yourfelfj 

*  or  you  do  not  know  yourfelf. 

*  For.  Pray  explain  yourfelf. 

'  Scand.  Do  you  fleep  well  o'nights  ? 
'  for.  Very  well. 

*  Scand.  Are  you  certain  ?  you  do  not  look  fo. 
'  Fcr.  I  am  in  health,  I  think. 

'  Scand.  So  was  Valentine  this  morning;  and  looked 
'  Juftfo: 

*  For.  How!  am  I  altered  any  way  ?  I  don't  perceive  it. 

*  Scand.  That  may  be ;  but  your  beard  is  longer  than 
'  it  was  two  hours  ago. 

'For.  Indeed?  blefsme.!' 

Eater 
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Enter  Mrs.  Forefight. 

''Mrs.  For,  Hufband,  will  you  go  to  bed?  its  ten 
''o'clock.  Mr.  Scandal,  your  fervant. 

'  Stand.  Pox  on  her,  fhe  has  interrupted  my  defign — 
'  but  I  mutt  work  her  into  the  projeft. — You  keep  early  ' 
'hours,  madam. 

'  Mrs.  For,  Mr.  Forefigbt  is  punctual  j  we  fit  up  after 
'  him. 

'  For.  My  dear,  pray  lend  me  your  glafe,  your  little 
'  looking-glafs. 

'  Scand.  Pray  lend  it'  him,  madam — I'll  tell  you  the 
'  reafon — [She-  gives  him  the  glafs. :  Scandal  and  Jhf 
'  .tuhifper,} — My  pafiion  for  you  is  grown  fe  .violent— 
'  that  I  am  no  longer  matter  of  myfelf— 1  was  inter- 

*  rupted  in  the  morning,  when  you-  had  chanty  enough 
'  to  give  me  your  attention  ;    and  I 'had  hopes  of  finding 
'  another  opportunity  of  explaining  rnyfelf  to  you— but 

*  was  difappoin ted  all  this  day  ;  and  the  uneafinefs  that 
'  has  attended  me  ever  iince,  brings  me  now  hither  at  this 
'  unfeafonable  hour. 

'  Mrs.  For*  Was  there  ever  fuchimpudcnce,  to  make 
'  love  to  rae  before  my  hulband's  face  f  I'll  fwear,  -1*11 

*  tell  him. 

'  Scaxd,  Do.     I'll  die  a  martyr,  rather  than  difclaim 
'  my  paifion.     But  come  a  little  farther  this  way ;  and 
'  I'll  tell  you  what  projeft  I  had  to  get  him  out  of  the 
'way,  that  I  might  have  an  opportunity- of  waiting  upon  ' 
'  you.  [Wbifper.     Forefight  looking  in  the  glafo- 

c  For.  I  do  not  fee  any  revolution  here. — Methinks 
'  I  look  with  a  ferene  and  benign  afpeft — pale,  a  little 
'pale — but  the  rofe,s  of  thefe  cheeks  have  been  gatheied 
'  many  years. — Hal  I  do  not  like  that  fudden  flufhing 

<  , — gone  already  !— Hem,  hem,  hem  !  faintifh.  My  heart 
'  is  pretty  good;    yet  it  beats  :    and  my  pulfes,    ha  ! — 
'  I  have  none — mercy  on  me  '.—hum  : — Yes,  here  they 
'  are. — Gallop,  gallop,  gallop,  gallop,  gallop,  gallop  ! 

'  key !  whither  will  they  hurry  me  ? — Now  they're  gone 

<  ?gj\in — and  now  I'm  faint  again  ;  and  pale  again,  and, 
'  hern  !    and   my,  hem  ! — breath,     and,    hs-m  !— grows 
*-fhort;  hem!  hem!  he,  he,,  hem  ! 

C  3  *  Scant/. 
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4  Stand.  It  takes :  purfue  it,  in  the  name  of  love  arid 

*  pleafure. 

4  Mrs.  For.  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Fore/ight  ? 

'  For.  Hum,  not  fo  well  as  I  thought  J  was.     Lend 

*  me  your  hand. 

*  Stand.  Look  you  there  now. — Your  Lady  fays,   your 
4  fieep  has  been  unquiet  of  late. 

'  For.  Very  likely  ! 

'  Mrs.  For.  O,  mighty  reftlefs  !  but  I  was  afraid  to  tell 
*•  him  fo. — He  has  been  fubjedt  to  talking  and  flarting. 

'  Scand.   And  did  not  ufe  to  be  fo  ? 

4  Mrs.  For.  Never,  never;  till  within  thefe  three 
'  nights,  I  cannot  fay  that  he  hae  once  broken  my  reft 
1  iince  we  have  been  married. 

*  For.  I  will  go  to  bed. 

'  Scand.  Do  fo,  Mr.  Forejight ;  and  fay  your  prayer*. 
«  — He  looks  better  than  he  did. 

*  Mrs.  For.  Nurfe,  nurfe  ! 

'•  For.  Do  you  think  fo,  Mr.  Scandal  F 

*  Scand.  Yes,  yes ;  I  hope  this  will  be  gone  by  morn- 
'  ing  :  take  it  in  time. 

'  For.  I  hope  fo. 

'  Enter  Nurfe. 

*  Mrs.  Far.  Nurfe,  your  mailer  is  not  well ;  put  him 
'  to  bed. 

4  Scand.  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  fee  Valentine  in  the 
'  morning. — You  had  beft  take  a  little  diacodian  and 

*  cowflip-water,   and  lye  upon  your  back ;    may  be  you 
4  may  dream. 

4  F«e.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Scandal-,  I  will. —Nurfe,  let 
f  me  have -a  watch-light,  and  lay  the  Crums  of  Comfort  \>y 
*me. 

*  Nurft.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 
'  For.  And' — hem,  hem  !  I  am  very  faint. 

4  Scand.  No,  no,  you  look  much  better. 

'  For.  Do  I  ?  And,  d'ye  hear-^- bring  me,  let  me  fee — 

*  within  a  quarter  of  twelve — hem — he,  hem  ! — juft  upon 
4  the  turning  of  the  tide,   bring  me  the  urinal. — And  I 
4  hope,  neither  the  lord  of  my  afcendant  nor  the  moon 
'  will  be  combuft  ;  and  then  I  may  do  well. 

4  Scand.  I  hope  fo. — Leave  that  to  me  j  I  will  ereft  a 
z  *•  fchemc  ? 
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*  fcheme  ?  and  I  hope  I  fnall  find  both  Sol  and  VUMI  in 

*  the  fixth  houfe. 

*  For.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  $atn&d\  indeed  that  wouIJ 
'  be  a  great  comfort  to  me.     Hem,   hem  !  good  night. 

'  [£*vr. 
Scand.  Good  night,  good  Mr.  Forfjlgbt.    And  1  hope 

*  Mars  and  Venus  will  be   in  conjunction — while  VU-T 
'  wife  and  I  are  together.' 

Mrs.  For*  Wei!  ;  and  what  ufe  do  you  hope  to  make 
of  this  projefl  ?  You  don't  think  thai  you  art  ever 
like  to  fucceed  in  your  defiga  upon  me  .? 

Scand.  Yes,  faith,  I  do ;  I  have  a  better  opinion 
both  of  you  and  myfelf,  than  to  defpair. 

Mrs.  For.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  •toad  ?-— Hark'ye; 
devil:  do  you  think  any  woman  honeft? 

Scatui.  Yes,  feveral,  very  honed — they'll  cheat  a 
little  at  cards,  ibmetimes ;  but  that's  nothing. 

Mrs.  For.  Pfhaw  !    but  virtuous,  I  mean  ? 

Scand.  Yes,  faith,  I  believe  foms  women  are  vir- 
tuous too;  but  'tis,  as  I  believe  fome  men  are  vsliant, 
through  fear-—For  why  fhould  a  man  court  danger,  or, 
a  woman  fhun  pleafure  ? 

'  Mrs.  For.  O  monflrous !  What  are  confcience  and 
'  honour  ? 

*  Scand.  Why,  honour  is  a  public  enemy;  and  con- 
'  fcience  a  domeftic  thief:  and  he  that  would  fecure  his 
1  pleafure,  muft  pay   a   tribute  to   one,  and  go  halves 
'  with  t'other..    As  for  honour,  that  you  have  fecured  •; 
'  for  you  have  purchafed  a  perpetual  opportunity  for 

*  pleafure. 

'  Mrs.  For.  An  opportunity  for  pleafure  ? 

'  Scand.  Ay,  your  hufband  ;  a  hufband  is  an  cppor- 

*  tunity  for  pleafure.  So  you  have  taken  care  of  honour, 

*  and 'tis  the  leaft  I  can  do  to  take  care  of  confcience.' 

Mrs.  For.  And  fo  you  think  we  are  free  for  one  ano- 
ther ? 

Scand.  Yes,  faith,  I  think  fo ;  I  love  to  fpeak  my  mind. 

'  Mrs.  For.  Why  then  I'll  fpeak  my  mind.     Now,  as 

'  to  this  affair  between  you  and  me.     Here  you  make 

'•  love  to  me ;  why,  I'll  confefs  it  does  not  difpleafe  me. 

C  4  '  Your 
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*  Yourperfoa  is  well  enough,  and  your  underftandine  L 
'  not  amifs. 

'  Scand.  I  have  no  great  opinion  of  myfelf ;  but,  I 

*  think,  I'm  neither  deformed,  nor  a  fool.' 

'  Mrs.  For.  But  you  have  a  villainous  cliciraclcr ;  you 

*  area  libertine  in  fpeech,  as  well  as  pra&ice. 

Scand.   Come,   I    know    what  you  would  fay— -you 

think  it  more  dangerous  to  be  feen  in  converfat'iou 
'  with  me,  than  to  allow  fome  other  men  the  Lift  fa- 
«  vour.  You  miftakc;  the  liberty  I  take  in  talking  is 
«  purely  afteded,  for  the  fervice  of  ycur  f«c.  He  tha-5 
'  iirft  cries  out  flop  thief,  is  often  he  that  has  Ho  Jen  the 
'  treafure.  1  am  a  juggler,  that  afts  by  confederacy  ; 
'  and,  if  you  pleafj,  we'll  put  a  trick  upon  the  world. 

'  Mrs.  Fcr.  Ay  ;  but  you  arc  fuch  an  univcrial  juggler 

---that  I'm  afraid  you  have  a  great  many  confederates. 

'  Scaxd.  Fairh,  I'm  found, 
.  Mrs.  For.  <  O,  fie!'— I'll  fwear,  you're  impudent. 

Scand.  I'll  fwear,   you're  handfome. 

Mrs.  Fcr.  Pirn,  you'd  tell  me  fo,  though  you  did  not 
think  fo. 

Stand.  And  ycu'd  think  fo,  though  I  feould  not- tell 
youio  :  and  now  I  think  we  know  one  another  pretty  weil,: 

Mrs.  Far.  O  lord  :  who's  here  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Frail  ajid  Ben. 

2\#.  Mefs,  I  love  to  fpc-ak  my  mind — Father  has  no-" 
thing  to  do  with  me. — Nay,  I  can't  fay  that  neither  > 
lie  has  fomething  to  do  with  me :  but  what  does  that 
iignify  ?  If  fo  be,  that  I  ben't  minded  to 'be  fleered  by 
Jhiin  ;  'tis  as  thof  he  fhculd  ftrive  againft  wind  and  tide. 

Mrs.  F.  Ay  but,  my  dear,  we  mull  keep  it  fecret, 
\A\  the  eftate  be  fettled;'  for,  you  know,«marrying 
without  an  eftate,  is  like  failing  in  a  Ihip  without  ballaih 

Ben.  He,  he,  he!  why  that's  true;  juft  fo  for  all  the 
world  it  is  indeed,  as  like  as  two  cable  ropes. ' 

Mrs.  F.  And  though  I  have  a  good  portion  ;  you 
know  one  would  not  venture  all  in  one  bottom. 

Ben.  Why  that's  true  again  ;  for  mayhap  one  bottom 
may  fpring  a  leak.  You  have  hit  i:  indeed;  Mefs, 
you've  nicked  the  channel.  ,  •  '•'•• 

Mrs. 

n 
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Mrs.  F.  Well,  bat  if  you  mould  forfake  me  afcer  all, 
you'd  break  my  hearr. 

Ken.  Break  your  heart?  I'd  rather  the  Mary-gold 
fhould  break  her  cable  in  a  ftorm,  as  well  as  I  love  her. 
Flefh,  you  don't  think  I'm  falfe-hearted,.  like  a  land- 
man.  A  failor  will  be  honeft,  thof  mayhap  he  has  never 
a  penny  of  money  in  his  pocket. — Mayhap  I  may  not 
have  fo  fair  a  face  as  a  citizen  or  a  courtier  ;  but,  for 
nil  that,  I've  as  good  blood  in  my  veins,  and  a  heart  as 
found  as  a  bifcuit. 

Mrs.  F.   And  will  you  love  me  always  ? 

Ben.  Nay,  an  I  love  once,  I'll  flick  like  pitch  ;  I'll 
tell  you  that.  Come,  I'll  fmg  you  a  fong  of  a  failor. 

Mrs.  F.  Hold,  there's  my  fitter ;  I'll  call  her  to  hear  it. 

'  Mrs.  For  Well ;  I  won't  go  to  bed  to  my  hufband 
*  to-night ;  becaufe  I'll  retire  to  my  own  chamber,  and 
'  think  of  what  you  have  faid. 

'  Scand.  Well  ;  you'll  give  me  leave  to  wait  upon  you 
*•  to  your  chamber-deor  ;  and  leave  you- my  laft  inftrnc- 
'  tions  ? 

'  Mrs.  For.  Hold,  here's  my  filter  coming  towards  us. 

'  Mrs.  F.'  If  it  won't  interrupt  you,  Mr.  £en,\wi\l 
entertain  you  with  a  fong. 

Ben.  The  fong  was- made  upon  one  of  our  mip's-crew's 
wife  ;  our  boatfwain  made  the  fong  ;  mayhap  you  may 
"know  her,  fir.  Before  Ihe-  roamed,  ihe  was  called 
Buxom  Joan  of  Deptford. 

Scand.  I  have  heard  of  her. 

BALLAD. 

AJoldier  and  a  failor-^ ...  . 

A  tinker  and  a  tailor, 

Had  once  a  doubtful ftrife,  Jir, 

STa  make  a  maid  a  wife,  Jir, 

Whofe  name  <was  buxcm  Joan. 
For  ne-iu.  the  time  'was  ended, 
When  Jhe  no  more  intended 
'Jo  lick  her  lips  at  men,  fir, 
Ar.z  gntnx  thejheets  in  vain^Jtr, 

jlnd  lye  o* nights  alone. 

c  n. 
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II. 

The  foldier  fnvcre  like  tbtinder, 
He  lowed  her  more  than  plunder  ; 
dnd  foem' d  her  many  a  fear ',  fir, 
That  he  had  brought  from  far,  jtr: 

With  fighting  for  her  fake. 
The  fay  lor  thought  to  plea fe  her, . 
With  offering  her  his  meafure. 
The  tinker  too  with  mettle 
Said  he  could  mend  her  kettle.  - 

Ml. 

But  'while  thefe  three  <were  prating,  • 
The  failor  Jlily  --waiting, 
Thought  if  it  came  about,  fir, 
That  they  JhouU  all  fall  out,  fir, 

tie  then  might  play  his  part :  • 
J$nd  juji  e'en  as  he  meant,  fir, 
To  Icggerbeads  they  ivent,  fir,  . 
And  then  be  let  fy  at  her, 
d  foot  ''tiuixt  wind  and  water, 

That  iuon  this  fair  maid's  heart. 

T  Sen,  If  fome  of  our  crew  that  came  to  fee  me  are 

*  rot  gone  5  you  fhall  fee,  that   we    failors   can  dance 
'  fometimes,  as  weH  as  other  folks.— [Whiftles.}  I  war- 

*  rant  that  brings  them,  an  they  be  within  hearing. 

'  Enter  Seamen. 

''Oh,  here   they   be! — and  fiddles  along  with   them. 
'  Come,  my  lads,  let's  have  a  round;  and  I'll  makeone. 

'[Dance. 
*  We're  merry  folks,  we    fnilors  ;  we  han't  much  to  - 

*  care  for.'     Thus  we   live  at  fea ;    eat    biicuit,    and 
drink  flip  ;  put  on   a  clean  fhirt  once  a  quarter— come 
home,  and  lye  with  our  lanladies  once  a  year,  get  rid  of 
a  little  money;  and  then  put  off  with  the'  next   fair 
wind.     How  d'ye  like  us  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Oh,  you  are  the  happieft,  merrieft  men  alive  ! 

Mrs.  Per.  We're  beholden  to  Mr.  Benjamix  for  this 
entertainment. — I  believe  it  is  late.- 

Ben.  Why,  forfooth,  an  you  think  fo,  you  had  beft 
£0  to  bed.  For  my  part,  I  mean  to  tofs  a  can,  and  re- 
member 
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fr.ember  my  fweet-heart,  afore  I  turn  in  ;  mayhap  I  may 
dream  of  her  ! 

Mrs.  Per.  Mr.  Scandal,  you  had  beft  go  to  bed,  and 
dream  too. 

Scand.  Why,  faith,  I  have  a  good  lively  imagina- 
tion ;  and  can  dream  as  much  to  the  purpofe  as  ano- 
ther, if  I  fet  about  it.  But  dreaming  is  the  poor  re- 
treat of  a  lazy,  hopelefs,  and  imperfect  lover  ;  '  tis  the 
4  laft  glimpfe  of  love  to  worn-out  Turners,  and  the  faint 
'  dawning  of  a  blifsto  wifhing  girls  and  growing  boys. 

'  tfl>trt>t  nought  but  willing  waking  lot'g  that  can 
'  Make  bleji  tht-ripend  maid  and  fnijVd  man. 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter  Scandal  and  Jeremy. 

ELL,  is  your  mailer  ready  :  does  lie  look 
madly,  and  talk  madly  ? 
Jer.  Yes,  fir;  you  need  not  make  no  great  doubt  of 
that  ?  He  that  was  fo  near  turning  poet  yefterday  inorn- 
.  ing,  ean't  be  much  to  feek  in  playing  the  madman  to-day. 
Scand.  Would  he  have  Angdica  acquainted  with  the 
reafon  of  his  deiign  ? 

Jer.  No,  fir,  not  yet.  —  He  has  a  mind  to  try  whe- 
ther his  playing  the  madman  won't  make  her  pky  the 
fool,  and  fall  in  love  with  him  ;  or  at  lealt  own  that  ftie 
has  loved  him  all  this  while,  and  concealed  it. 

Stand.  I  faw  her  take  coach  juft  now  with  her  maid  ; 
and  think  I  heard  her  bid  the  coachman  drive  hither. 

Jer.  Like  enough,  fir  ;  for  I  told  her  maid  this  morn- 
ing, my  mafter  was  run  Hark  mad,  only  for  love  of  her 
miftrefs.  I  hear  a  coach  flop  :  if  it  ftiouid  be  fhe,  fir, 
I  believe  he  would  not  fee  her,  till  he  hears  how  foe 
takes  it. 

Scand.  Well,  I'll  try  her—  'tis  me  ;  here  Hie  comes. 

Enter  Angelica. 

Anr.  Mr.  Scandal,  I  iuj?Foi~s  ;ou  doi).'t  think  it  a  no- 

velty 
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velty,  to  fee  a  woman  vifit  a  man  at  his  own  lodgings  ;rt 
a  morning  ? 

Stand.  Not  upon  a  kind  occafion,  madam.  But,  when 
a  lady  comes  tyrannically  to  infult  a  ruined  lover,  and 
make  mamfeft  the  cruel  triumphs  of  her  beauty,  the  bar- 
barity of  it  fomething  furpm.es  me. 

Aug.  I  don't  like  raillery  from  a  ferious  face— ?rp.y 
*ell  me  what  is  the  matter  ? 

Jer.  No  ftrange  matter,  madam  ;  my  matter's  mad, 
•hat's  all.  I  fuppofe  your  lad}fhip  has  thought  him  fo 
j,  great  while. 

A)ig.  How  d'ye  mean,  mnd-? 

'Jer.  Why,  faith,  madam,  he's  mad  for  want  of  his 
wits,  juft  as  he  was  pcor  for  want  of  money.  His  head  is 
e'en  as  light  as  his  pockets ;  and  any  body  that  has  a 
mind  to  a  bad  bargain,  can't  do  better  than  to  beg 
h;m  for  his  eltate. 

Ang.  .If  you  fpeak  truth,  your  endeavouring  at  wit  is 
very  unfeafonable— 

Scand.  She's  concerned,  and  loves  him  !  •  [Afuie. 

Aug.  Mr.  Scandal,  you  can't  think  me  guilty  of  rb 
mdch  inhumanity,  as  not  to  be  concerned  for  a  man  I 
muft  own  myfelf  obligtd  to. ---Pray  tell  me  the  truth  ! 

Scand.  Faith,  madfim,  1  \\ifli  telling  a  lie  would  mend 
the  matter.  But  this  is  no  new  effect  of  an  urifue- 
cefsful  paffion. 

•  Ang,  [Afulf.'}  I  know  not  what  to  thir.k  !  Yet  I  fhouM 
be  vext  to  have  a  trick  put  upcn  me  '—May  I  riot  fee 
him? 

-  Stand.  I'm  afraid  the  phyfician  is  not  willing  you  mould 
fefc-him  yet.---J<'m;/y,  go  in,  and  inquire.  [Exit  Jeremy. 

Ang.  Ha  !  I  faw  him  wink  and  fmile!  1  fancy  a  tuck. 
— I'll  try.  [^//V^.]---I  vvcu'd  difguife  to  all  the  world, 
fir,  a  failing  which  1  mult  own  to  you— I  fe?r,  my  hap- 
pinefs  depends  upon  the  recovery  of  Valentine.  There- 
fore I  con  jure  you,  as  you  are  his  friend,  and  as  you  have 
companion  upon  one  feaiful  of  afiliclion,  to  tell  me  what 
I  am  to  hope  for— I  cannot  fpeak— But  you  may  tc-ll 
me,  fot  you  know  what  1  would  a'fk. 

Scand.  So,  this  is  pretty  plain  ?---Benot  tcomuch  con-- 
cerr.cd;.mad-aH*:-^i  -hope,  his  ccmhticn  is/not  ct-'.f  or:  . 

>it 
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An.  acknowledgment  of  love  -from  you,  perhaps,  may 
work  a  cure  ;  as  the  fear  of  your  averfion  occaiioned  his 
diltemper. 

Aug.  Say  you  for  nay  then  I'm  convinced:  and  if  I 
don't  play  trick  for  trick,  may  I  never  taite  the  pleafure 
of  revenge  !  \_AJide. ~\— Acknowledgement  of  love  !  I  find 
you  have  miitaken  my  companion,  and  think  me  guilty 
of  a  \veaknefs  I  am  a  ftranger  too.  But  I  have  too  much 
fmcerity  to  deceive  you,  and  too  much  charity'  to  iufi'cr 
him  to  be  deluded  with  vain  hopes.  Good-nature  and 
humanity  oblige  me  to  be  concerned  for  him  ;  but  to 
love,  is  neither  in  my  power  nor  inclination ;  '  and  if 
'  he  can't  he  cured  without  I  fuck  the  poifon  from  his 
*  wounds,  I'm  afraid  he  won't  recover  his  fenfes  till  I  lofe 
'  mine.' 

Scand.  Hey.,  brave  woman,  i'faith  !— Won't  you.  fee 
him  then,  if  he  defire  it  ? 

Aug. What  fignify  a  madman's  defires?  befides  't.von'd 
make  me  uaealy— If  I  don't  fee  him,  perhaps  my  con- 
cern for  him  may  leflen— -  If  I  forget  him,  'tis  no  mere 
than  he  has  done  by  himfelf ;  and.novy  the  furprifce  is 
over,  methinks  I  am  net  half  fo  forry  33  I  was. 

ScanJ.  So,  faith,  good-nature  works  apace  ;  you  were 
confefTrnc;  juft  now  an  obligation  to  his  love.  , 

Ang.  Bat  I  have  confide; ed  that  paffions  arc  unreafo- 
nable  and  involuntary.  If  he  loves,  he  can't  helpit; 
and  if  \  don't  lovej  1  can't  help  it ;  no  more  than  he^can 
help  his  being  a  man,  or  I  iny  being  a  woman  ;,  or  no 
more  than  I  can  help  my  want  of  inclination  Po,&ay 
longer  here. — r-  .  \\  [Exit. 

ScanJ.  Humph  !— An  admirable  compofition,  faith, 
this  fame  womankind  I 

Enter  Jeremy 

Jer.  What  is  me  gone,  fir  ?     .  • 

'Scand  Gone  ?  why  .ihe  was  naver  here  nor  any  where 
elfe  ;  nor  I  don't  know  her  if  I  fee  her,  nor  you  neither. 

Jer.  Good  lack  !  what's  the  matter  now  r  are  any 
mpreqfus  to  be  mad?  Why,  fir,  my  mailer  longs  to 
fee  her;  and  is  almoft  mad  in  good  carnelr,  with  the 
iovfu-1  news  of  her  being  here. 

"   '.  We  are  all  under  a  rnifuake,.~~A]k  no  queftious, 

for 
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"for  I  can't  refolve  you  ;  but  Pll  inform  your  mafter.  fn 
the  mean  time,  if  our  project  fuccecd  no  better  with  his 
father  than  it  does  with  his  miftrefs,  he  may  defcend 
from  his  exaltation  of  madnefs  into  the  road  of  common 
fbnfe,  and  be  content  only  to  be  made  a  fool  with  other 
reafonable  people.  I  hear  Sir  Sam/on.  You  know  your 
cue  ?  Til  to  your  mafter.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Sampfon  and  Buckram. 

Sir  S.  D'ye  fee,  Mr.  Buckram,  here's  the  paper  figncd 
Xvith  his  own  hand. 

BUCK.  Good,  fir.  And  the  conveyance  is  ready  drawn 
in  this  box,  if  he  be  ready  to  fign  and  feal. 

Sir  S.  Ready !  body  o'me,  he  muft  be  ready :  his 
fham-ficknefs  fhan't  excufe  him, — O,  here's  his  fcoun- 
drel.  Sirrah,  where's  your  mafter. 

Jcr.  Ah,  fir,  he's  quite  gone  ! 

Sir  S.  Gone  !  what,  he  is  not  dead. 
-    Jcr.  No,  fir,  not  dead. 

Sir  S.  What,  is  he  gone  out  of  town  ?  run  away  ? 
ha!  has  he  tricked  me  !  Speak,  varlet. 

Jer.  No,  no,  fir,  he's  fafe  enough,  fir,  an  he  were 
bat  as  found,  poor  gentleman  !  he  is  indeed  here,  fir, 
and  not  here  fir. 

Sir  5.  Hey-day,  rafcal,  do  you  banter  me?  firrah, 
d'ye  banter  me  ? — Speak,  firrah  ;  where  is  he  ?  for  I 
will  find  him. 

Jer.  Would  you  could,  fir ;  for  he  has  loft  himfelf.. 
Indeed,  fir,  I  have  almoft  broke  my  heart  about  him — I. 
can't  refrain  tears  when  I  think  of  him,  fir  :  I'm  as  me- 
lancholy for  him  as  a  paffing-bell,  fir;,  or  a  horfe  in  :*» 
pound. 

Sir  S.  A  pox  confound  your  fimilitudes,  fir  ! — Speak, 
to  be  underftood ;  and  tell  me  in  plain  terms  what  the 
matter  is  with  him,  or  I'll  crack  your  fool's  fkull. 

Jer.  Ah,  you've  hit  it,  fir;  that's  the  matter  with  him, 
fir ;  his  feull's  cracked,  poor  gentleman !  he's  ilark 
mad,  fir  ! 

Sir  S.  Mad ! 

Buck.  What,  is  he  Non  compos  ? 

Jer..  Quite  Non  compos,  fir  ! 

1  Buck.  Why  then  all's  obliterated,  Sir  Sampfon.    If  he 

be 
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fee  Ron  Compos  Mentis,  his  aft  and  deed  will  be-  of  no  ef- 
fect ;  it  is  not  good  in  law. 

Sir  £•.  Oons,  I  won't  believe  it ;  let  me  fee  him,  Sir, 
—Mad  !  I'll  make  him  find  his  fenfes. 

Jer.  Mr.  Scandal  is  with  him,  fir;  I'll  knock  at  the 
door.      [Goes  fo  the  fcene,  ivhicb  opens,  and  dif cowers  Va- 
lentine and  Scandal..  Valentine  upon  a  couch? 
diforderly  drejffedJ} 

Sir  5".  How  now?  what's  here  to  do? 

Pal.   Ha !  who's  that  ?  [Starting. 

Scar.d.  For  Heaven's  fake,  fofdy,  fir,  and  gently  j 
don't  provoke  him. 

Pal.  Anfwer  me,  who  is  that?  and  that? 

Sir  S-.  Gads  bobs,  does  he  not  know  me  ?  is  he  mif- 
chievous  ?  I'll  fpgak  gently. — Val,  Valt  do'ft  thou  not 
know  me,  boy  ?  not  know  thy  own  father,  Val?  I  am  thy 
own  father;  and  this,  honell  Brief  Buckram  the  lawyer. 

Val.  It  may  be  fo — I  did  not  know  you— the  world  is 
full. — There  are  people  that  we  do  know,  and  people 
that  we  do  not  know ;  and  yet  the  fun  fhines  upon  all 
alike — There  are  fathers  that  have  many  children ;  and 

there  are  children  that  have  many  fathers 'tis  ftrange  ! 

But  I  sm  Honefty,  and  come  to  give  the  world  the  lie. 

Sir  S,  Body  o'me,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to  him, 

Val.  Why  does  that  lawyer  wear  black? does  he 

carry  his  confcience  without-fide  ?  Lawyer,  what  art  thou? 
doft  thou  know  me? 

Buck.  O  Lord,  what jnoftl fay? Yes,  fir. 

Val.  Thou  Heft  ;  for  I  am  Honcfty.  'Tis  hard  I  can- 
not get  a  livelihood  amongft  you.  I  have  been  fworn 
out  of  Weftminjltr-Hall  the  firft  day  of  every  term' 

Let  me  fee — no  matter  how  long But  I'll  tell  you 

one  thing;  it  is  a  queftion  that  would  puzzle  an  arith- 
metician, if  fnould  aflc  him,  whether  the  Bible  favcs 
more  fouls  in  Wefiminfter- Abbey,  or  damns  more  hi 
WeJlminfte-f-HalL  For  my  part,  I  am  Honefty,  and 
can't  tell;  I  have  very  few  acquaintance. 

Sir  S.  Body  o'me,  he  talks  fenfibly  in  his  madnefs«<- 
Has  he  no  intervals  ? 

J.er.  Very  fhort,.  fir, 

Buck,  Sir,  I  can  do  you  no  fervice  while  he's  in  this 

COD- 
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condition.     Here's  your  paper,   fir. He  may  do  me 

a  mifchief  if  I  ftay. The  conveyance  is  ready,  fir,  if 

he  recover  his  fenies.  [Exit. 

Sir  S.  Hold,  hold,  don't  you  go  yet. 

Scand.  You'd  better  let  him  go,  fir ;  and  fend  for  him 
If  there  be  occaiion  :  for  I  fancy  his  prefence  provokes 
him  more. 

Val.  Is  the  lawyer  gone?  'Tis  well ;  then  we  may 
drink  about  without  going  together  by  the  ears. — -Heigh 
ho  !  what  a  clock  is  it?  My  father  here  !  your  bleffing 
fir? 

Sir  5.  He  recovers ! — Blefs  thee,  Val? How  doft 

thou  do,  boy  ? 

Val.  Thank  you,  fir,  pretty  well. — I  have  been  a  little 
out  of  order.  Won't  you  pleafe  to  fit,  fir  r 

Sir  S.  Ay,  boy. — Come,  thcu  fhalt  fit  down  by  me; 

Pal.   Sir,   'tis  my  duty  to  wait. 

Sir  S.  No,  no:  come,  come,  fit  thee  down,  honefl 
Val.  How  do'ft  thou  do  ?  let  me  feel  thy  pulfe — Oh, 
pretty  well  now,  Val.  Body  o'me,  I  was  forry  to  fee 
thee  indifpofed  :  but  I'm  glad  thou  art  better,  honeil  VaL 

Val.  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Scand.   Miracle  !  The  monfter  grows  loving.      [4/ide-. 

Sir  S.  Let  me  feel  thy  hand  again,  Val.  It  does  not 
/hake — I  believe  thou  canft  write,  VaL  Ha,  boy  r  thou 
canft  write  thy  name,  Val? Teremy,  ftep  and  over- 
take Mr.  Buckrcm ;  bid  him  make  hafte  back  with  the 
conveyance — quick  !  j  [Exit  Jeremy. 

Stand.  That  ever  I  mould  lufpecl:  fuch  a  heathen  of 
any  remorfe !  [^Jjdg.. 

Sir  S.  Do'ft  thoa  know  this  paper,  Val?  I  knovv 
thou'rt  honeft,  and  wilt  perform  articles. 

\Sbeivs  him  the  paper,   but  holds  it  out  of  his  reach, 

Val.  Pray  let  me  fee  it,  fir.  You  hold  it  fo  far  off, 
that  I  can't  tell  whether  I  know  it  or  no. 

Sir  S.  See  it,  boy  ?  Ay,  ay,  why  thou  do'ft  fee  it — 'tis 
thy  own  hand,  Vally.  Why,  let  me  fee,  I  can  read  it 
as  plain  as  can  be :  look  you  here  [Reads.]  The  condition 
of  ibis  obligation — Look  you,  as  plain  as  can  be,  fo  it 

begins And  then  at  the  bottom — At*u$tntfi  my  hand 

VALENTINE  LEGEND,  in  great  letters.     Why,  'tis 
as  .plain  as  the  nofe  in  one's  face.     What,  are  my  eyes 

better 
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' than  tliine?  I  believe  I  can  read  it  farther  off  yet 
— -let  me  fee.  [Stretches  his  arm  as  far  as  be  can* 

fal.  Will  you  pleafe  to  let  me  hold  it,  fir? 

Sir  S.  Let  thee  hold  it,  fay'il  thou? — Ay,  with  all 
7ny  heart. — What  matter  is  it  who  holds  it?  'What  need 
any  body  hold  it?— I'll  put  it  in  my  pocket,  Pal,  and 
then  nobody  need  hold  it.  f  Puts  the  paper  in  bis  pocket.  ] 
There,  Val:  it's  fafe  enough,  boy,  —  But  thou  (halt  have 
it  as  foon  as  thou  hail  fet  thy  hand  to  another  paper,  lit- 
tle l>'al. 

Enter  Jeremy  and  Buckram,' 

f~al.  What,  is  my  bad  genius  here  again  ?  Oh  no,  'tis 
the  lawyer  with  an  itching  palm  ;  and  he's  cshie  to  be 

icratched.— My  nails  are  not  Ion;*  enough. Let  nie 

have  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs  quickly,  quickly  r  and  you* 
fhaH  fee  me  aft  St.  Dunjlan,  and  lead  the  d'evil  by  the- 
nofe. 

Buck.  O  Lord,  let  me  begone!  I'll  not  venture  my- 
felf  with  a  madman.  [Runs  out. 

PaL  Ha,  ha,  ha.',  you  need  not  ran  fo  faft :  Honefly  ' 
will  not  overtake  you. — Ha,  ha,  ha  I  the  rogue  found 
me  out  to  be  in  forma  pauperis  prefently. 

Sir '  S.  Cons!  what  "a  vexation  is  here!  I  know  not 
what  to  do  or  fay,  nor  which  wav  to  go. 

Pal*  Who's  that,  that's  out  of  his  way?  I  am  Mb* 
neity,  and  can  fet  him  right. — Harkee,  friend,  the  ftfait 
road  is  the  word  way  you  can  go. —  He  that  follows  his 
Bofe  always,  will  very  often  be  led  into  a  ftink.  Pro- 
batum  eft.— But  what  are  you  for?  religion  or  politicks  I 
There's  a  couple  of  topicks  for  you,  no  more  like  one  • 
another  than  oil  and  vinegar;  and  yet  thcfe  two,  beaten 
together  by  a  itate-cook,  make  fauce  for  the  whole  nation.  ' 

Vir  S.  What  the  devil  had  I  to  do,  ever  to  beget  fees  ? 
why  did  I  ever  marry"? 

Val.  Becaafe  thou  wcrt  a  monlkr,  old  boy.     The  two ' 
grentcfE  menders  in  the  world,  are  a  man  and  a  wouian. 
What's  thy  opinion  ? 

-  Sir  5.  Why,  my  opinion  is,  that  thofe  two  monfters  • 
joined  together  muke  yet  a  greater  j  that's  a  man  and  his  j 
wife.  |~i 

;W.'Aha.  old   True-penny!    fay 'ft  thou  fo  ?    Thou 

).U  «  <u*|jn|« 
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haft  nicked  it. — But  it  is  wonderful  ftrange,  Jeremv, 

Jsr.  What  is,  fir? 

Pal.  That  grey  hairs  fhculd  cover  a  green  head— — — 

and  I  make  a  foci  of  my  father.     What's  here  ?    Erra 

Patiry  or  a  bearded  Sibyl  ?  If  prophecy  comes,  Honefty 

muft  give  place.  \Exeunt  Valentine  and  Jeremy. 

Enter  Foreiight,  Mrs,  Forefight  and  Mrs.  Frail. 

For.  What  fays  he  ?  What,  did  he  prophefy  f  Ha,  Sir 
Sampjcn  !  Blefs  us  !  how  are  we  ? 

Sir  S.  Are  we?  A  pox  o'your  prognoflication ! 

Why,  we  are  fools  as  we  ufed  to  be. Oons,  that  you 

could  not  forefee  that  the  moon  would  predominate,  and 
my  fon  be  mad  I— -—Where' »  your  oppofitions,  your 
trines,  and  your  quadrates  ?-— —•  What  did  your  Car  dun 

*  and  your  Ptolemy  tell  you?    Your  Meffahalah  and  your 

*  Longomontanus,  your  harmony  of  chiromancy  with  aftro- 
'  logy.'     Ah !  pox.  on't,  that  I  who  know  the  world, 
and  men  and  manners,  who  don't  believe  a  fyllable  in 
the  fky  and  ftars,  and  fun  and  almanacks,    and  trafl], 
Ihould  be  directed  by  a  dreamer,  an  omen-hunter,  and 
defer  buftnefs  in  expectation  of  a  lucky  hour !  when,  body 
o'me !  there  never  was  a  lucky  hour  after  the  firft  op- 
portunity. [Exit. 

For.  Ah,  Sir  Samp/on,  Heaven  help  your  head !— — 

This  is  none  of  your  lucky  hour Nemo  omnibus  horis 

/apit,'—  What,  is  he  gone,  and  in  contempt  of  fcience? 
Ill  ftars  and  unconvertible  ignorance  attend  him  ! 

Scand.  You  mult  excufe  his  paflion,  Mr.  Forejigkt ;  for 

he  has  been  heartily   vexed, His  fon  is  Non  compos 

mentis,  and  thereby  incapable  of  making  any  conveyance 
in  law;  fo  that  all  his  meafures  are  difappointed. 

For.  Ha!  fay  you  fo? 

Mrs.  F.  What,  has  my  fea-lover  loft  his  anchor  of 
hope  then  ?  \_AJide  to  Mrs.  Forefight. 

Mrs.  For.  O  fifter,  what  will  you  do  with  him  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Do  with  him  ?   Send  him  to  fea  again  in  the 

next  foul  weather. He'sufed  to  an  inconftant  element, 

and  won't  be  furprized  to  fee  the  tide  turned. 

For.  Wherein  was  I  miftaken,  not  to  forefee  this  ? 

\Confiders. 

Scand.  Madam,  you  and  I  can  tell  him  fomething 
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file  that  he  did  not  forefee,  and  more  particularly  relat" 
ing  to  his  own  fortune !  [Jfidt  to  Mrs.  Forefight. 

'  Mrs.  For.  What  do  you  mean?  I  don't  underftand 
'  you. 

'  Scand.  Hufh,  foftly— — the  pleafures  of  laft  night, 
1  my  dear;  too  confiderable  to  be  forgot  fo  foon. 

'  Mrs.  For.  Laft  night?  and  what  wou'd  your  impa- 
'  dence  infer  from  laft  night?  Laft  night  was  like  the 
'  night  before,  f  think. 

*  Scand.  'Sdeath,  do  you  make  no  difference  between 
*  me  and  yourhufljand  ? 

'  Mrs.  For.  Not  much — he's  fuperfticious ;  and  you 
'  are  mad,  in  my  opinion. 

*  •  Scand.  You  make  me  mad.— You  are  not  ferious  ?— 

*  pray  recollect  yourfelf. 

*  Mrs.  For.  O  yes,  now  I  remember,  you  were  very 
'  impertinent  and  impudent— and  would  have  come  to 
'•  bed  to  me. 

'  Scand.  And  did  not? 

'  Mrs.  For.  Did  not!  with  what  face  can  you  afk  the 
'  queftion  ? 

*  Scand.  This  I  have  heard  of  before,  but  never  be- 
'  lieved.     I  have  been  told,  me  had  that  admirable  qua- 
'  lity  of  forgetting  to  a  man's  face  in  the  morning,  that 

*  me  had  lain  with  him  all  night ;  and  denying  that 
'  me  had  done  favours,    with  more  impudence  than  me 
'  could  grant  them. — Madam,  I'm  your  humble  fervantK 
'  and  honour  you.'-        You  look  pretty  well,  Mr.  Eore- 

fight.     How  did  you  reft  laft  night? 

For.  Truly,  Mr.Scandal,  I  was  fo  taken  up  with  broken; 
dreams  and  diftracted  vifions,  that  I  remember  little. 

Scand.  '  'Twas  a  very  forgetting  night.' — But  would 
you  not  talk  with  Valentine?  Perhaps  you  may  under- 
iland  him ;  I  am  apt  to  believe,  there  is  iomething  my- 
frerious  in  his  difcourfes,  and  fometimes  rather  think 
him  infpired  than  mad. 

For.  You  fpeak  with  iingular  good  judgment,  Mr. 
Scandal,  truly. — I  am  inclining  to  your  Turk;/?  opinion 
in  this  matter,  and  do  reverence  a  man  whom  the  vul- 
gar think  mad.  Let  us  go  to.  him, 

Mrs./". 
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Mrs.  F.  Sifter,  do  you  go  with  them ;  I'll  find  out1 
ray  lover,  and  give  him  his  difcharge,  and  come  to  you. 
[Exeunt  Scandal.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Forefight.]  On  my  con- 
icience,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Ben. 

Sen.  All  mud,  I  think. — Flefh,  L  believe  all  the- 
Calentures  of  the  fea  are  ccme  afhore,  for  my  part. 

Mrs.-/"  Mr.  Benjamin  in  choler! 

Ben.  No,  I'm  pieaied  well  enough,  now  I  have  found 
you.-  •••  'Mefs,  I  have  had  fuch  a  hurricane  upon  your 
account  yonder. 

Mrs.  F.   My  account  ? — Pray,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Ben.  Why,  father  came,  and  found  me  fquabbling  with- 
yen  chitty-faced  thing,  as  he  would  have  me  marry — 
fo  he  afked  what  was  the  matter.— He  afked  in  a  furly 
fort  of  a  way.-— It  feems  brother  Val  is  gone  mad,  and 
fo  that  put'n  into  a  paflion  ;  but  what  did  I  know  that  ? 
what's  that  to  me  ?--- fo  he  afked  in  a  furly  fort  of  man- 
ner—and, Gad,  I  anfwered  'en  as  furlily.  What  thof 
he  be  my  father,  I  an't  bound  prentice  to  'en  :— fo, 
faith,  I  told'n  in  plain  terms,  if  I  were  minded  to  marry, 
I-'d  marry  to  pleaie  myfelf,  not  him  :  and  for  the  young 
woman  that  he  provided  for  me,  I  thought  it  more 
fitting  for  her  to  learn  her  fampler,  and  make  dirt-pies, 
than  to  look  after  a  hufband;  for  my  part,  I  was  none 
of  her  man—-!  had  another  voyage  to  make,  let  him 
take  it  as  he  will. 

Mrs.  F.  So  then,  you  intend  to  go  to  fea  again  ? 

Ben.  Nay,  nay,  my  mind  run  upon  you — but  I  would 
not  tell  him  fo  much. — So  he  faid,  he'd  make  my  heart 
ake ;  and  if  fo  bs  that  he  could  get  a  woman  to  his- 
mind,  he'd  many  hi mfelf.  Gad,  fays  I,  an- you  play 
the  fool  and  marry  at  thefe. years,  there's  more  danger 
of  your  head's  a  king  than  my  heart  ! — He  was  wound/ 
angry  when  I  giv'n  that  wipe— he  had'nt  a  word  to  fay  ; 
and  fo  I  Ieft'n7  and  the  green  girl  together  ;  may-hap 
the  bee  may  bite,  and  he'll  marry  her  himfelf — with  all 
jny  heart ! 

Mrs.  /\  And  where  you  this  undutiful  and  gracelefs 
wi etch  to  your  father?  ' 

j&wr/Then  whv  was  h?  gracelefs  firft  ?—  If  I  am  un.- 

datifeti 
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xlutifal  and  gracelefs;  why  did  lie  beget  me  fo  ?  I  did  not 
get  rnyfelf. 

Mrs.  F.  O  impiety  !  how  have  I  been  mistaken  !  What 
-an  inhuman  mercitefs  creature  have  I  fet  my  heart  upon  ! 
O,  I  am  happy  to  have  difccvered  the  ihelves  and  quick- 
lands  that  lurk  beneath  that  faithlefs  fouling  face  ! 

Bsn.  Hey-tofs  ?  what's  the  matter  now :  why  you 
ben't  angry,  be  you  ? 

Mrs.  F.  O  fee  me  no  more — for  thou  we;t  born 
among  rocks,  fuckled  by  whales,  cradled  in  a  tempeit, 
and  whiitled  to  by  winds  ;  and  thou  art  come  forth  with 
fins  and  fcales,  and  three  rows  of  teeth,  a  moil  out- 
rageous fifh  of  prey. 

.Ben.  O  lord,  O  lord,  fhe's  mad,  poor  young  woman  : 
Jove  has  turned  her  fcnfes,  her  brain  ij  quite  overfer. 
We'1-a-day,  how  fliall  I  do  to  fet  her  to  rights  ? 

Mrs.  F.  N.o,  no,  I  am  not  mad,  raoniisr^  I  am  wife 
-enough  to  find  you  out. — Hadft  thou  the  impudence  to 
afpire  at  being  a  huiband,  with  that  ftubborn  and  difo- 
bedient  temper  r — You,  that  know  not  how  to  fubmit 
to  a  father,  prefume  to  have  a  fu facie nt  ilock  of  duty  to 
-undergo  a  v/ife  ?  I  mould  have  been  finely  fobbed 'in- 
deed, very  finely  fcxbbed  ! 

JBen.  Harkee,  forfooih^  if  fo  be  that  you  are  in  your 
right  fenfes,  d'ye  fee,  for  aught  as  I  perceive  I'm  like  »o 
-be  finely  fobbed — if  J  have  got  anger  here  upon  your 
account,  and  you  are  tacked  about  already  ! — What  d'ye 
mean,  after  all  your  fair  fpeeches,  and  ftroaking  my 
-.cheeks,  and  luffing  and  hugging,  want  would  you  fheer 
off  Jo  ?  would  you,  s.nd  leave  me  aground  ? 

Mrs.  F.  No',  I'll  leave  you  adrift,  and  go  which  way 
you  will. 

Ben.  What,  are  you  falfc-hearted  then  ? 

Mn.  F.   Only  the  wind's  changed. 

Ben.  Morefhame  for  you !— The  wind's  changed  ?  It 
is  an  ili  wind  blows  nobody  good.— Mayhap  I  have  a 
good  riddance  on  you,  if  thefa  be  your  tricks. — What  did 
you  mean  all  this  while  to  make  a  fool  of  me? 

Mrs.  F.   Any  fool,  but  a  huiband. 

Ben.  Hafband !  Gad,  I  would  not  be  your  hufbatid,  if 
•you  would  have  me,  now  1  know  your  mind ;  .thaf 

you 
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you  had  your  weight  in  gold  and  jewels,  and  thof I  loved 
you  never  ib  well. 

Mrs.  F.  Whv,  canfl  thou  love,  Porpufs  ? 

Ben.  No  matter  what  I  can  do  ;  don't  call  names— 
I  don't  love  vou  fo  well  as  to  bear  that,  whatever  I  did. 
• — I'm  glad  you  mew  yourfelf,  millrefs  : — let  them  marry 
you  as  don't  know  yon. — -Gad,  I  know  you  too  well,  by 
fad  experience  ;  I  believe  he  that  marries  you  will  go  to 
lea  in  a  hen-pecked  frigate. — I  believe  that,  young  wo- 
man ! — and  mayhap  may  come  to  an  anchor  at  Cuckolds 
Point ;  fo  there's  a  dafh  for  you,  take  it  as  you  will  ; 
mayhap  you  may  hollow  after  me  when  I  won't  come  to. 

[Exit.} 

Mrs.  F.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  no  doubt  on't!   [Sings.}  'My 

*  true  love  is  gave  to  fea  !  '    [Enter  Mrs.  Forelight.]  O 
filler,   had  you  come  a  minute  fooner,    you  would  have 
feen  the  refolution  of  a  lover. — Honeft  'Tar  and  I  are 
parted;  — and  with  the  fame  indifference  that  we  met. — 
4  On  my  life,  I  am  half  vexed  at  the  infenfibility  of  a 
'  brute  that  I  defpifed.' 

Mrs.  For.   What  then,  he  bore  it  moft  heroically? 
Airs.  F .   Moft  tyrannically — '  for  you  fee   he  has  got 

*  the  ftart  of  me  ;  and  I  the  poor  forfaken  maid  am  left 

*  complaining  on  the  more.'  But  I'll  tell  you  a  hint  that 
he  has  given  me.     Sir  Samp/on  is  enraged,    and  talks 
defperately  of  committing  matrimony  himfelf. — If  he  has 
a  mind  to  throw  himfelf  away,  he  can't  do  it  more  ef- 
fectually than  upon  me,  if  we  could  bring  it  about. 

Mrs.  For.  O  hang  him,  old  Fox!  he's  too  cunning; 
befides,  he  hates  botli  you  and  me. —But  I  have  a  project 
•in  my  head  for  you,  and  I  have  gone  a  good  way  towards 
it.  I  have  almoft  made  a  bargain  with  Jeremy,  Falen- 
*/»/•' s  man,  to  fell  his  mafter  to  us. 

Airs.  F.   Sell  him  ?  how  ? 

Mrs.  For.  Valentine  raves  upon  Angelica,  and  took  me 
for  her;  and  Jeremy  fays,  will  take  any  body  for  her  that 
he  impofes  on  him. — Now  I  have  promifed  him  moun- 
tains, if  in  one  of  his  mad  fits  he  will  bring  you  to  him 
in  her  flead,  and  get  you  married  together,  and  put  to 
bed  together — and  after  confummation,  girl,  there's  no 
revoking.  And  if  he  mould  recover  his  fenfes,  he'll  be 

glad 
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•glad  at  leaft  to  make  you  a  goodfettlement. — Here  they 
come  ;  ftand  afide  a  little,  and  tell  me  how  you  like  the 
defign. 

Enter  Valentine,  Scandal,  Forefight,  and  Jeremy. 
I       Scant! .  And  have  you  given  your  mailer  a  hint  of  their 
j  plot  upon  him  ?  [To  Jeremy. 

Jer,  Yes,  fir;  he  fays,  he'll  favour  it,  and  miftake 
her  for  Angelica. 

Stand.  It  may  make  us  fport. 

For.   Mercy  on  us  ! 

Vol.  Hum't — Interrupt  me  not — I'll  whifper  predic- 
tion  to  thee,  and  thou  (halt  prophefy ;— I  am  (lofrtfty,'' 
and  can  teach  thy  tongue  a  new  trick. — I  have  told  thee 
what's  paft — Now  I'll  tell  what's  to  come  ? — Doft  thou 
know  what  will  happen  to-morrow  ?— Anfwer  me  rot 
— for  I  will  tell  thee.  To-morrow  knaves  will  thrive 
through  craft,  and  fools  through  fortune  ;  and  honefty 
will  go  as  it  did,  froft-nipt  in  a  fummer  fuit.  Alk  me 
questions  concerning  to-morrow. 

Scant/.    Aflthim,  Mr. /W9%&. 

For.  Pray  what  will  be  done  at  court  ?  -fV— ; ^~ 

Val.  Scandal  will  tell  you. — I  am  .Hoindty ;  I  never 
come  there. 

For.  In  the  city  ? 

Vol.  Oh,  prayers  will  be  faid  in  empty  churches,  at 
the  ufual  hours.  Yet  you  will  fee  fuch  zealous  faces  be- 
hind counters,  as  if  religion  were  to  be  fold  in  every 
ihop.  Oh  !  things  wilf  go  methodically  in  the  city. 
The  clocks  will  ilrike  twelve  at  noon,  and  the  horned 
herd  buz  in  the  Exchange  at  two.  Hufbands  and  wives 
will  drive  diftinct  trades;  and  care  and  pleafure  fepa- 
rately.  occupy  the  family.  Coffee-houfes  will  be  full  of 
fmok'e  and  ftratagem.  And  the  cropt  prentice  that 
(weeps  his  matter's  ihop  in  the  morning,  may  ten  to  one 
dirty  his  iheets  before  night.  But  there  are  two  things 
that  you  will  fee  very  ftrange ;  which  are,  wanton, 
wives  with  their  legs  at  liberty,  and  tame  cuckolds  with 
ch?.ins  about  their  necks. — But  hold,  I  muft  examine  you 
before  I  go  further ;  you  look  fufpiciouily.  Are  you  a 
huiband. 

F.cr.  I  am  marritd. 

Vol. 
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fed.  Poor  creature  !  is  your  wife  of  C 
pariih.  ? 

For.  No  ;  Sf.  Martin's  in  the  fields. 

Val.  Alas;  poor  man  !  his  eyes  are  funk,  and  his  hands 
-fhri  veiled  ;  his  kgs  dwindled,  and  his  back  bowed. 
.Prey,  pray,  for  a  metamorphcfis.  —  Change  thy  lhape, 
tnd  fiiuke  off  age  ;  get  thee  Medea's  kettle,  and  be 
boiled  anew  ;  come  forth  with  labouring,  callous  hands, 
a  chine  of  fteel,  and  Atlas'  ftioulders.  LztTaliacotius 
trim  the  calves  of  twenty  chairmen,  and  make  thee 
pedeftals  to  ftand  ereft  upon;  .and  look  matrimony  in 
the  face.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  that  a  man  fhould  have  a 
ftomach  to  a  wecldiug  fupper,  when  the  pigeons  ought 
.rather  to  be  laid  at  his  feet  !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

For.   His  frenzy  is  very  high,  now,  Mr.  Scandal. 

Scand.  1  believe  it  is  a  fpring-tide. 

Fcr.  Very  likely  truly  ;  you  undenland  thefe  mat- 
•ters.  Mr.  .Sic.nda-1,  J  (hall  be  very  glad  to  confer  with 
you  about  thefe  things  which  he  has  uttered.  —  Hi-s 
layings  nre  very  myfterious  and  hieroglyphical. 

VaL  Oh,  why  would  Angelica  be  abfent  frcm  my  eyes 
do  long  ? 

Jer.   She's  here,  Sir. 

Mrs.  Fcr.  Now,  fifter. 

Mrs.  F.   O  lord,  what  muft  I  fay* 

Scar.d.  Humour  him,  madam,  by  all  means. 

Val.  Where  is  me  f  Oh,  1  fee  her  !  —  She  comes,  like 
.riches,  health,  and  liberty,  at  once,  to  a  defpairing, 
jftarving,  and  abandoned  wretch.  —  Oh  welcome,  wel- 
come ? 

Mrs.  F.  How  d'ye,  fir  ?  can  I  ferve  you  ? 

Val.  Harkee  —  I  have  a  fecret  to  tell  yo\i~-Endyiniin 
and  the  moon  mail  meet  us  upon  Mount  Latmos,  and 
we'll  be  married  in  the  dead  of  night.  —  But  fay  not  a 
word.  Hymen  mall  put  his  torch  into  a  dark  lantern, 
that  it  may  be  fecret;  and  Juno  mall  give  her  Peacock 
poppy-water,  that  he  may  fold  his  ogling  tail,  Arguis 
hundredeyes  be  (hut,  ha?  Nobody  fhaH  know  but  Jeremy. 

Mrs.tF.  No,  no,  we'll"  keep  it  fccret  ;  it  faall  be  done 
prefentl.y. 

V.aL 
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Pal.  The  fooner  the  better — Jeremy,  come  hither — 
clofer — that  none  may  over  hear  us  ; — Jeremy,  I  can 
tell  you  news.  Angelica  is  turned  nun  ;  and  I  am  turn- 
ing fryar:  and  yet  we'll  marry  one  another  in  fplte  of 
the  Pope. — Get  me  a  cowl  and  beads,  that  I  may  play 
my  part — for  fhe'll  meet  me  two  hours  hence  in  black 
and  white,  and  a  long  veil  to  cover  tfie  projecV;  and  we 
won't  fee  one  another's  faces,  till  we  have  done  fomething 
to  be  amamed  of— and  then  we'll  blufh  once  for  all, 
Enter  Tattle  and  Angelica, 

Jer.  I'll  take  care,  and 

Pal.  Whifper. 

Ang.  Nay,  Mr.  Tattle,  if  you  make  love  to  me,  you 
fpoil  my  defign  ;  for  I  intend  to  make  you  my  confident. 

Scand.  How's  this  !  Tattle,   making  love  to   Angelica.  \ 

Tatt.  But,  madam,  to  throw  away  your  perfon,  fuch 
•a  perfon  !  and  fuch  a  fortune,  on  a  madman ! 

Ang.  I  never  loved  him  till  he  was  mad*  but  don't 
,  tell  any  body  fo. 

Tatt.  Tell,  madam  ?  alas,  you  don't"  know  me. — I 
have  much  ado  to  tell  your  ladyfhip  how  long  I  have  been 
in  love  with  you — but,  encouraged  by  the  impofiibi.i:/ 
of  Valentine's  making  any  more  addreiTes  to  you,  I  have 
ventured  to  declare  the  very  inmofl  paffion  of  my  heart. 
Oh,  madam,  look  upon  us  both.  There,  you  fee  the 
ruins  of  a  poor  decayed  creature  ! — Here,  a  compleat 
lively  figure,  with  youth  and  health,  and  all  his  fivefenfes 
in  perfection,  madam ;  and  to  all  this,  the  moil  paffion- 
ate  lover 

Ang,  O,  fie  for  mame,  hold  your  tongue.  A  paflionate 
lever,  and  five  fenfes  in  perfection  !  When  you  are  as 
mad  as  Valentine,  I'll  believe  you  love  Hie  j  and  the  mad- 
deft  fhall  take  me. 

Val.  It  is  enough.     Hal   who's  here  ? 

Mrs.  F.  O  lord,  her  coming  will  fpoil  all.  [To  Jeremy. 

Jer.  No,  no,  madam;  he  won't  know  her:  if  he 
fhould,  I  can  perfuade  him. 

Val.  Scandal,  who  are  thefe  ?  Foreigners  ?  If  they  are, 
I'll  tell  you  what  I  think.—— Get  away  all  the  com- 
panv  but  Angelica,  that  I  may  difcovcr  my  defign  to  her. 

\mifper. 
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Sca)id.  I  will — I  have  difcovered  fomething  of  Tattle, 
that  is  of  a  piece  with  Mrs.  Frail.  He  courts  Angelica  ; 
if  we  could  contrive  to  couple  them  together — Hark'ee — 

\Wbifper. 

Mrs.  For.  He  won't  know  you,  coufin  ;  he  knows  no- 
body. 

Fcr.  But  he  knows  more  than  any  body. — Oh,  niece, 
he  knows  things  paft  and  to  come,  and  all  the  profound 
jecrets  of  time. 

Tatt.  Look  you,  Mr.  Forsjigbt ;  it  is  not  my  way  to 
nnke  many  words  of  matters,  and  fo  I  (han't  Jay  much. 
--But  in  Ihort,  d'ye  fee,  I  will  hold  you  a  hundred  pounds 
now,  that  I  know  mere  fecrets  than  he. 

For.  How  ?  I  cannot  read  that  knowledge  in  your  face, 
Mr.  Tattle. — Pray,  what  do  you  know  ? 

Tatt.  Why,  d'ye  think  I'll  tell  you,  fir? — Read  it  in 
my  face  ?  No,  fir,  it  is  written  in  my  heart;  and  fafer 
there,  fir,  than  letters  writ  in  juice  of  lemon,  for  no  fire 
can  fetch  it  out.  I  am  no  blab,  fir. 

VaL  Acquaint  'Jeremy  with  it  ;  he  may  enfily  bring  it 
about. — They  are  welcome,  and  I'll  tell  them  fo  myfeif. 
\To  Scandal.]  What,  do  you  look  ftrange  upon  me? — 
Then  I  muft  be  plain.  [Coming  up  to  them.}  I  am  honeity, 
and  hate  an  old  acquaintance  with  a  new  face. 

[Scandal  goes  ajide  'with  Jeremy. 
Tatt,  Do  you  know  me,  Valentine  ? 
Val.  You  ?  Who  are  you  ?  No,  I  hope  net. 
Tatt.  I  am  Jack  Tattle,  your  friend. 
Val.  My  friend  !    what  to  do  ?  I  am  no  married  man, 
and  thou  can'ft  not  lye  with  my  wife  .  I  am  very  poor, 
and   thou  canft  not  borrow  money  of  me.   Then  what 
employment  have  I  for  a  friend  ? 

Tatt.  Ha !  a  good  open  fpeaker,  and  not  to  be  trufted 
with  a  fecret. 

Ang.  Do  you  know  me,  Valentine  ? 
Vol.  Oh,  very  well. 
4ng.  Who  am  I  ? 

Val-.  You're  a  woman — one  to  whom  Heaven  gave 
beauty,  when  it  grafted  rofes  on  a  briar.  You  are  the 
reflection  of  Heaven  in  a  pond  j  and  he  that  leaps  at  you 
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L  funk.  You  are  all  white,  a  meet  of  lovely  fpotlefs 
paper,  when  you  firfl  are  born ;  but  you  are  to  be  fcrawl- 
t-d  and  blotted  by  every  goofe's  quil.  I  know  you  ;  for 
I  loved  a  woman,  and  loved  her  fo  long,  that  I  found 
out  a  ftrange  thing:  I  found  out  what  a  woman  was 
good  for. 

Tatt.  Ay,  pr'ythee,  what's  that  ? 

Val.  Why,  to  keep  a  fecret. 

Tatt.  O  Lord  ! 

Val.  O,  exceeding  good  to  keep  a  fecret :  for  though 
ms  ihould  tell,  yet  ihe  is  not  to  be  believed. 

Tatt.  Ha  !  good  again,  faith. 

'  Val.  I  would  have  mufick Sing  me  the  fong  that 

*  I  like 

'SONG. 
I. 

*  /  tell  thee,  Charmion,  could  I  time  retrieve, 
f  And  could  again  begin  to  love  and  live, 

*  To  you  I  Jfjculd  my  earlieft  offering  give  ; 

'  /  know,  my  eyes  would  lead  my  heart  to  you, 
'  And  1  JhoK-ld  all  my  vows  and  oaths  rexew  ; 
'  But,  to  be  plain,  I  never  would  be  true, 
II. 

*  For  by  our  weak  and  weary  truth,  I  find > 

*  Love  hates  to  center  in  a  point  affignd ; 

*  Outruns  with  joy  the  circle  of  the  mind, 

'  Then  never  let  us  chain  what  jbould  be  free, 

*  But  for  relief  of  either  fex  agree  : 

'  Since  women  love  to  change,  and  fo  do  we. 

*  No  more  ;  for  I  am  melancholy.'  [Walks  mujing. 

"Jer.  (Jeremy  and  Scandal  wbij'per.}  I'll  do't,  fir. 

Scand.  Mr.  Fore-fight,  we  had  bell  leave  him.  He  may 
grow  outrageous,  and  do  mifchief. 

For.  I  will  be  diredled  by  you. 

Jer.  [to  Mrs.  Frail.~\  You'll  meet,  madam. — I'll  take 
care  every  thing  mail  be  ready. 

Mrs.  F.  Thou  fhalt  do  what  thou  wilt ;  in  Ihort,  I 
will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Tatt.  Madam,  mall  I  wait  upon  you  ?    [To  Angelica. 

Ang.  No,  I'll  ftay  with  him. — Mr.  Scandal  will  pro- 
D  2  '  tea 
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teft  me.     Aunt,   Mr.  Tattle  defires  you  would  give  him 
leave  to  wait  on  you. 

Tatt.  Pox  on't,  there's  no  coming  off,  now  me  has 
iaid  that — Madam,  will  you  do  me  the  honour  ? 

Mrs.  For.  Mr.  Tattle  might  have  uied  lefs  ceremony  ! 
[Exeunt  Mrs.  Frail  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Forefight  and  Tattle. 
Scand.  "Jeremy,  follow  Tattle.  [Exit  Jeremy. 

Ang.  Mr.  Scandal,  I  only  ftay  till  my  maid  comes,  and 
becaufe  I  had  a  mind  to  be  rid  of  Mr.  Tattle. 

Scand.  Madam,  I  am  very  glad  that  I  over-heard  a 
better  reafon,  which  you  gave  to  Mr.  Tattle;  for  his 
impertinence  forced  you  to  acknowledge  a  kindnefs  for 
Valentine,  which  you  denied  to  all  his  fufferings  and  my 
felicitations.  So  I'll  leave  him  to  make  ufe  cf  the  dif- 
covery  ;  and  your  ladyfhip  to  the  free  confeffion  of  your 
inclinations. 

Ang.  Oh  Heavens  !  you  won't  leave  me  alone  with  a 
madman  ? 

Scand.  No,  madam ;  I  only  leave  a  madman  to  his 
remedy.  [Exit. 

Fal.   Madam,  you  need  not    be   very   much   afraid, 
for  I  fancy  1  begin  to  come  myfelf. 
Ang.  Ay,  but  if  I  don't  fit  you,  I'll  be  hanged  !  \_AJlde, 
Pal.  You   fee  what  difguifes   love  makes  us  put  on, 
Gods  have  been  in  counterfeited  fhapes  for  the  fame  rea- 
Ibn  ;   and  the  divine  part  of  me,  my  mind,  has  worn  this 
mafque  of  maclnefs,  and  this  motley  livery,  only  as  the 
fiave  of  love,  and  menial  creature  of  your  b.:auty. 
Ang.  Mercy  on  me,  how  he  talks  ! — poor  Valentine  ! 
VaL  Nay,  faith,   now  let  us  underftand  one  another, 
hypocrify  apart.  — The  comedy  draws  towards  an  end  ; 
and  let  us  think  of  leaving  acting,  and  be  ourfelves ;  and, 
jince  you  have  loved  me,  you  muft  own,  I  have  at  length 
deferred  you  mould  confefs  it. 

Aug.  \jigbs.]  I  would  I  had  loved  you  ! — for,  heaven 
knows,!  pity  you;  and,  could  I  have  forfeen  the  bad  ef- 
fects, I  would  have  ftriven  ;  but  that's  too  late  ! 

Fal.  What  fad  effefts  ?  what's  tdo  late  ?— My  feeming 
madnefs  has  deceived  my  father,  and  procured  me  time 
to  think  of  means  to  reconcile  me   to  him,  and  prefarve 
the  r'ght  of  my  inheritance  to  his  ellate  ;  which  other- 
wife, 
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wife,  by  articles,  I  muft  this  morning  have  refigned  . 
And  this  I  had  informed  you  of  to-day,  but  you  were 
gone  before  I  knew  you  had  been  here. 

Ang.  How  !  I  thought  your  love  of  me  had  caufed  this 
tranlport  in  your  foul  ;  which,  it  feems,  you  only  coun- 
terfeited for  mercenary  ends  and  fordid  intereft. 

Val,  Nay,  now  you  do  me  wrong ;  for,  if  any  intereft 
was  confidered,  it  was  yours  ;  fince  I  thought  I  wanted 
more  than  love,  to  make  me  worthy  of  you. 

Ang.  Then  you  thought  me  mercenary — But  how  am 
I  deluded,  by  this  interval  of  fenfe,  to  reafon  with  a 
madman  ? 

Pa/.  Oh,  'tis  barbarous  to  mifunderftand  me  longer. 
Enter  Jeremy, 

Ang.  Oh  here's  a  reafonable  creature — fure  he  will  not 
have  the  impudence  to  perfevere  ! — Come,  Jeremy,  ac- 
knowledge your  trick,  and  confefs  your  mailer's  mad- 
nefs  counterfeit. 

Jer.  Counterfeit,  madam  !  I'll  maintain  him  to  be  as 
ablblutely  and  fubrtantially  mad,  as  any  freeholder  in 
Bedlam.  Nay  he's  as  mad  as  any  projector,  fanatick, 
cheiniit,  lover,  or  poet,  in  Europe. 

Val.  Sirrah,  you  lie  j  I  am  not  mad. 

Ang.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  you  fee  he  denies  it. 

Jer.  O  Lord,  madam,  did  you  ever  know  any  mad- 
man mad  enough  to  own  it  ? 

fed.  Sot,  can't  you  apprehend  ? 

Ang.  Why,  he  talked  very  feniibly  juft  now. 

Jer.  Yes,  ma.  Jam  ;  he  has  intervals  :  but  you  fee  he 
begins  to  look  wild  again  now. 

Val.  Why  you  thick-fkulled  rafcal,  I  tell  you  the  farce 
is  done,  and  I'll  be  mad  no  longer.  \_Beats  him. 

Ang.   Ha,  ha,  ha  !  is  he  mad  or  no,  Jeremy  ? 

Jer.  Partly,  I  think — for  he  does  not  know  his  ow,n 
mind  two  hours.— I'm  fure  I  left  him  juft  new  in  the 
humour  to  be  mad ;  and  I  think  I  have  not  found  him 
very  quiet  at  this  prefent.  [One  knocks.}  Who's  the:e  ? 

Fal.  Go  fee,  you  fot.  I'm  very  giad  that  I  can  move 
your  mirth,  though  not  your  companion. 

Ang.  I  did  not  think  you  had  apprehenfion  enough  to 
D  3  be 
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be  exceptious :  but  madmen  fhew  themfelves  mcli,  by 
over  pretending  to  a  found  understanding,  as  drunken- 
men  do  by  over-acling  fobriety.  I  was  half  inclining  to 
believe  you,  till  I  accidentally  touched  upon  your  tender 
part.  But  now  you  have  reftored  me  to  my  former  opi- 
nion and  companion. 

Jcr.  Sir,  your  father  has  fent,  to  know  if  you  are  any 
better  yet.— -Will  yon  pleafe  to  bemad,  fir,  or  how  ? 

Val.  Stupidity!  you  know  the  penalty  of  all  I'm  worth 
mufl  pay  for  the  confeffion  of  my  fenfes.  I'm  mad,  and 
will  be  mad,  to  every  body  but  this  lady. 

Jer.  So  ;-— juft  the  very  bac<-fide  of  truth.-— But  lying 
is  a  figure  in  fpeech,  that  interlards  the  greateft  part  of 
rny  converfation.--  Madam,  your  ladylhip's  "woman. 

Enter  Jenny.  N 

Jlng.  Well,  have  you  been  there? — Come  hither. 

'Jenny.  Yes,  madam ;  Sir  Sampfon  will  wait  upon  you 
prefemly.  [Afide  to  Angelica. 

Val.  You  are  not  leaving  me  in  this  uncertainty  ? 

Ang.  Would  any  thing  but  a  madman  complain  of 
uncertainty  ?  Uncertainty  and  expectation  are  the  joys 
of  life.  Security  is  an  infipid  thing  ;  and  the  overtaking 
and  pofleffing  of  a  wifh,  difcovers  the  folly  of  the  chace. 
Never  let  us  know  one  another  better  ;  for  the  pleafure 
of  a  mafquerade  is  done,  when  we  come  to  mew  our 
faces.  But  I'll  tell  you  two  things  before  I  leave  you  ;  I 
am  not  the  fool  you  take  me  for  ;  and  you  are  mad,  and 
don't  know  it.  [Exeunt  Angelica  and  Jenny. 

Pal.  From  a  riddle  you  can  expeft  nothing  but  a  rid- 
dle. There's  my  instruction,  and  the  moral  of  my  leflbn. 

*jcr.  What,  is  the  lady  gone  again,  fir  ?  I  hope  you 
underftood  one  another  before  me  went  ? 

Fal.  Underftood  !  me  is  harder  to  be  underftood  than 
a  piece  of  ^Egyptian  antiquity,  or  an  Irijh  manufcript ; 
you  may  pore  till  you  fpoil  your  eyes,  and  not  improve 
your  knowledge. 

Jer.  I  have  heard  them  fay,  fir,  they  read  hard  He- 
brew books  backwards.  May  be  you  begin  to  read  at 
the  wrong  end  ! 

Pal.  They  fay  fo  of  a  witch's  prayer  ;  ar.d  dreams 
and  Dutch  almanacks  are  to  be  underftood  by  contraries 

'  But 
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'  Bat  there  is  regularity  and  method  in  that;  fte  is  a 
'  medal  without  a  reverfe  or  infcription,  for  indifference 
•*  has  both  fides  alike.'  Yet,  while  {he  does  not  feem  to 
hate  me,  I  will  purfue  her,  and  know  her  if  it  be  pof- 
fible,  in  fpiglit  of  the  opinion  of  my  fatirical  friend, 
who  fays, 

T'bat  ivotnen  are  like  tricks  ly  flight  of  hand  ; 
Which  ,  to  admire,   <we  Jhoidd  not  underftand. 

\Exeunt.  \'\\) 


A   C  T    V.     A  Room  in  Forefight'-r  Houfe. 
Enter  Angelica  and  Jenny. 

Ang.  "\yl  7  HERE  is  Sir  Sampfon,  did  you  not  tell  me,  he 
V  V      would  be  here  before  me  ? 

Jenny.  He's  at  the  great  glafs  in  the  dining-room, 
madam,  felting  his  cravat  arid  wig. 

Ang,  How  I  I'm  glad  on't.  —  If  he  has  a  mind  I  mould 
like  him,  it's  a  fign  he  likes  me;  and  that's  more  than 
half  my  defiga. 

"Jenny.    I  hear  him,  madam. 

Ang.  Leave  me;  and,  d'ye  hear,  if  Valentine  ihould 
come,  or  fend,  I  am  not  to  be  fpoken  with. 

[Exit  Jenny. 
Eater  Sir  Sampfon. 

Sir  S.  I  have  not  been  honoured  with  the  commands 
of  a  fair  lady  a  great  while.  —  Odd,  madam,  you  have 
revived  me  —  not  fmce  I  was  five  and  thirty. 

Ang.  Why,  you  have  no  great  reafon  to  complain, 
Sir  Sampfcn;  that  is  not  long  ago. 

Sir  S.  Zooks,  but  it  is,  madam,  a  very  great  while  j 
to  a  man  that  admires  a  fine  woman  as  much  as  I  do. 

Ang.   You're  an  abfolute  courtier,  Sir  Sampfon. 

Sir  S.  Not  at  all,  madam.  Ods-bud  you  wrong  me  ; 
I  am  not  fo  old  neither,  to  be  a  bare  courtier,  only  a 
man  of  words.  Odd,  I  have  warm  blood  about  me  yet, 
and  can  ferve  a  lady  any  way.  —  Come,  come,  let  me 
tell  you,  you  women  think  a  man  old  too  foon,  faitii 
and  troth'  you  do.  Come,  don't  defpife  fifty  ;  odd, 
D  4  fifty, 
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fifty <  in  a  hale  conftitution,  is  no  fuch  contemptible 
age  ! 

Ang.  Fifty  a  contemptible  age !  not  at  all  :  a  very 
fafhionable  age,  I  think — I  aflure  you,  I  know  very 
considerable  beaux,  that  fet  a  good  face  upon  fifty. — 
Fifty  !  I  have  feen  fifty  in  a  fide-box,  by  candle-light, 
out-bloflbm  five-and  twenty. 

Sir  S.  Outfides,  ovufides ;  a  pize  take  them,  meer 
oatfides.  Hang  your' fide-box  beaux  ;  no.  I'm  none  of 
Thcfe,  none  of  your  forced  trees,  that  pretend  to  bloflbm 
in  the  fall ;  and  bud  when  they  fhould  bring  forth  fruit. 
I  am  of  a  long-lived  race,  and  inherit  vigour.  None 
of  my  anceflors  married  till  fifty ;  yet  they  begot  fons 
and  daughters  'till  fourfcore.  I  am  of  your  patriarchs, 
I,  a  branch  of  one  of  your  Antediluvian  families,  fel- 
lows that  the  flood  could  not  warn  away.  Well,  madam, 
what  are  your  commands  ?  Has  any  young  rogue  af- 
fronted you,  and  (hall  I  cut  his  throat?  or — 

Ang.  No,  Sir  Satn//ntlha.ve  no  quarrel  upon  my  hands 
—I  have  moreoccafion  for  your  conduil  than  your  cou- 
rage at  this  time.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I'm  weary  of 
living  fingle,  and  want  a  hufband. 

Sir  S.  Odfbud,  and  it  is  pity  you  mould  !— Odd, 
would  flie  would  like  me  !  then  I  mould  hamper  my 
young  rogues  :  odd,  would  me  would  ;  faith  and  troth, 

flic's  devilifh  handfome  !  \_AJide. ~\ Madam,  you  de- 

fcrve  a  good  hufband  !  and  'twere  pity  you  mould  be 
thrown  awav  upon  any  of  thefe  young  idle  rogues  about 
the  town.  *X)dd,  there's  fie'er  a  young  fellow  worth 
hanging— -that  is,  a  very  young  fellow—  Pize  on  them, 
they  never  think  beforehand  of  any  thing— and  if  they 
commit  matrimony,  'tis  as  they  commit  murder  ;  out  of 
a  frolick  ;  and  are  ready  to  hang  themfelves,  or  to  be 
Langed  by  the  law,  the  next  morning.—  -Odfo,  have  a 
care,  madam. 

Ang.  Therefore  I  afk  your  advice,  Sir  Sampfoti,  I  have 
fortune  enough  to  make  any  man  eafy  that  I  can  like  ;  if 
there  were  fuch  a  thing  as  a  young  agreeable  man,  with 
a  reafonable  flock  of  good-nature  and  fenfe — for  I  would 
neither  have  an  abfolute  wit,  nor  a  fool. 

Sir  S.  Odd,  you  are  hard  to  pleafe,  madam  :  to  find 

a  young 
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a  young  fellow  that  is  neither  a  wit  in  his  own  eye,  nor 
a  fool  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  is  a  very  hard  tafk. 
But,  faith  and  troth,  you  fpeak  very  difcreetly;  «  for  I 
'  hate  both  a  wit  and  a  fool. 

'  Ang,  She  that  marries  a  fool,  Sir  Sampfon,  forfeits  the 
'  reputation-  of  her  honefty  or  underltanding  ;  and  fhe 
1  that  marries  a  very  witty  man,  is  a  flave  to  the  feverity 
'  and  infolent  conduft  of  her  hufband.  I  mould  like  a 
'  man  of  wit  for  a  lover,  becaufe  I  would  have  fuch  an 
'  one  in  my  power  :  but  I  would  no  more  be  his  wife, 
'  than  his  enemy  ;  for  his  malace  is  not  a  more  terrible 
'  confequence  of  his  averfion,  than  his  jealoufy  is  of  his 
'  love. 

'  Sir  S.  None  of  old.  Forejtgbt's  Sibyls  ever  uttered  fuch 
'  a  truth,  Odfbud,  you  have  won  ray  heart.'  I  hate 
a  wit ;  I  had  a  fon  that  was  fpoilt  among  them  ;  a 
good  hopeful  lad,  till  he  learnt  to  be  a  wit — and  might 
have  rifen  in  the  tfate.---But,  a  pox  on't,  his  wit  ran  him 
oat  of  his  money,  and  now  his. poverty  has  run  him  out 
of  his  wits. 

A:>.g.  Sir  Sampfon,  as  your  friend,  I  mull  tell  you,  you  are 
very  much  abuied  in  that  matter — he's  no  more  mad 
than  you  are. 

Sir  S,  Now,  madam !  would  I  could  prove  it! 

Ang.  I  can  tell  you  how  that  may  be  done— bat  it  is 
a  thing  that  would  make  me  appear  to  be  too  much  con- 
cerned in  your  affairs. 

Sir  S.  Odfbud,  I  believe  me  likes  me  1  \_Afide. .] — 
Ah,  madam,  all  my  affairs  are  fcarce  worthy  to  be 
laid  at  your  feet;  and  I  wifh,  madam,  they  were  in  a 
better  pofture,  that  I  might  make  a  more  becoming  offer 
to  a  lady  of  your  incomparable  beauty  and  merit. — If  I 
had  Peru  in  one  hand,  and  Mexico  in  t'other,  and  the 
Eaftern  empire  under  my  feet ;  it  would  make  me  only  a 
more  glorious  victim,  to  be  offered  at  the  fhrine  of  your 
beauty. 

Ang.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Samf/cn,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  S.  Odd,  madam,  I  love  you— and  if  you  would 
take  my  advice  in  a  hufband — 

Ang.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  Sampfon,  I  afked  your  advice  for  a 

hufband,  and  you  are  giving  me  your  confent. — I  was 

D  c  indeed 
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indeed  thinking  to  propofe  fomething  like  it  in  jeft,  to 
fatisfy  you  about  Valentine  :  for,  if  a  match  were  feem- 
ingly  carried  on  between  you  and  me,  it  would  oblige 
him  to  throw  oft"  his  difguife  of  madnefs,  in  apprehen- 
Ijonof  lofing  me  ;  for,  you  know,  he  has  long  pretended  a 
paflion  for  me. 

Sir  S.  Gadzooks,  a  moft  ingenious  contrivance—if 
we  were  to  go  through  with  it  !  but  why  muft  the  match 
only  be  feemingly  carried  on?-— Odd,  let  it  be  a  real 
contract. 

Ang.  O  fie,  Sir  Sampfon,  what  would  the  world  fay  ? 
Sir  S.   Say?  They    would  fay,  you  were  a  wife  wo- 
man,   and  I  a  happy  man.     Odd,  madam,  I'll    love 
you  as  long  as  I  live  ;  and  leave  you  a  good  jointure  whea 
J  die. 

Ang.&.y,  but  that  is  not  in  your  power,  S'irSamf>/on,  for, 
when  Valentine  confefles  himfclf  in  his  fenfes,  he  mull 
make  over  his  inheritance  to  his  younger  brother. 

Sir  5.  Odd,  you're  cunning,  a  wary  baggage.  Faith 
and  troth,  I  like  you  the  better.— But,  I  warrant  you, 
I  have  a  provifo  in  the  obligation  in  favour  of  myfelf. 
---Body  o'me,  I  have  a  trick  to  turn  the  fettlement 
upon  the  iffue  male  of  our  two  bodies  begotten.  Ods- 
bud,  let  us  find  children,  and  I'll  find  an  eflate  ! 

Ang.  Will  you  ?  Well,  do  you  find  the  ellate,  .and 
leave  the  other  to  me  ! 

Sir  S.O  rogue!  but  I'll  truft  you.  And  will  you 
confent  ?  Is  it  a  match  then  ? 

Ang.  Let  me  confult  my  lawyer  concerning  this  obli- 
gation ;  and  if  I  find  what  you  propofe  practicable,  I'll 
give  you  my  anfwer. 

Sir  5.  With  all  my  heart.  Come  in  with  me,  and 
I'll  lend  you  the  bond  —You  fliall  confult  your  lawyer, 
and  I'll  confult  a  parfon.  Odzooks,  I'm  a  voting  man  ; 
Odzooks,  I'm  a  young  man,  and  I'll  make  it  appear — 
Odd,  you're  devilifh  handfome.  Faith  and  troth, 
you're  very  handfome ;  and  I'm  very  young,  and 
very  lufty. — Odsbud,  huffy,  you  know  how  to  chufe  ! 
and  fo  do  I. — Odd,  I  think  we  are  very  well  met. — 
Give  me  your  hand;  odd,  let  me  kifs  it;  'tis  as  warn* 
and  as  foft—as  wha.t? — odd,  as  t'other  hand! — Give 

me 
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me  t'other  hand ;  and  I'll  mumble  them,  and  kifs  them, 
tiif,  they  melt  in  my  mouth. 

•dug.  Hold,  Sir  Sampfin— You're  profufe  of  your  vigour 
before  your  time.  Yrfu'll  fpend  your  eilate  before  you 
come  to  it. 

Sir  S.  No,  no,  only  give  you  a  rent  roll  of  my  pof- 
feffions— Ah  !  baggage  !— I  warrant  you  for  little  Samp- 
fon.  Odd,  Sampfon  is  a  very  good  name  for  an  able  fel- 
low. Your  Sampfons  were  llrong  dogs  from  the  be- 
ginning. 

Ang.  Have  a  care,  and  don't  cver-adl  your  part.— 
If  you  remember,  Sampfcn,  the  flrongeft  of  the  name, 
pulled  an  old  houfe  over  his  head  at  laft. 

SI-  S.  Say  you  fo,  huffy  ?-~Come,  let's  go  then ; 
odd,  I  long  to  be  pulling  too.  Come  away — Odfo, 
here's  fomebody  coming.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Tattle  and  Jeremy. 
Tatt.  Is  not  that  me,  gone  out  juft  n 


r.o\v 


Jer.  Ay,  fir,  flic's  jult  going  to  the  place  of  appoint- 
ment. Ah,  fir,  if  you  are  not  very  faithful  and  clofe 
in  this  bufmefs,  you'll  certainly  be  the  death  of  a  perfon 
that  has  a  moil  extraordinary  paffion  for  your  honour's 
fervice. 

Taff.   Ay,  who's  that  ? 

jfer.  Even  my  unworthy  felf,  fir. — Sir,  I  have  had 
an  appetite  to  be  fed  with  your  commands  a  great  while 
— And  now,  fir,  my  former  maRer  having  much  trou- 
bled the  fountain  of  his"  underftanding,  it  is  a  very 
plaufible  occafion  for  me  to  quench  my  thiril  at  the 
jpring  of  your  bounty. — I  thought  I  could  not  recom- 
mend mvielf  better  to  you,  fir,  than  by  the  delivery  of 
a  great  beauty  and  fortune  into  your  arms,  whom  I  have 
heard  you  figii  for. 

Tatt.  I'll  make  thy  fortune  ;  fay  no  more. — Thou 
art  a  pretty  fellow,  andcanft  carry  a  meflage  to  a  lady, 
in  a  pretty  foft  kind  cf  phrafe,  and  with  a  good  per- 
faading  accent. 

Jer.  Sir,  I  have  the  feeds  of  rhetorick  and  oratory  in 

my  head — I  have  been  at  Cambridge. 

.     Tatt.  Ay;  'tis  well  enough  for  a  fervant  to  be  bred  at 

an  univerilty  j  but  t  he  education  is  a  little  too  pedantic 

3  for 
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for  a  gentleman.  I  hope  you  are  fecret  in  your  nature, 
private,  clofe,  ha? 

Jer.  O  fir,  for  that,  fir,  'tis  my  .chief  talent;  I'm 
as  fecret  as  the  head  of  Nibs. 

Tait.  Ay?  who's  he,  though?  A  privy-counfellor  ? 

Jer,  O  ignorance  !  {Afide.} — A  cunning  ^Egyptian, 
fir,  that  with  his  arms  would  over-run  the  country,  yet 
nobody  could  ever  find  out  his  headquarters. 

Tatt.  Clofe  dog  !  a  good  whoremafter,  I  warrant  him  ! 
— The  time  draws  nigh,  Jeremy.  Angelica  will  be  veiled 
';ke  a  nun;  and  I  muft  be  hooded  like  a  friar;  ha, 
Jeremy  ? 

Jer.  Ay,  fir,  hooded  like  a  ha\vk,  to  feize  at  firft 
fight  upon  the  quarry.  It  is  the  whim  of  my  mr..~:er's 
madnefs  to  be  fo  dreffed  ;  and  fhe  is  fo  in  love  with  him, 
fhe '11  comply  with  any  thing  to  pleafe  him.  Poor  lady  } 
I'm  fure  fhe'll  have  reafqn  to  pray  for  me,  when  fhe 
finds  what  a  happy  exchange  fhe  has  made,  between  a 
madman  and  fo  accomplilhed  a  gentleman. 

faff.  Ay,  faith,  fo  fhe  will,  Jeremy  :  You're  a  good 
friend  to  her,  poor  creature ! — I  fwear  I  do  it  hardly  fo 
much  in  confideration  of  myfelf,  as  compafiion  to  her. 

Jer.  'Tis  an  aft  of  charity,  fir,  to  fave  aJine  woman 
with  thirty  thoufand  pounds  from  throwing herfelf  away. 

Tatt.  So  'tis,  faith  ! — I  might  have  faved  feveral  others 
in  my  time  ;  but  egad  I  could  never  find  in  my  heart  to 
marry  any  body  before. 

Jer.  Well,  fir,  I'll  go  and  tell  her  my  mailer's  COT 
ming;  and  meet  you  in  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
with  your  difguife,  at  your  own  lodgings.  You  muft 
talk  a  little  madly  ;  fhe  won't  diilinguifh  the  tone  of 
your  voice. 

Tatt.  No,  no,  let  me  alone  for  a  counterfeit. I'll 

be  ready  for  you.  [Exit  Jeremy. 

Enter  Mifs  Prue. 

Mifs  P.  O,  Mr.  Tattle,  are  you  here?  I'm  glad  I 
have  found  you.  I  have  been  looking  up  and  down  for 
ycu  like  any  thing,  till  I'm  as  tired  as  any  thing  in  the 
world. 

Tatt.  O  pox  !  how  fhall  I  get  rid  of  thi*  fcclifh  girl  ? 

{Jffa 
Mil* 
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Mifs  P.  O,  I  have  pure  news,  I  can  tell  you  pure 
rews-— I  mull  not  marry  the  feaman  now— My  father 
fays  fo.  Why  won't  you  be  my  hufband  ?  You  fay  you 
love  me  !  and  you  won't  be  my  hufband.  And  I  know 
you  may  be  my  hulband  now,  if  you  pleafe. 

Tatt.  O  fie,  rnifs !  who  told  you  fo,  child  ? 

Mifs  P.  Why,  my  father — I  told  him  that  you  loved 
me. 

Tf.tt.  O  fie,  mifs  !  why  did  you  do  fo  ?  And  who 
told  you  fo,  child? 

Mils  P.  Who  r  Why  you  did  ;  did  not  you  ? 

fait.  O  pox,  that  was  ytfterday,  mifs  ;  that  was  a 
great  while  ago,  child.  I  have  been  afleep  fince  ;  flept 
a  whole  night,  and  did  not  fo  much  as  dream  of  the 
matter. 

Mifs  P.P/haw  !  O  but  I  dreamt  that  it  was  fo  though. 

Tatt.  Ay,  but  your  father  "will  tell  you  that  dreams 
come  by  contraries,  child. — O  fie  !  what,  we  muft  not 

love  one  another  now. Pfhaw,  that  would  be  a  fooliih 

thing  indeed. — Fie,  fie,  you're  a  woman  now,  and  muft 
think  of  a  new  man  every  morning,  and  forget  him  every 
night. — No.  no,  to  marry  is  to  be  a  child  again,  and 
play  with  the  fame  rattle  always  :  O  fie,  marrying  is  a 
paw  thing  ! 

Mifs  P.  Well,  but  don't  you  love  me  as  well  as  yea 
did  laft  night  then  ? 

fatt.  No,  no,  child,  you  would  not  have  me. 
'-Mifs.  P.  No  ?  Yes  but  I  would  though. 

Taft.  Pfhaw,  but  I  tell  you,  you  would  not.— You 
forget  you  are  a  woman,  and  don't  know  your  own  mind. 

Mifs  P.  But  here's  my  father,  and  he  knows  my  mind. 
Enter  Forefight. 

For.   O,  Mr.    Tattle,  your   fervant,  you  are  a  clofe  - 
man  ;  but  methinks  your  love  to  my  daughter  was  a  fe- 
cret   I  might   have  been  trufted  with   !— or  had  you  a 
mind  to  try  if  I  could  difcover  it  by  my  art  ?--- Hum,.  . 
ha!  I    think  there  is  fomething  in  your  phyfiognomy, 
that  has  a  refemblance  of  her  ;  and  the  girl  is  like  me. 

Tatt.   And   fo  you  would  infer,  that  you  and  I  are 

alike What  does  the'bld  prig  mean?  I'll  banter  him, 

and 
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and  laugh  at  him,  and  leave  him.  \_Afide. ~\ — I  fancy  you 
have  a  wrong  notion  of  faces. 

For.  How  ?  what  ?  a  wrong  notion  !  how  fo  ? 
Tatt.  In  the  way  of  art,  I  have  fome  taking  features, 
nofr  obvious  to  vulgar  eyes,  that  are  indication  of  a 
fudden  turn  of  good  fortune,  in  the  lottery  of  wives  ; 
and  promife  a  great  beauty  and  great  fortune  referved 
alone  for  me,  by  a  private  intrigue  of  defliny,  kept  fe- 
cret  from  the  piercing  eye  of  perfpicuity,  from  all  aftro- 
logers,  and  the  flars  themfelves. 

For.  How  ?  I  will  make   it  appear,  that  what  you 
fay  is  impoffible. 

Ta  t.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  am  in  hafle — 
For.  For  what  ? 

Tatt.  To  be  married,  fir — married. 
For.   Ay,  but  pray  take  me  along  with  yon,  fir. 
Tatt.  No,  fir  ;  it  is  to  be  done  privately  —  I   never 
make  confidents. 

For.  Well;  but  my   confent,  I   mean.-— You  won't 
marry  my  daughter  without  my  confent  ? 

Tatt.  Who,  I  fir  ?  I  am  an  abfolute  flranger  to  you 
and  your  daughter,  fir. 

For.  Hey-day !  What  time  of  the  moon  is  this  ? 
Tatt.  Very  true,  fir;  and  defire  to  continue  fo.  I 
have  no  more  love  for  your  daughter,  than  I  have  like- 
nefs  of  you  :  and  I  have  a  frcret  in  my  heart,  which  you 
would  be  glad  to  know,  and  fh.in't  know ;  and  yet  you 
fhall  know  it  too,  and  be  forry  for  it  afterwards.  I'd 
have  you  to  know,  fir,  that  I  am  as  knowing  as  the 
flars,  and  as  fecret  as  the  night.  And  I'm  going  to  be 
married  juft  now,  yet  did  not  know  of  it  half  an  hour 
ago  ;  and  the  lady  flays  for  me,  and  does  not  know  of 
it  yet. — There's  a  my  fiery  for  you.— -I  know  you  Icve  to 
untie  difficulties.— Or  if  you  can't  folve  this ;  flay  here 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  I'll  come  and  explain  it  to 
you.  [Exit. 

Mifs  P.  O  father,  why  will  you  let  him  go  ?  Won't 
you  make  him  to  be  my  hufband  ? 

For.  Mercy  on  us,  what  do  thefe  lunacies  portend  ? 
Alas  1  he's  mad,  child,  ftark  wild. 
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Mifs  P.  What,  and  irmft  not  I  have  e'er  a  hufband 

then  ?   What,  muft  I  go  to  bed   to  nurfe  again,  and 

be  a  child  as  lojig  as  (he's  an  old  woman  ?  Indeed,  but 

I   won't.     For,    now  my   mind    is  fet  upon  a  man,  I 

will  have  a   man  fome  way  or  other.     *  Oh  !  methinks 

I'm  lick  when  I  think  of  a  man  ;  and  if  I  can't  have 

one,  I  would  go   to  fleep  all  my  life :  for  when  I'm 

awake,  it  makes  me  wiih  and  long,  and  I  don't  know 

for  what — and  I'd  rather  be  always  afleep,  than  fick 

with  thinking.' 

For,  O  fearful !  I  think  the  girl's  influenced  too.-— 
Huffy,  you  mail  have  a  rod. 

Mils  P.  A  fiddle  of  a  rod  !  I'll  have  a  hufband  ;  and 
if  you  won't  get  me  one,  I'll  get  one  for  myfelf.  I'll 
marry  our  Robin  the  butler  :  he  fays,  he  loves  me  ;  and 
he's  a  handfome  man,  and  ihall_be  my  hufband :  I  war- 
rant he'll  be  my  hulband,  and  thank  me  too ;  for  he 
told  me  fo. 

Enter  Scandal,  Mrs.  Forefight,  and  Nurfe. 
For.  Did  he  fo  ? — I'll  difpatch  him  for  it  prefently  ! 
rogue! — Oh,  Nurfe,  come  hither, 

Nurfe.  What  is  your  worfhip's  pleafure  ? 
For.  Here  take  your  young  mifirefs,  and  lock  her  up 
prefently,  till  farther  orders  from  me. — Not  a  word, 
huffy— Do  what  I  bid  you.  No  reply :  away.  And  bid 
Robin  make  ready  to  give  an  account  of  his  plate  and 
linnen,  d'ye  hear  ?  Be  gone,  when  I  bid  you. 

[Exeunt  Nurfe  and  Mifs  Prue. 
Mrs.  For.  What's  the  matter,  hufband  ! 

For.  'Tis  not   convenient  to  tell  you   now -Mr. 

Scandal,  heaven  keep  us  all  in  our  fenfes  ! — I  fear  there 
is  a  contagious  frenzy  abroad.     How  does  Valentine? 

Scaud.  O,  I  hope  he  will  do  well  again.— I  have  a 
melTage  from  him  to  your  niece  Angelica. 

For.  I  think  me  has  not  returned,  fince  me  went 
abroad  with  Sir  Samp/on.  Nurfe,  why  are  you  not  gone  ? 
•[Eater  Ben.]  Here's  Mr.  Benjamin;  he  can  tell  us  if 
his  father  be  come  home. 

Ben.  Who  ?  Father  ?  Ay,  he's  come,  home  with  a 
vengeance. 

Mrs.  For.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
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Ben.   Matter!   Why,  he's  mad. 
For.  Mercy  on  us  \  I  was  afraid  of  this. 
Ben.  And  there's  the  handfome  young  woman,  fhe,  as 
they  fay,  brother  Val.   went  mad  for,   (he's  mad  too,  I 
think. 

For.  O  my  poor  niece  !  my  poor  niece  !  is   Ihe  gone 
too  ?  Well,  I  (hall  run  mad  next. 

Mrs.  For.  Well,  but  how  mad  r  how  d'ye  mean  ? 
Ben.  Nay,  I'll  give  you  leave  to  guefs — I'll  undertake 

to  make  a  voyage  to  Antigua no,   I  mayn't  fay  fo 

neither*  but  I'll  fail  as  far  as  Leghorn,    and  back 

again,  before  you  mall  guefs  at  the  matter,  and  do 
nothing  elfe,  Mefs,  you  may  take  in  all  the  points  of 
the  compafs,  and  not  hit  right. 

Mrs.  For.  Your  experiment  will  take  up  a  little  too 
much  time. 

Ben.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  :  there's  a  new  wedding 
upon  the  flocks,   and  they  two  are  going  to  be  married 
to  rights. 
.    Scand.  Who? 

Sen.  Why  father,  and —the  young  woman.     I  can't 
hit  of  her  name. 
Scand.  Angelica  ! 
Ben.  Ay,  the  fame. 

Mrs.  For.  Sir  Sampfon  and  Angelica  ?  impcffible  ! 
Ben.  That  may  be — but  I'm  fure  it  is  as  I  tell  you. 
Scand.  'Sdeath,  it  is  ajeft.     I  can't  believe  it. 
Ben.  Look  you,  friend  ;  it  is  nothing  to  me,  whether 
you  believe  it  or  no.     What  I  fay  is  true  ;  d'ye  fee,  they 
are  married,  or  juil  going  to    be  married,  I  know  not 
which. 

For.  Well,  but  they  are  rot  mad,  that  is,  not  lunatic ? 

Ben.  I  don't  know  what  you  may  call  madnefs — but 

fhe's  mad  fora  hufband,  and  he's  horn-mad,  I  think,  or 

they'd  never  make  a  match  together. — Here  they  come. 

Enter  Sir  Sampfon,  Angelica,  and  Buckram. 
Sir  S.  Where  is  this  old  foothfayer  ?  this  uncle  of 
mine  cleft  ? — Aha  !  old  Forejtgbt !  uncle  Forefigbt  !  wifh 
me  joy,  uncle  Forefigbt,  double  joy,  both  as  uncle  and 
aftrologer  ;  here's  a  conjunction  that  was  not  foretold  in 
all  your  Epbemcris  ! — the  brighteft  flar  in  the  blue  firma- 
ment— \sjbctfrom  alo*ve,  in  a  jelly  of  love,  and  fo  forth ; 

and 
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and  I'm  lord  of  the  afcendant.  Odd,  you're  an  old  fel- 
low, Fcrsfight,  uncle  I  mean  ;  a  very  old  fellow,  uncle 
Fcrefeght ;  and  yet  you  (hall  live  to  dance  at  my  wed- 
ding ;  faith  and  troth  you  mall.  Odd,  we'll  have  the 
mufick  of  the  fpheres  for  thee,  old  Lilly,  that  we  will ; 
and  thou  malt  lead  up  a  dance  in  <via  la£lea. 

For.  I'm  thunder-ftruck  !  you  are  not  married  to  my 
niece  ? 

Sir  S.  Not  abfolutely  married,  uncle  ;  but  very  near 
it ;  within  a  kifs  of  the  matter,  as  you  fee. 

[Ki/es  Angelica. 

Ang.  'Tis  very  true  indeed,  uncle ;  I  hope  you'll  be 
my  father,  and  give  me. 

Sir  6".  That  he  (hall,  or  I'll  burn  his  globes. — Body 
o'me,  he  (hall  be  thy  father:  I'll  make  him  thy  father, 
and  thou  malt  make  me  a  father,  and  I'll  make  thee  a 
mother ;  and  we'll  beget  fpns  and  daughters  enough  to 
put  the  weekly  bills  out  of  countenance. 

Scand.  Death  and  Hell !  Where's  Valentine  ?     [Exit. 

Mrs.  For.  This  is  fo  furprizing — 

Sir  S1.  How  !  What  does  my  aunt  fay  ?  furprizing, 
aunt  ?  not  at  all,  for  a  young  couple  to  make  a  match 
in  winter!  not  at  all— It's  a  plot  to  undermine  ^  cold 
v/eather,  and  ceilroy  that  ufurper  of  a  bed  called  a 
warming-pan. 

Mrs.  For.  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  have  fo  much  fire  in 
you,  Sir  Sampfzn. 

Sen.  Mefs,  I  fear  his  fire's  little  better  than  tinder; 
mayhap  it  will  only  ferve  to  light  up  a  match  for  fome- 
body  elfc.  The  young  woman's  a  handfome  young 
woman,  I  can't  deny  it:  but,  father,  if  I  might  be  your 
pilot  in  this  cafe,  you  mould  not  marry  her  It  is  jail 
the  fame  thing  as  if  fo  be  you  mould  fail  fo  far  as  Tee 
S?>-L~ifs  without  provifion. 

Sir  S.  Who  gave  you  authority  to  fpeak,  firrah  ?  to 
your  element,  fim  ;  be  mute,  fifh,  and  to  fea.  Rule  your 
helm,  firrah  ;  don't  direft  me. 

Ecu.  Well,  well,  take  you  care  of  your  own  helm  ;  or 
you  mayn't  keep  your  new  veffel  fteady. 

Sir  S.  Why,  you  impudent  tarpaulin  !  firrah,  do  you 
bring  your  fe'recafele  jells  upon  your  father  ?  but  I  mall 
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be  even  with  you  ;  I  won't  give  you  a  groat.  Mr.  Buck* 
.ram,  is  the  conveyance  fo  worded,  that  nothing  can  pof- 
fibiy  defcend  to  this  fcoundrel  ?  I  would  not  fo  much  as 
have  him  have  the  profpect  of  an  eftate,  though  there 
were  no  way  to  come  to  it,  but  by  the  Nonh-EaJi  Pafiage. 

Buck.  Sir,  it  is  drawn  according  to  your  directions  ; 
there  is  not  the  leaft  cranny  of  the  law  unftopt. 

Ben.  Lawyer,  I  believe  there's  many  a  cranny  and 
.  leak  unftopt  in  your  confcience  ! — If  fo  be  that  one  had 
a  pump  to  your  bofom,  I  believe  we  mould  difcover  a 
foul  hold.  They  fay,  a  witch  will  fail  in  a  fieve — but  I 
believe  the  devil  would  not  venture  aboard  your  con- 
fcience. And  that's  for  you. 

Sir  S.  Hold  your  tongue,  firrah. — How  now  ?  who's 
here  ? 

ft"  Enter  Tattle,  and  Mrs.  Frail. 

\  Mrs.  F.  O  filler,  the  molt  unlucky  accident ! 
•'**    Mrs.  For.   What's  the  matter  ? 

Tatt.  O  the  two  moft  unfortunate  poor  creatures  in 
the  world  we  are  ! 

For.  Blefs  us !  how  fo  ? 

Mrs.  F.  Ah,  Mr.  Tattle  and  I,  poor  Mr.  Tattle  and  I 
are — I  can't  fpeak  it  out. 

Tatt.  Nor  I But  poor  Mrs.  Frail and  I  are—- 
Mrs. f\  Married. 

For.  Married  !  How  ? 

Tatt.  Suddenly before   we  know  where  we  were 

that  villain  Jeremy,  by  the  help  of  difguifes,  trickt 
us  into  one  another. 

For.  Why,  you  told  me  juft  now,  you  went  hence  in 
hafte  to  be  married  ! 

Aug.  But,  I  believe,  Mr.  'Tattle  meant  the  favour  to 
me,  I  thank  him. 

Tatt.  I  did,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved,  madam  ;  my  in- 
tentions were  good. But  this  is  the  moft  cruel  thing, 

to  marry  one  does  not  know  how,  nor  why,  nor  where- 
fore.  The  devil  take  me,  if  ever  I  was  fo  much  con- 
cerned at  any  thing  in  my  life. 

Ang.  'Tis  very  unhappy,  if  you  don't  care  for  one 
another. 

Tatt.  The  leaft  in  the  world that  is,  for  my  part, 

I  fpeak 
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I  fpenk  for  myfelf.  Gad,  I  never  had  the  lead  thought 
of  ferious  kindnefs 1  never  liked  any  body  lefs  in  ray- 
life.  Poor  woman!  Gad,  I'm  forry  fc>i  her  too ;  for  I 
have  no  reafon  to  hate  her  Xteither  \  but  I  believe  I  fhall 
lead  her  a  damned  fort  of;  life. 

Mrs.  For.  He's  bitter  than   no  hufband   at  all 
though  lie's  a  coxcomb.  [To  Frail. 

Mrs.  F.   [/o  her\   Ay,,  cy,  it's  well  it's  no  worfe— 

Nav,  for  my  part,  I  always  defpifed  Mr.  Tattle  of  all 
things;  nothing  but  his  being  my  hulband  could  have 
made  me  like  him  lefs. 

Tatt.  Look  you  there,  I  thought  as  much ! Pox 

o:.'r,  I  v/ilh  we  could  keep  it  fecret ;  why  I  don't  believe 
any  of  this  company  would  fpeak  cf  it. 

Ben,  If  you  fufpect  me  friend,  I'll  go  out  of  the  room. 
Mrs.  F,  But,  my  dear,  that's  irnpoliible;  the   parfon 
-and  that  rogue  'Jeremy  will  publifti  it. 

Taft,  Ay,  my  dear,  fo  they  will,  as  you  fay. 
Ang,  O  you'll  agree  very  well  in  a  little  time ;  cuilom 
will  make  it  eafy  for  you. 

Taft,  Eafy  !  Pox  on't,  I  don't  believe  I  fhall  fleep  to- 
night. 

Sir  5.  Sleep,  quotha  !  No,  why  you  would  not  fleep 
on  your  wedding-night  ?  I'm  an  older  fellow  than  you, 
and  don't  mean  to  fieep. 

Ben.  Why  there's  another  match  now,  as  thof  a  couple 
of  privateers  were  looking  for  a  prize,  and  mould  fall 
fcul  of  one  another.  I'm  forry  for  the  young  man 
with  all  my  heart.  Look  you,  friend,  if  I  may  advife 

you,  when"  ftie's  going for  that  you  muft  expeft,  I 

have  experience  of  her •  when  flic's  going,  let  her  go. 

For  no  matrimony  is  tough  enough  to  hold  her  ;  and  ^i 
fhe  can'c  drag  her  anchor  along  with  her,  /he'll 

break  her  cable,  I  can  tell  you  that. Who's  here? 

the  madman  ? 

Enter  Valentine,  Scandal,  and  Jeremy. 
VaL  No  ;    here's  the  fool ;  and,  if  occasion  be,  I'll 
givr  it  under  my  hand. 

Sir  S.  How  now  ? 

.      Val.  Sir,   I'm  come  to  acknowledge  my  errors,  and 
alk  your  pardon,  ^ 
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Sir  S.  What,  have  you  found  your  fenfes  at  laft  then  ? 
In  good  time,  fir. 

Val.   You  were  abufed,  fir  ;  I  never  was  diftracled. 

For.  How!  not  mad  !  Mr.  Scandal? 

Scand.  No,  really,  Sir ;  I'm  his  witnefs,  it  was  all 
counterfeit. 

Vol.  I   thought  I  had  reafons but  it  was  a   poor 

contrivance  :   the  effeft  has  fnewn  it  fuch. 

Sir  S.  Contrivance !  what,  to  cheat  me  ?  to  cheat 
your  father  !  Sirrah,  could  you  hope  to  profper  ? 

Val.  Indeed,  I  thought,  fir,  when  the  father  en- 
deavoured to  undo  the  fon,  it  was  a  reafonable  return  of 
nature 

Sir   S.  Very  good,    fir. 'Mr.    Buckram,    are    you 

ready  ? Come,  fir,  will  you  fign  and  feal  ? 

Val.  If  you  pleafe,  fir  ;  but  firJl  I  would  afk  this  lady 
one  queiHon. 

Sir  S.   Sir,    you    muft    afk  me   leave    firft. That 

lady?  No,  fir;  you  faall  afk  that  lady  no  queftions, 
till  you  have  afked  her  blefiing,  fir,  that  lady  is  to  be 
my  wife. 

Val.  I  have  heard  as  much,  fir;  but  I  would  have  it 
from  her  own  mouth. 

Sir  S.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  lie,  fir ;  and  you 
don't  believe  what  I  fay. 

Val.  Pardon  me,  fir.  But  I  reflecl  that  I  very  lately 
counterfeited  madnefs :  I  don't  know  but  the  frolick  may 
go  round. 

Sir  S.  Come,  chuck,    fatisfy  him,    anfwer  him.- 

Come,  Mr.  Buckram,  the  pen  and  ink. 

Buck.  Here  it  is,    fir,  with  the  deed  ;   all    is  read}'. 

[Val.£Cf.r  to  Ang. 

Ang.  'Tis  true,  you  have  a  great  while  pretended  love 
to  me  ;  nay,  what  if  you  were  fincere  ?  Still  you  muft 
pardon  me,  if  I  think  my  own  inclinations  have  a  better 
right  to  difpofe  of  my  perfon,  than  yours. 

Sir  S.   Are  you  anfwered  now,  fir  ? 

Val.   Yes,  fir. 

Sir  S.  Where's  your  plot,  fir?  and  your  contrivance 
now,  fir  ?  Will  you  fign,  fir  ?  Come,  will  you  fign  and 
feal? 

Val. 
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ral.   With  all  my  heart,  fir. 
Scand.  'Sdeath,  you  are  not  mad  indeed?  to  ruin  your- 

Val.  I  have  been  difappointed  of  my  only  hope  ;  and 
he  that  lofes  hope  may  part  with  any  thing.  I  never 
valued  fortune,  but  as  it  was  fubfervient  to  my  pleafure; 
and  my  only  pleafure  was,  to  pleafe  this  lady :  1  have 
made  many  vain  attempts :  and  find  at  laft  that  nothing 
hat  my  ruin  can  effeft  it ;  which,  for  that  reafon,  I  will 
fign  to. Give  me  the  paper. 

•Ang.   Generous  Valentine!  [AJide. 

Buck.  Here  is  the  deed,  fir. 

Val.  B  ut  where  is  the  bond,  by  which  I  am  obliged 
to  %n  this  ? 

Buck.  Sir  Sampfon,  you  have  it. 

Ar.g.  No,  I  have  it ;  and  I'll  ufe  it,  as  I  would  every 
tiling  that  is  an  enemy  to  Valentine. 

[Tears  the  paper. 

Sir  S.  How  now  ? 

Fal.   Ha! 

Ang.  Had  I  the  world  to  give  you,  it  could  not  make 
me  worthy  of  fo  generous  and  faithful  apaffion.  Here's 
my  hand ;  my  heart  was  always  yours,  and  ftruggled 
very  hard  to  make  this  utmoil  trial  of  your  virtue. 

[To  Val, 

Vol.  Between  pleafure  and  amazement,  I  am  loft 
but  on  my  knees  I  take  the  blefling. 

Sir  S.   Oons,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Ben.  Mefs,  here's  the  wind  changed  again.  Father, 
you  and  I  may  make  a  voyage  together  now  ! 

Ang.  Well,  Sir  Sampfcn,  fince  I  have  played  you  a 
trick,  I'll  advife  you  how  you  may  avoid  fuch  another. 
Learn  to  be  a  good  father,  or  you'll  never  get  a  fecond 
wife.  I  always  loved  your  fon,  and  hated  your  un- 
forgiving nature.  I  was  refolved  to  try  him  to  the  ut- 
moft ;  I  have  tried  you  too,  and  know  you  both.  You 
have  not  more  faults  than  he  has  virtues  ;  and  it  is 
hardly  more  pleafu/e  to  me,  that  I  can  make  him  and 
myfelf  happy,  than  that  I  can  punifh  you. 

'  Ful.  if  my  happinefs  could  receive  addition,  this 
'  kind  furprize  would  make  it  double.* 

Sir  S. 
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Sir  S.  Oons,  you're  a  crocodile  ! 

For.   Really,  Sir  Saj:iffon,  this  is  a  fudden  eclipfe. 

Sir  S.  You're  an  illiterate  old  fool ;  and  I'm  another. 

T'att.  If  the  gentleman  is   in  diforder  for  want  of  a 

wife,  I  can  fpare  him  mine. Oh,  are  you  there,  fir  ? 

I  am  indebted  to  you  for  my  happinefs.          [To  Jeremy, 

Jer.  Sir,  I  aflc  you  ten  thousand  pardons :  it  was  an 
errant  miftake. — You  ice,  fir,  my  mafter  was  never  mr.d, 
nor  any  thing  like  it. — Then  how  could  it  be  otheiwiie  ? 

FcJ.  Tattle,  I  thank  you;  you  would  have  interpoied 
between  me  and  Heaven  ;  but  Providence  laid  purgatory 
in  your  way.  You  have  but  juilice. 

Scand.  I  hear  the  fiddles  that  Sir  Sampfon  provided  for. 
his  own  wedding  ;  methinks  it  is  pity  they  fhould  not  be 
employed  when  the  match  is  fo  much  mended.  Valen- 
tine, though  it  be  morning,  we  may  have  a  dance. 

Val.  Any  thing,  my  friend  ;  every  thing  that  looks 
like  joy  and  tranlport. 

Scand.   Call  them,  Jeremy. 

Ang.  I  have  done  diflembling  now,  Valentine',  and  if 
that  coldnefs  which  I  have  always  worn  before  you  fhould 
turn  to  an  extreme  fondnefs,  you  muft  not  fufpedl  it. 

Val.  I'll  prevent  that  fnfpicion for  I  intend  to  doat 

to  that  immoderate  degree,  that  your  fondnefs  (hall 
never  diftingui/h  itfelf  enough  to  be  taken  notice  of.  If 
ever  you  feem  to  love  too  much,  it  muft  be  only  when  I 
can't  love  qnough. 

Ang.  Have  a  care  of  promifes :  you  know  you  are  apt 
to  run  more  in  debt  than  you  are  able  to  pay. 

Vol.  Therefore  I  yield  my  body  as  your  prifoner,  and 
make  your  beft  on't. 

Scand.   '  The  mufick  flays  for  you.'  [A  Dance. 

[T'o  Ang.~\  Well,  madam,  you  have  done  exemplary 
iuftice,  inpuniihing  an  inhuman  father,  and  rewarding 
a  faithful  lover:  but  there  is  a  third  good  work,  which 
I,  in  particular,  muft  thank  you  for  :  I  was  an  infidel  to 

your  fex,  and  you  have  converted  me for  now  I  am 

convinced  that  all  women  are  not,  fike  fortune,  blind 
in  beftowing  favours,  either  on  thofe  who  do  not  merit, 
or  who  do  not  want  them. 

Aug.' 
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Ang.  It  is  an  unreafonable  accufation,  that  you  lay 
upon  our  fex.  You  tax  us  with  injuftice,  only  to  cover 
your  own  want  of  merit.  You  would  all  have  the  reward 
of  love  ;  but  few  .have  the  conllancy  to  flay  till  it  be- 
comes your  due.  Men  are  generally  hypocrites  and  in- 
fidels j  they  pretend  to  worfhip,  bat  have  neither  zeal  nor 
faith.  How  few,  like  Valentine,  would  perfevere  even 
to  martyrdom,  and  facrifice  their  in tereft  to  their  con- 
ilancy  !  in  admiring  me,  you  mifplace  the  novelty. 

The  miracle  to-day  is,  that  we  find 

A  lever  true  ;  not  that  a  woman's  kind. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

CURE  Providence  at  frfl  defign'd  this  place 

To  le  the  player's  refuge  in  diflrcfs ; 
For  fiili,  in  ev;ry  florrK,  tiev  all  run  hither, 
As  to  a  /J:ed,   tb«<  jk'.-Lds  them  from  the  iveather. 
But  thinking  of  this  change  ivhifh  laft  befel  us, 
ISs  like  what  I  lave  beard  our  poets  tell  us  : 
For  ivhen  behind  our  fee  res  their  fulls  are  plead'irg, 
To  help  their  love,  fometimcs  tley  flseiv  their  reaair.g  ; 
And,  ivanting  ready  cafh  to  pay  fir  hearts, 
They  top  their  learning  on  us,  and  their  parts. 
Once  of  phihfophers  they  told  usflories, 
Whom,  as  I  think,   they  called— Py — Pytlwgories, 
I'm  fure  'tis  feme  fuch  Latin  name  thy  give  them, 
Ami  ive,  who  knoiv  no  better,  mufl  bt  licve  them. 
NbiD  to  thefe  men  (Jay  they)  furb  fouls  were  given, 
That  after,  death,  ne'er  -went  to  bell  nor  heaven, 
But  iii}',:,  I  knoiu  net  hoiv,  in  beafts  ;  and  tlen 
f^hen  many  y^at  s  mere  pafl,  in  men  again, 
Methir.ks,  ive  players  refemble  fi~cb  a  foul, 
That,    does  from  bod'ns  5  ive,  from  boufes  Jimll, 
Thus  Ariftotle'j  foul,   of  old  that  vuuy 
May  now  be  damn'd  to  animate  an  afs  ; 
Or  in  this  very  houfe,  for  aught  ive  knoiv, 
Is  thing  -painful  penance  in  feme  beau  : 

Ar.d  thus,  our  audience,  "which  did  once  rcfort  "I 

To  fliining  theatres,  to  fee  our  f port,  i. 

Now  flnd  us  tofs'd  into  a  tennis  court.  ^ 

Thefe  n'alls  but  t'other  day  ~we;  e  fill'd  ivith  no<fe 
Of  roaring  gamcjieis,  and  your  clamme  b'.iys  ; 
focn  tcundit:g  ball's  and  racke's  they  encompaft, 
And  now  they're  fi 'II 'd  wlthjcflt  ai:d  flights,  and  lonbajl  ! 
I  voiv,  I  don't  much  lUe  this  tranfmigrat'njn, 
Strolling  front  f  lace  to  place,  b;  circulation, 
Grant  heavn,  we  don't  return  to  ourfrflftation. 
I  knoiv  not  ivbat  thefe  think,  but  for  my  fart, 
I  can't  reflefi  without  an  ak':rg  heart, 
Hoiv  ive  fhou'd  end  in  cur  01  iginal,  a  cart. 
Put  we  can't  fear,  fince  you're  10  good  to  fave  us, 
That  you  have  only  fet  us  uf>,  to  lc;ive  u<, 
f bus  from  the  pafl,  we  hope  for  future  grace, 

I  beg  it 

And  f'^tne  here  knoiu  J  have  a  begging  face. 
Then  pray  continite  tkisy;ur  kind  behaviour, 
1'or  a  clear  flage  won't  do,  without  jour  favour. 

FINIS. 
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